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Chapter One 


Author's Notes: 
This has probably been the most anticipated and most requested addition to the series and | have to thank you 


for your patiencel 


There is a proviso, however. I'll be drawing out the an-ti-ci-pation (thank you Frank'N'Furter, | can never not 


hear it said like that) a little. 
There MAY be small, non-related fluff chapters that will be posted into This Is Love, This Is Life every 
alternate week, depending on how this heavier one travels, just to give me some time to write some of the 


more intricate sections and so that | don't short circuit my smut-valvel DOQQ 


Anyway, | hope you've enjoyed the first installment of this new story. I'm as excited as you all to see where 
this one goes! 


Love you all. 


J OOO 


ENSLAVED 

California 

Late March 2012 

Post Storm's loth Birthday 

"Tommy, do you have anything special planned this evening?" Nikki asked after Storm had left the table and 
disappeared into her room. It had been his turn to work during the afternoon while Tommy had cooked a meal 
for the three of them on his return from Sixxty1. Now dinner was finished Tommy was getting ready for 


work, leaving Nikki with Storm. 


"Not especially," the younger man replied. "Only planning the usual run around the clubs to check-in. | wasn't 


gonna stay long anywhere. Why?" 
"How'd you fancy a visit to Enslaved?" Nikki inquired, unable to restrain his grin at the look on his lover's face. 


"Hell, YES!" he exclaimed happily. "What brought this on? Its been a while since we've been But.what about 


Storm?" 
"All sorted," Nikki reassured him. "Athena is coming over a bit later to stay with her-" 
‘| DON'T NEED A BABYSITTER, DADDY!" Storm yelled from her room. "I'm sixteen now!" 


Nikki glanced up to the first floor and saw the door to Storm's room was open. "Tough luck, kiddo!" he yelled 


back. Storm groaned as loud as thunder and slammed her door closed. 


"As | was saying..." Nikki continued, ignoring their teenager's angst, "Athena will stay overnight to make sure 
Storm gets to school tomorrow before she goes to work. | booked the latest appointment available at Enslaved 


but since we don't need to worry about getting up in the morning, we can take our time and play a little." 


"Fucking Brilliant!” Tommy exclaimed. "I didn't think we'd be going again before Richie and Jon's visit next month. 
You did promise to introduce them to the joys to be had there." 


"| know and we are taking them this time, it's all booked for the first week of Spring Break when Thena and 
Storm are away. And well, tonight's visit.it's not all pleasure," Nikki explained. "I've had their specialist designers 
working on something a little different for my Street Rat and his Loverboy." 


"Oooh, do tell," Tommy said, almost bouncing in his excitement as he pulled on his boots. 


‘I've ordered a new type of bondage cuff that they might be able to use." Nikki hesitated before adding, "You 


know that neither of them can handle the regular ones." 


Tommy soberly nodded his acknowledgement. Nikki was aware that, from what little he and Jon himself had told 


him over the years, Tommy did not underestimate their issues. 


"So..'ve asked them to design custom made quick release cuffs. They have a panic clip built-in so the sub can 
free himself from bondage at any time without needing to ask or wait for the Dominant's assistance. They've 
made a prototype they're ready to demonstrate, and | need a willing victim to test them." Nikki raised an 
eyebrow, saying, "| told them I'd bring my own" 


Tommy nodded again, this time with much greater enthusiasm. "You know I'm always willing to help you, babe." 
"Plus | was hoping to use you as a measure for size for Richie. You and he both have those huge dinner plate 
hands, while Jon is more my size," Nikki explained, holding up his hand and allowing Tommy to place his larger 


span, palm to palm. 


"Yeah, your hands are so tiny," Tommy laughed as Nikki grabbed his wrist, pulled his lover's hand towards him 
and brushed a kiss across the knuckles. 


"Once the business part of the night is done," Nikki grinned back anticipating Tommy's reaction to his next 
statement. "Well, | might have booked the testing room for a couple of hours too. You go do your rounds. I'l 


wait for Athena to arrive and then meet you at Sixxty4 at quarter past nine." 


Nikki couldn't help laughing aloud as Tommy bounced out of his seat in excitement, already grabbing his keys in 
his rush to get out the door. 


‘I'm outta here, then," Tommy said. "Night, Stormy. Love you!" Tommy yelled to his daughter. "Later, Sixxer!" 
wen 

Early March 2012 

Three Weeks Previous 

Nikki picked up the plain white business card between his thumb and first finger and studied it. On the front, 
an image of a silvery J shaped piece of metal was printed. It appeared rather uninspiring until, on a closer 


inspection, the ball on the shorter end and the closed-loop on the longer end suggested its intended use. The 


card had arrived several months earlier in a plain envelope, without a return address or accompanying letter. 


Turning the card over Nikki looked at the back of the mostly blank card. Across the centre, a single phone 
number was printed in black ink There was no name, but the area code indicated a New Jersey location Below 


that, a second number had been carefully handwritten in a very familiar hand. 
Juliana. 
But Nikki needed to talk with her alter ego, Mistress J, in regards to another phone call he'd received recently. 


Richie's late-night phone call after Storm's Sweet Sixxteenth had initially thrown him off his axis completely 


once the true nature of the call was divulged. 
Loverboy wanted to start experimenting..with them. 


It had both rattled him and intrigued him. Nikki's libido had been on a hairline trigger since Richie had told him 
about Jon's request. Even now, just the thought of finally removing that suspiciousness from Loverboy's eyes, 


by whatever means, had him filling out his pants somewhat. 


As yet, Nikki hadn't discussed anything with Tommy. He wanted to wait until after he'd made the phone call to 
organise a few things. Richie hadn't mentioned how far Loverboy wanted to go, but Nikki wanted to have all 
bases covered just in case they needed the playroom. Oh, how he wanted to use the playroom! 


Nikki was in his office in Sixxty4, with the door securely locked to ensure that he would not be interrupted. 
Standing alone in front of his desk, he tapped the card on the edge a couple of times, as if deep in thought, 
before resolutely picking up the phone and calling the second number. The call was answered promptly after 


the third ring. 
"Juxtaposition," a formally polite but unrecognised female voice answered. "Membership number please." 
"| don't have one, but." Nikki started. 


"Sir, this is a private number for the use of our privileged members only," he was curtly interrupted. "| don't 
know how you obtained it, but if you don't have a membership number | must ask you to hang up and recall 


the officially listed number." 


"Now, wait a minute," Nikki said quickly before the line was disconnected. "| was sent this number, handwritten, 


on a business card." 


After a few seconds of silence, the voice replied briefly, "I see. Hold the line please." There was a click then the 


hollow sound of an open line, although refreshingly with no annoying muzak. 


Nikki used the waiting time to perch on the front edge of his desk and take a couple of slow deep breaths to 
calm himself. No matter how annoying the preceding conversation, it was important that he not allow his 


temper to rise; events would not go well for him if he did. 


"Who is this?" a guarded, but softly spoken male voice asked, pulling Nikki's thoughts back to the present. 
"Hello Adrian," Nikki said, smiling at the familiar tones, but pointedly not answering the question. He couldn't 
resist a little bit of payback for the rather cold initial reception, especially since the person currently on the 


end of the line would certainly not be the one dolling out any subsequent punishments he earned. 


"Nikki, | thought it might be you," Adrian replied in a much more relaxed tone. "My Mistress doesn't issue this 


private number to just anyone, especially by sending it handwritten on a card. How are you?" 

"Doing well. I'm still in LA and my club, Sixxty4, is thriving. Actually, all our clubs are thriving, even without us 
being there full time. Tommy and | are happier than ever and Storm is doing well at school too. She just turned 
sixteen, can you believe that?" 


"Are you still living out of town?" Adrian inquired. 


"Yeah, we've still got the house out in the hills," Nikki grinned to himself and added, "And we have our own 


very well equipped playroom in the basement.” 


"Somehow that doesn't surprise me," Adrian laughed when Nikki finished the brief overview of his current life. 


"You were never one to do things by halves." 

"| learned at the feet of the best," Nikki admitted. "As did you." 

"True," Adrian agreed amiably. "My Mistress never trained any fools either." 

"So how about you?" Nikki queried. "Juxtaposition? That's new?" 

"Yeah, there's been a few changes since we last spoke." While Adrian was talking, Nikki unconsciously bounced 
his knee; unable to relax, but unable to pinpoint why. "The biggest change is that | resigned from the 
enforcement business a couple of years back. I'm not getting any younger and neither is Al. | suspect he's 
starting to think about retiring soon himself. He began scaling back a couple of his operations and | took the 
opportunity to step down when | was no longer essential to requirements." 


"Al retiring?" Nikki briefly stopped moving, the surprise clear in his tone. "Really?" 


‘Comes to us all eventually," Adrian said offhandedly. "Actually. think there might be an underlying medical 
issue, but you know Al. He lets very few in behind that brutal street-tough exterior of his.’ 


"But he always took care of what was his," Nikki added. "Like Richie." 


"Like Richie..and you," Adrian acknowledged pointedly. There was a moment of silence to allow Nikki to absorb 


those home truths before he continued, "For some time, Juliana and | had been discussing the idea of expanding 


her operations and finding larger premises. We pooled our resources and bought a run-down dance club. We've 


renovated it and turned it into a members-only BDSM club." 


"Woah, that's quite a step up," Nikki commented, considering just how much work went into running both their 
own clubs and their favourite BDSM establishment Enslaved 


"Well, | run the place day to day, while Juliana is at the hostel," Adrian explained. "In the evening we are both 
here and offer our different skills. Members pay to join, a monthly fee and extra to rent private rooms or 
equipment. There's a small shop selling high-quality bondage clothing and paraphernalia. Our staff members are 
all salaried and no tipping is allowed. That way no one is directly paid for any of their services , so it's all above 


board and legal." 
"Yeah," Nikki agreed, nodding as he spoke. "Sounds good, but I'd love to see your tax returns.’ 


"They are highly complex, very thorough and always include a slight overpayment," Adrian stated very 
formally, before laughing again "It keeps the IRS happy and, more importantly, off the premises. We also have 
a small bar and kitchen, so we can technically claim to be a restaurant, though sales there are minimal. We 


strictly enforce the no alcohol or drugs before play rule." 


'It seems to be a sensible business plan," Nikki acknowledged, understanding how such a club would be dimly 
viewed by certain officials in authority. Still unsettled, he pushed away from the desk and wandered around the 
spacious office while they chatted. "But why the name?" 


"Well, during the day I'm the visible driving force behind the club, whilst Juliana spends her time tending and 
serving the sick and homeless who are not able to care for themselves. Then in the evening, she's Dominatrix 
extraordinaire Mistress J and I'm simply her devoted slave. Two different people with polar opposite, 
contrasting personalities placed close together..hence Juxtaposition" Adrian added in an amused tone. "At least it 


made choosing a logo easy." 


Nikki found himself relaxing and laughing along, "I noticed. So what happened to the old dungeon?" He was 
enjoying this conversation with his old friend and saviour. He'd never be able to thank Adrian and Juliana 
enough for their care and friendship. Making one final circuit of his office, Nikki dropped into an occasional chair 


and threw his feet up over the armrest in an effort to find a comfortable spot. 


"I sold my old apartment to help fund the deposit on the club and moved in with Juliana," Adrian recounted. 
"Then, when we needed ready cash to finish renovations, Juliana sold the house. We were lucky that one of my 
Mistress’ trainee Doms was ready to take on his own first dungeon and was looking for a suitable location 
Master Paul bought the house with all the fittings included, so we didn't need to remove the more 


incriminating items." 


"That was lucky," Nikki commented, as a thought struck him. "It would have been interesting getting a removal 


company in," he chuckled 


"It wouldn't really have been a problem," Adrian replied solemnly. "After all, what are all those fit, young male 


slaves for, if not to provide service to their Mistress?" 


Once again Nikki found himself laughing along with Adrian, who failed dismally to keep the humour leaking out of 
his voice. A mental image of Mistress J in all her splendour directing leather harnessed, naked men carrying 
BDSM equipment to and from a U-haul trailer, flitted through Nikki's mind He could just imagine the looks on 


the faces of some of their nosy neighbours. 
"So where are you living now?" he asked, with amusement still clear in his voice. 


"The two of us share an apartment above the club. It means we can retreat to our own space when we need 
to, but we are always on hand if there are any issues in the club." Adrian explained. "Fortunately we have had 


very few problems, as we screen all our members carefully." 
"Yeah, | got that feeling when | called. That's a well-trained guard dog you have answering the phone." 


"Lucy was chosen for that very reason," Adrian elucidated, with satisfaction clear in his voice. "She's one of 
the most stubborn submissives we have; a challenge to both unwelcome callers and overly complacent Doms 


alike." 


| can believe that." Nikki frowned at the idea of matching wits with such a formidable submissive. Perhaps, 
with Tommy always being so willing, he was losing his edge. It was certainly worth thinking about, but later. 
Right now, he needed advice and he knew only one person he trusted to help. "Is Mistress J available to speak 
to?" 


"What? l'm not good enough for you?" Adrian said petulantly. 
"That's not what |." Nikki started trying to explain. 


"Nikki! I'm teasing you," Adrian laughingly stopped him. "She should be here very soon. When we were advised of 
your call, she was unavoidably detained debriefing a Dom. One of her junior Masters had a sub call a yellow 
safeword this evening. Neither Dom nor sub were at fault and the Master competently reassured and calmed 
his sub before continuing with a modified scene and aftercare. Unfortunately, after the sub left he too needed 


aftercare and some reassurance; he was blaming himself." 


"| get that," Nikki replied, as a few uncomfortable memories tried to make themselves known. "I've never had a 
sub call red but, the few times I've had a yellow, I've had to remind myself that not all triggers are known or 


can be anticipated ahead of time, no matter how experienced either of the participants." 


"It took you long enough to understand that though," Juliana's voice broke in as Nikki heard a door close in the 
background, "despite your expertise on both ends of the whip. But its an occupational hazard of the Dominant 
to blame themselves, whatever happens. Hello Nikki, dearest. Long time, no hear. So what else have you and my 


brat of a husband been discussing in my absence?" 


"Greetings Mistress. It's a..." Nikki stopped mid-sentence as the tail end of what Juliana had said sank in. 
"Husband? Really? Since when?" 


"I take it he didn't bother to tell you that piece of news," Juliana said but Nikki could feel the glare she gave 
Adrian in her voice. Unconsciously he dropped his booted feet to the floor and sat up straighter in his chair. 


"We hadn't got that far, yet," Adrian sighed. "| hadn't forgotten" 
"That's one little detail you'd better not forget, my beloved brat," Juliana purred dangerously. 


‘Never, my Mistress," Adrian acknowledged lovingly, before speaking to Nikki again. "When | sold my apartment 
it made sense for me to move in with Juliana. Then when we were setting up the club we were advised that it 
would be easier to obtain licences and permits as a married couple. After all those years as her slave, it just 


seemed the right time to legalise our relationship." 


"We married in the club," Juliana took over the story. "One of our members is a wedding officiant so it was all 
done quickly and quietly in-house. The reception was also here and we spent our honeymoon in the one-room 
that we had finished renovating at that point. The officiant got her registration fee and first year's 


membership in lieu of payment so she was more than happy." 


‘Congratulations to you both. | wish I'd known," Nikki mused. "I'm sure | could have found you both a suitable 
wedding present!" 


"Speaking of which, Nikki, why haven't you made an honest man of that lover of yours?" Juliana asked. 

“Tommy and I," Nikki hesitated, uncertain how to reply, but not wanting to give a trite answer to the first 
people in his life who proved themselves worthy of his trust and loyalty. "I's not that we haven't thought 
about it.and he has asked me..but it's..." 

"You're not ready yet," Juliana finished as Nikki broke off. 

"Yeah..well, it's not as easy for us as it was for you," Nikki continued, grabbing at the easy excuse that Juliana 
had unexpectedly handed him. It was a rare occasion that she let him escape with anything but the whole 


truth. "It wouldn't be legal anyway." 


"That shouldn't stand in your way," Adrian pointed out. "Lots of gay couples have commitment ceremonies, and 


you can always make it legal in every other way." 


"We did all the legal stuff years ago," Nikki stated, almost offended that they would think he hadn't ensured 


such essentials. "But, | dunno..maybe..it's just.not right for us." 


Or me specifically , he thought to himself. 


"Hmmm. suspect there might be another reason Nikki, but you just think about it okay?" Adrian pushed once 
more, but Nikki didn’t reply. 


His thoughts were reeling at what had been said so far. Why was he so dismissive of the idea when everyone 
else seemed to think it was sensible? He would need to consider it again at a later date. After several long 


seconds, Juliana broke the awkward silence. 
"So Nikki, I'm guessing that this isn't just a social call. How can we help you?" she prompted. 


| was hoping for some advice." Nikki hesitated before continuing, "Once, long ago, you helped me 
To.overcome..certain fears. | have a friend, well two friends actually, who have had.similar experiences. They 
both enjoy light kink play within their relationship, but neither one can tolerate ropes or being bound. They're 
coming to LA soon and we're going to visit Enslaved together. There may be an opportunity for it to become a 
foursome and | was thinking that maybe | could do something that would help them and possibly allow them to 


experiment with some simple bondage." 
For another long moment, the line fell silent before Juliana spoke again. 
"What experiences? If you're going to attempt this then | need to know a little more?" 


"One was strung up, and the other was tied over a chair," Nikki replied after a few moments of careful 


thought. "Both were beaten, raped and sodomised" 


Once again there was a long period of silence, during which Nikki felt his unease growing exponentially, and he 
fought to resist the urge to fidget. Even though his Mistress couldn't physically see him he was certain she 


would know if he showed any sign of impatience. 


"This friend of yours," unexpectedly it was Adrian who broke the silence. "Would he by any chance be called 
Richie" 


"Yeah, he would," Nikki felt some of the tension fall away, "But how do..? OF course, you would know." 

"Yeah, | do know. | knew when it happened," Adrian said coldly, too coldly. Nikki was shocked to hear the obvious 
venom in the usually affable man's tone. "I was one of the enforcers Al sent out to find his attackers and..to 
explain the error of their ways." 

"Did you..." Nikki started to ask but was interrupted before he could form the question 

"They became an object warning. made sure of it!" Adrian almost snarled and Nikki wasn't surprised to hear 


Juliana murmuring something to him in a soft soothing voice. He waited until there was quiet before he spoke 


agai n. 


"Thank you," Nikki replied simply. There was far more he wanted to say and ask, but he knew nothing useful 
would be gained by knowing exactly what had happened or why it appeared to have affected Adrian so deeply. 


"Richie was one of Al's favourites, even before he became one of his biggest earners. He was always 
respectful to everyone and he was well-liked by the enforcers," Adrian sounded a little calmer now. "Many of 


us still look out for him and his family, from a distance, even if he is becoming rather famous these days." 
"That's good to hear," Nikki briefly stated, before a long pause in the conversation. 
"So Nikki, What exactly do you want to achieve?" Juliana asked, breaking the uncomfortable silence. 


"Well, when we invited them for this trip to Enslaved, Richie mentioned that he can no longer tolerate being 
tied up. Back when we were together, bondage was a particular favourite of his and he admitted that he really 
misses it." Nikki hesitated, trying to find the right words. "If there's the possibility of the four of us playing 
together, I'd like to help him find a way to use some form of restraints again, but stay within his new reduced 


limits." 
"And his friend?" Juliana prompted. 


"His husband, Jon," Nikki clarified, almost unnecessarily. "Ah fuck! What those bastards did to him makes even 
my shitty childhood look good” Nikki couldn't hide the disgust and anger in his tone and to be honest he didn't 


want to. 


"| believe we already know many of the details, the court case made headline news, at least on the east coast," 


Adrian stated. 


"Yeah, well according to Richie, if Jon dared to fight back those fuckers roped him hand and foot over a chair 
before beating and raping him," Nikki snapped, without thought to his audience or his language. "He was barely 
more than a fucking kid and they did it time and time again; the pair of them, their scumbag friends and their 
fucking baseball bat. It's hardly surprising that he fucking freaks out whenever ropes are suggested." 


"What do you hope to achieve in his case?" Juliana asked, calmly, allowing Nikki time to compose himself. 

lm not sure," Nikki replied with less fervour, slowly starting to regain his control. "I don't know how much he 
would be able to manage, now, or ever, but as a minimum, I'd like him to be able to restrain Richie without 
either of them having a panic attack" 


"That sounds like a reasonable goal," Adrian commented. 


"It does," Juliana interrupted, cooly, "But Nikki, no matter what the provocation, you know that | will not allow 
such profanity within my hearing." 


‘lm sorry Mistress," Nikki said contritely, hurriedly thinking back over what he had recently said and wincing in 


horrified realisation. 


"No, you're not, not yet," Juliana avered. "But you will bel | will expect you to present yourself for punishment 


the next time we meet." 


"Yes, Mistress." Nikki unconsciously rubbed his ass, feeling phantom pain at the mere thought. "It is always my 


desire to do your bidding." 


At the other end of the line, Nikki heard a hurriedly suppressed cough, which he suspected might have been 
disguising laughter. He knew better than to comment though and waited in silence for his Mistress to continue 


the conversation in her own time. 


"Now, what you are trying to do is somewhat challenging, but | have an idea that might help." Juliana paused 
before asking, "| take it that you remember panic clips and how they work?" 


"Yes Mistress," Nikki replied formally, omitting the obviously that was on the tip of his tongue. He decided that 
he was already in enough trouble without risking Mistress J's further wrath. "A panic clip is a connector that 
can be opened even under pressure, allowing a dominant to quickly release a submissive in an emergency. 


Tommy and | have never felt the need to use them. They seem a bit.soft.for our tastes." 
"Now why doesn't that surprise me?" Adrian laughed lightly, before being quickly shushed. 


| have heard descriptions of panic cuffs , Juliana explained, choosing to ignore the somewhat bratty behaviour 
of her two submissives. "I've never seen or been able to source any within the US, but | believe they are 
cuffs with a panic clip built into a handgrip. The clip is positioned such that the submissive always has the 
option to release the cuff from any rope or chain without requiring and waiting for the dominant's assistance 


or permission. | think that if you could source a set of those, they would be a useful tool.” 


"They sound perfect," Nikki agreed, already considering the possibilities and how he would use them. "I know 
Richie has no problem with leather cuffs, I've seen him wear them on stage several times. But its Jon that 


I'm not quite sure about. | know that its rope that really freaks him out but it has to be worth a try." 
"So how are you going to go about finding some?" Adrian asked. 


"Enslaved claim to be able to source anything their members require or, if they can't, to design and make it to 
order. If you email me the specifications, I'll contact them. I'll be fun to give them a real test," Nikki said, 
pleased to be able to hand this worthy challenge to his favourite BDSM supplier. 


"IIl do that tomorrow when I'm back in the office," Adrian said. "If they are successful, please let us know. 
Juxtaposition would be interested in purchasing a few sets. They might be reassuring to some of our own 


more nervous ab initio subs." 


‘OF course, | will," Nikki confirmed, already making a note to phone Enslaved to arrange an appointment with 


their chief designer. "Thank you, Adrian" 


"So Master Nikki," Juliana interrupted the two men. "Assuming that you are able to obtain the cuffs, then this 


is how | suggest you proceed." 

we 

Spring Break 2012 

Shopping Trip to Enslaved 

"Where are you taking us?" Jon asked from the back seat of Tommy's car. 

It was Spring Break and both couples were child-free for at least a week Athena had taken Storm to London, 
combining a business trip and sightseeing. Sebastian was holding down the fort at Rosie's while Jon and Richie 
were visiting the West Coast and Lia was in Florida with Carol, Matt and Ronnie. 


"Well now," Nikki answered, from the front passenger seat. "You remember the morning after your wedding?" 


‘Of course," Jon shrugged. "What about it? And what does that have to do with an adult-only trip? | thought 


we were simply going out for dinner." 


"We are going to have diner..eventually. But first, do you also remember the wedding presents we bought 


you?" Nikki asked. 
"Oh yeah," Richie replied, with a grin. “That was some quality blow you found." 


Nikki twisted round in the passenger seat as far as the seat belt would allow and met Richie's eyes where he 


sat behind Tommy. Out of sight of Jon, he winked at Richie. 
"Do you remember the other presents we got you?" 
"Oh! The rings?" Jon mumbled. 


"Yeah, the cock rings," Tommy emphasised, leaving his words dangling. "We did promise to show you the place 
where we bought them." 


Nikki heard Jon swallow hard as Richie laughed. 


"Is that where we're going?" Richie clarified. "A sex shop!" 


"Not just any sex shop," Nikki explained. "Only the most exclusive sex shop in California. Visits are by 
appointment only and total privacy is guaranteed. You have to have to be a member to even access the 


premises and a gold plated recommendation is required to be considered for that membership." 

"So how did you two get in?" Jon asked. 

"Babe!" Richie admonished and shook his head at his husband. 

| have my contacts," Nikki replied, feeling somewhat annoyed at the tone of Jon's question He was about to 
give a suitably snarky reply when he felt Tommy's hand come to rest on his knee. A gentle squeeze of his 
lover's hand grounded Nikki as Tommy silently shook his head. Sighing, Nikki bit back the barb he had been 


about to throw and allowed his annoyance to leech away. 


"Let me guess," Richie interrupted his thoughts, breaking the tense atmosphere. "Your contact would be a 


certain Dominatrix? One based in New Jersey?" 

"You remember," Nikki nodded, with a soft smile. "My Mistress was a great help when we were searching for a 
suitably discrete club. She apparently knew the owners way back when they were starting out. | think they all 
trained under the same Master." 


"But why go to a shop?" Jon asked. "Surely you can buy anything you want online." 


"Yeah, we can," Tommy replied. "But there is nothing quite like getting to hold a new toy in your hand, testing 
its weight, its girth, its texture. Its so much more..tulfilling." 


"Exactly," Nikki agreed. "Plus Enslaved also can arrange demonstrations of any items of interest, or allow the 
potential buyer to test it for themselves before purchase." He was suitably pleased to see Jon swallow hard a 
couple of times and shift uncomfortably in his seat. Oh yes, this was going to be fun 

"So you buy your toys there..but | think there's more to it than that," Richie prodded gently. 


"Of course," Tommy laughed. "It's also where / trained as a Dom." 


Nikki grinned as Jon shifted again, this time surreptitiously trying to adjust himself. Richie leaned in and spoke 
quietly to his lover, not coincidentally blocking Nikki's view as he did so. 


Eventually, Richie sat back and, meeting Nikki's gaze, asked, "You didn't train him yourself?" 
Nikki shook his head. "It's easier to train as a Dom with a Master or Mistress in attendance. Daddy used me as 
his submissive, whilst receiving guidance from a trained Master. Otherwise, I'd have had to instruct him 


myself and that's too much like subbing from the bottom for my taste." 


"You always did like to take control, Nik," Richie chuckled. 


"True, but it's difficult to relax into full subspace under those circumstances." 


The energy amongst the men within the car was becoming highly charged and Nikki couldn't help but notice the 
way their passengers had subconsciously moved closer to each other. He, himself, could feel the crackle and 
zing of electricity just below the surface of his skin 


Nikki slid his hand between Tommy's thighs, resting it over the bulky heat of his lover's groin and Tommy sent 
him a heated look as the organ pulsed beneath his palm. He still found it hard to believe they were actually 
here and this was happening. It was incredible what one late-night call had started. 


Nikki hung up the phone affer Richie's unexpected call in a state of shock, and, he had to admit, curiosity, 


He'd been in bed, reading over his club's financials while he waited for Tommy to come home. The television on the 
wall was turned down low, just for background noise, though he could still hear Storm's music playing as she studied 
into the night for an English Lit exam the day after tomorrow. 


Absently, Nikki had packed away his paperwork while he spoke to his Street Rat, knowing he'd never get anything 
else done tonight. Now, after the phone call, he just stared at the late-night shows but wasn't seeing them; he was 
seeing the possibilities of what Richie had told him. 


"NK?!" Tommy said in surprise as he stepped into their bedroom, closing the door behind him. "What are you still 
doing awake, too? | just told Storm to finish up for the night." 


Nikki looked at the clock beside the bed, almost | am. He had originally planned to chase Storm to bed at midnight 
‘Damn it," he swore softly. 'I was going to do that an hour ago," he said to his lover as he unloaded his pockets 


onto the dresser. 


‘SOkay," Tommy replied "She was asleep over her homework anyway." Tommy moved into the ensuite and 


stripped out of his clothes 

Tommy had just stepped into the shower as Nikki pushed out of bed to empty his bladder for the evening, neither 
of them liked to go to bed without showering if theyd been at the clubs that night. "You okay, Nk?!" Tommy asked 
from beneath the hot spray to Nkkis reflection in the mirror as he washed his hands 

‘Hmm..yeah. Yeah, Im fine," Nkki replied. '! got a phone call earlier from Rich" 

"They made it home okay? Lia didnt barf on the plane?" Tommy chuckled. 


"| dunno," Nikki replied "He had some other information to share." 


"Oh?!" his lover asked, shutting off the water and shaking himself Ike a puppy to nd himself of excess water before 
stepping out of the shower. Nikki handed Tommy his towel, appreciating his lover's lean muscular body and idly 


wondering what Jon's body looked like in comparison, 

‘Meet me in bed," Nkki said, "and HI fell you all about it" 

He and Tommy had been discussing how they thought this weekend would go down ever since that night and 
acknowledged that they were both curious, about how Jon was going to react mainly but also how debauched 


and dirty it was going to get. 


Nikki had questioned Richie about that aspect and was surprised to learn that Jon was open to anything and 
everything..including a little BDSM play. 


Even though Richie didn't have any formal training as a Dom, between their play together whilst dating and 
Richie's years on the streets, Nikki knew he was a natural switch. 


Jon was the unknown. 


Tommy turned the car into the gated parking lots driveway. He rolled down the window and pressed the button 


on the intercom. 


‘Mr Lee, so good to see you," a disembodied voice came over the small speaker. "Please enter and park your car. 


Our concierge will meet you and your party at the front door." 
"Thank you," Tommy replied and the window rose again while they waited for the gate to open. 


"Ready to have your mind blown, Loverboy?" Nikki smirked, turning to ask the blonde, pinning the blue eyes 
with a challenging look 


Jon let out a shuddering breath as he glanced at his husband beside him. Seemingly taking courage from 
Richie's presence, Jon returned Nikki's look and licked his bottom lip suggestively. "Bring it on, Sixx." 


~ Ke 


Chapter Two 


Author's Notes: 
** TRIGGER WARNING** - mention of past dub-con and sexual abuse. 


Now that the formalities have been taken care of.it's showtime! 

Firstly, | want to thank you all for the comments and excitement over this one (lovely, sick little puppies, you 
all are) OV) 

l'm so happy none of you had forgotten about it. 

Okay (steps up to Enslaved's doors and pushes them open)..welcome and enjoy! 


Love you all. 


J 


Chapter 2 


Nikki POV 


Tommy pulled the car into a vacant space in the lot and killed the engine. 

Nikki noted that there were a few other cars in the parking lot. Discretion was the key and Non-Disclosure 
forms were part and parcel of membership. Nikki had already taken care of those for their guests, which 
meant that the small group would be able to wander through the store in virtual anonymity. 


"Oh, Shit," Jon swore softly behind Nikki. He then heard Richie's sweet placations in response. 


Nikki gave Tommy's somewhat filled-out and eager cock a squeeze in anticipation before exiting the car. Both 


he and Tommy adjusted themselves as they waited for Jon and Richie to leave the safety of the car. 
"C'mon, you two," Tommy said excitedly as he opened the door for Richie and Jon exited on Nikki's side. 


Nikki slipped his hand into Jon's, after he closed the car door, and said, "Don't go getting all virgin maiden on us 


now. This is all for you, baby. Well, maybe not all for you. There will be benefits for all of us, I'm sure." 


"I'm not," Jon protested. "l'm just-." 


Nikki stopped him speaking with a finger over his lips. "I'm just messing with you, Loverboy,” Nikki smirked and 
released Jon's hand to Richie's as he and Tommy joined them. 


Tommy threw his arm around Nikki's neck and kissed him soundly before saying, "Let's go shopping!" 


Tommy and Nikki led the way to the main door; unremarkable in its appearance but would open to an Alladin's 


Cave of sexual delights. As per usual it swung open mere seconds before either of them had stepped up to 


the threshold. 


"Mr Lee, Mr Sixx," the liveried doorman greeted them. "Welcome back. You and your guests have been signed 


in, however, your guests will need to add their signatures to the membership paperwork" 
"Membership?!" Richie queried. 


"Think of it as a celebration gift," Nikki smirked and winked at Jon. "It's a year's membership. You can decide if 


you want to continue after that." 


"Thanks, Nik, Tommy," Richie nodded, receiving a slow smirk from the former and a wide, happy grin from the 


latter. 


"Gentlemen, if you would follow me to complete your paperwork, please?" the doorman said, speaking to Jon and 


Richie. 


"OFF you go," Nikki said. "I've got some business to sort out before we get the rest of this weekend started. 
We'll find you. When we're done.” 


As Jon and Richie were being led to an ornately carved desk in an alcove to one side of the doorway, Nikki and 
Tommy stepped through to the main floor and were instantly greeted by a naked, muscled male slave 
brandishing a silver salver of refreshments. Both chose a flute of champagne before continuing through to the 


separate area where the specialised craftsmen employed by Enslaved worked. 


"Wonder what's going through their heads at the moment?!" Tommy chortled. "Complete mind-fuck, don't ya 
think?" 


"I think this whole weekend is gonna be an eye-opener for Loverboy," Nikki grinned as they stepped inside the 
crattsmans' shop. The smell of leather and the slight tang of metal washed over them. It alluded to thoughts 
of a sexually-deviant Santa's Workshop as Nikki breathed deeply and let the alcohol and the earthy aromas 


tease at his senses, allowing them to create the start of a sensual overload. 


"Mr Sixx," a kindly, elderly gentleman greeted them, stepping out from behind a partition where all the tools 


and machinery were housed. "Mr Lee, nice to see you both." 


"Michael, good to see you too," Nikki said as the three shook hands. Michael was Enslaved's master craftsman 
with whom Nikki had been conferring over his requested designs. He was, also, the only member of staff, fully 
dressed in normal clothes. 


"Your guests are with you?" the older man asked. 
"Yes," Tommy replied. "They're signing their membership paperwork" 


"Ah, well," Michael said. "I've completed the cuffs you ordered. Let me get them for you." He disappeared 
behind the partition only to reappear shortly thereafter. "I think you'll be pleased with how they've turned 
out," he said, placing them on the counter in front of Nikki. 


Nikki swapped out his glass for one of the larger cuffs. Compared to the prototype, which was done in a cheap 
and too-flexible leather, on these, the leather was sturdy yet soft to the touch and the grips attached were 
sound and beautifully crafted from mahogany to match the colour of the leather, all the metalwork was done 


in a muted silver. 


"The release mechanism was a little tricky at first," the older man said, pointing to the catch on the handgrip. 


"But | got there in the end." 


"Just stunning, Michael," Nikki breathed as he turned it over in his hands, testing the fastenings and the 
release clips. "Baby, give me your hand," Nikki turned to Tommy and carefully fitted the cuff on his lover's 
wrist. "How does that feel?" Nikki asked Tommy flexed his wrist and adjusted his grip over the rich wood 
whilst Nikki held the cuff by the anchor points as though it was attached to a chain 


"Comfortable! The handgrip is at just the right position," Tommy said. 


"Here," Michael said, stepping out from behind the counter and indicating for Tommy to follow to a set of 
anchor points on the wall. He clipped Tommy to the ring that was above his head. "Now, use your thumb to 
push the release clip in the handle." 


Tommy did as instructed and the mechanism sprung open easily, almost sending Tommy sprawling to the floor 
as he'd put his weight behind it. "Woah..that's awesome," he said as Nikki caught him and steadied him on his 
feet. 


"They're perfect, Michael," Nikki nodded, inspecting the release mechanism again. "I'm sure our contacts back 


East will be happy to know they work too. They'll probably be putting in an order after I've spoken to them." 
‘lm happy to hear that," the older man beamed. "Is there anything else | can help with? Any adjustments you 
think they may need?" he asked, unbuckling the leather from Tommy's wrist and checking for any skin damage 


as he did so. 


"Nope, | think you nailed the brief," Nikki said, following Michael back to the counter. 


The craftsman pulled out gift boxes emblazoned, black on black, with a large S within a circle on the lid and 
nestled each pair within a separate box before placing them both in a shopping bag with a similar S on its side. 
He handed the bag to Nikki and said, "The front desk will have the itemised account for payment. Enjoy the 


rest of your visit, gentlemen" 


The three shook hands and Nikki led Tommy from the workshop and back out onto the main floor. "Let's go find 
the others and see what treasures they've found," he said, sliding his free hand into Tommy's. "Not to mention 


whatever we pick up." 
~~ 
Jon POV 


Jon looked around the store as the administration staff member behind the ornate desk wrapped up their 


dissertation on the rules and regulations of the store membership. 


"Our live mannequins are provided to display the products," the stern-looking woman behind the desk explained. 
"You may look and touch to inspect any item but there is absolutely zero tolerance of sexual misconduct. You 
may ask for a demonstration only at the displays that have both a Dom or Domme and their sub present. Is 

this understood?" 


"Yes, ma'am," Richie answered, dutifully. 


Jon envied his husband and his cool demeanour in a store like this. H's not like he was completely naive about 


sex stores but this was so beyond just a sex store. 


This is what he would consider the inside of a high-end fashion house in Milan or Paris would look like with all 
the shiny marble floors and walls sparkling with points of light coming from the chandeliers that hung from 
the vaulted ceilings. 


The only difference was the naked and semi-naked people walking, or in some cases crawling, around the store. 


The Dominants were easy to pinpoint. They were the partially dressed ones in varying forms of black; black 
shiny shoes, black trousers or form-fitting trunks, stockings, bikinis, usually topless or some kind of harness 
or corset. The women had their hair pulled back severely into either ponytails or buns and the men fit the 
stereotype of cool, casual businessmen or sex dungeon masters. Their collared submissives were usually close 
by, restrained within a scene to show off a product or sitting quietly beside their Master or Mistress awaiting 


instruction. 


The mannequins, who were also collared but alone, were dotted around the room standing at various vantage 
points or walking around. At customers’ request, they would display the bespoke wares, such as slave jewellery, 
cockrings and cages, with and without fully-fledged erections, or dildos and anal plugs. Slightly disturbing, from 


Jon's point of view, were the masked ones. If their genitalia were not on display, then there would be no telling 
what sex the humanoid would be. 


The more Jon tried not to look, the more he couldn't look away. 


"Gentlemen," the woman behind the desk continued, drawing Jon's attention back to her. "Your references have 
been checked and membership has been approved. Here are your membership cards and lapel pins along with a 
written copy of your contract with the rules and regulations. Please wear the pins today so that our staff can 


recognise and assist you on your first visit. Enjoy your visit, gentlemen’ 


Two small, well presented, folders were handed over the desk. The black matte cover was embossed with a 


large, glossy, black § within a circle. Jon flipped open the cover and removed a similar-looking pin, attaching it 


to his shirt, as did Richie. 


The woman rose from her seat and left leaving them both in a state of momentary confusion. Jon looked at 


Richie, who seemed to be in a similar frame of mind. "Is that it?!" Jon asked. 


Richie looked toward where the woman walked off to and replied, "I don't think she's coming back" He tucked 
the small folder into his jacket pocket and held his hand out. "Shall we explore?! I'm kinda looking forward to this 


now. 
"Me too," Jon admitted, taking Richie's hand. "Coz this ain't like the Risky Business shop back home." 


They stood from the desk and were immediately met by a slave holding a platter of drinks and an assortment 


of other chemical compounds. "Welcome, gentlemen. Refreshments?" 


Sticking to the liquid variety, both Jon and Richie chose a crystal flute of pale wine with fine bubbles adorning 
the sides as they rose through the liquid. The slave bowed and moved away. Jon took a sip of the bubbly wine 
and was surprised at the quality of it. "This is the real deal, babe," he said, appreciating the delicate flavour 
and creamy bubbles on his palate. 


"Lets go exploring, Cowboy," Richie grinned and they moved further into the store. 


The staff were friendly and extremely helpful. Eager to please, they provided explanations of various items as 
they wandered through the displays and took any selections to the cashier's window for final payment upon 


leaving. 


Letting the champagne loosen his inhibitions, Jon started to relax. It also helped that Richie was whispering 
dirty words in his ear about what and how he would use particular items at home. His body, however, ignored 


his brain and his interest was becoming more visual with each passing moment. 


Richie was inspecting a display of floggers, some with long tails, others shorter, beaded, plaited, leather, chain 
and vinyl. Jon watched his husband as he tested each one as the intricacies were explained to him. 


He chewed on his bottom lip as he pictured Richie in their bedroom, partially clothed and brandishing a soft 
flogger, as some of these Dominants were, while he laid on their bed, ready and more than willing. He couldn't 
hold back the small moan that escaped, only to gasp in surprise as a pair of strong, tattooed arms slipped 


around his hips from behind, hands coming to rest on his lower abdomen. 


"Found something you like, Loverboy?" Nikki purred into his ear, causing a shiver of anticipation to squirrel up 


and down his spine. 


Richie looked up at Jon's small yelp of surprise and smiled. "You found us?" he said as Tommy extricated the 
flogger from his hand. 


"Oh, this is sweet," Tommy crooned as he gave the instrument the once over, even going so far as to turn 
Richie around and give him one strike across the back of his legs, smiling at the whoosh the tails made as it 


flew through the air. 


Jon couldn't help the shimmer run down his spine when the soft thwack of the suede tails hit the heavy denim 
of his husband's jeans. Nor could he ignore Nikki's puff of hot breath against his neck where his head was 


resting on his shoulder. 
"They'll take it," Tommy said as he handed it to the assistant. 


Nikki chuckled softly, dirty and full of darkness, and Jon, who was hyper-aware of everything due to the 
overload of visual and mental stimulation being thrown at him, felt his stomach drop out. "Shit," he swore 


under his breath. 


But it was loud enough for Nikki to notice. The older man, who was still standing behind him, adjusted his stance 
slightly. Jon grunted when their bodies became closer still and Nikki's fingers curled into his hips. 


"Very good, Sir," the masked assistant replied before scurrying off to the cashier. 


"Breathe, Loverboy," Nikki said to Jon as Richie's eyes widened slightly once his attention was drawn from the 


salesperson to his husband and ex-lover. 


Tommy draped himself similarly over Richie's shoulders and whispered something to him that Jon couldn't 
hear, before licking Richie's jawline. But judging by Richie's response, it wasn't unpleasurable. 


| remember the last time | used a flogger on my little Street Rat," Nikki said, as Tommy drew Richie away to 
another display; the novelty lube he loved, massage oils and other medically-sound concoctions for aftercare 
use. "He did so enjoy it. So did l, for that matter. You would know that look he gets just before he comes..." 


The way Nikki said that word and the dark chuckle that followed, had Jon becoming a little lightheaded as his 
blood started heading south. "The clench of his jaw and the hooded eyes, like he's fighting to prevent them 


rolling back," Jon provided, picturing his husband in the throes of his orgasms over the years, or more 


recently, the day they left home to travel back west. 


Nikki hummed into his ear before nipping the lobe with his sharp canine teeth, "That's the one," he replied. Nikki 
stepped out from behind Jon and laid his palms on Jon's chest, fingers splayed wide so that his pinkies were 
mere moments from touching the tightening nubs and that slightly uncomfortable but ultimately pleasurable 
swirly, squirrelly feeling in Jon's gut happened at the possibilities. 


"Let's go explore what might surprise my little Street Rat, together, shall we?" the older man asked moments 
before kissing Jon on the cheek. And, fuck it, if he wasn't a little disappointed with himself that he didn't take 
the opportunity there as Richie had suggested he do. And then, as though reading Jon's mind, Nikki brushed his 


fingers over his straining nipples as his arm went around him and led him to a display of ropes and restraints. 
"You're awfully quiet, Loverboy," Nikki commented as they strolled across the floor. 


"l'm..l'm just taking it all in,” he said, feeling a little awkward in someone else's arms. "I mean..weren't you 
overwhelmed by all of this," Jon spread his hands wide to indicate the whole store, "the first time you came 


here?" 


Nikki chuckled as he stepped up to the racks of colourful soft ropes, coiled and looped to create a pleasing 
aesthetic. "You seem to forget that my past ran differently to yours, to Richie's and especially Tommy's. | was 
the one who first introduced those two babies to the wonderfully dirty world” 


Nikki removed a looped shank of blood-red rope and stepped back to Jon. He ran his free hand down Jon's arm 
to his wrist and brought it upward, between them both, before placing the rope in Jon's hand with his own 
either side, top and bottom, anchoring it lest Jon dropped it on the floor. 


Jon recognised the revulsion and slight panic that the rope induced, its colour forcing deeply buried memories 
to try to resurface. Over the years, he and Richie had figured out ways to use scarves or even t-shirts, as 
restraints that didn't cause such a visceral response. He let out a shuddering breath as Nikki brushed his 


thumbs over the backs of his hands. 


Nikki ducked his head to catch Jon's eyes before speaking again, barely a whisper but loud enough for Jon to 
hear, "I know of your past. | know this is freaking you out right now, too. Richie has told me everything..about 
the abuse you suffered. But | also know that you want..this..2!" 


He wasn't quite sure what Nikki meant by that but Jon was mesmerised, as a snake would charm its prey, by 


Nikki's sea-green eyes and his velvet-smooth voice. 


"I have a plan, however..if you'll agree..to help you," Nikki continued. "Not tonight. Tonight is for lovers. But 
tomorrow night..l, or | should say, we want to help you both..show you how pleasurable being restrained can be 


and that what those fuckers did to you is in the past and no longer able to hurt you." 


"l-l." Jon stuttered. Nikki was so close that Jon could smell the slight tang of cigarettes and toothpaste as he 
spoke. Jon's eyes dropped to Nikki's mouth as he unconsciously chewed on his bottom lip. 


Nikki leaned forward and pressed his lips against Jon's, effectively silencing him. Jon made a noise in surprise 
but didn't pull away, Nikki was the one that broke the kiss. Jon blinked as the world pulled back into focus 
quickly, showing Nikki still standing in front of him with a lazy smile on the mouth that had just kissed him. The 
occupants of the store had moved around them as though they were a static display, uncaring about them 
kissing. Jon's eyes searched for Richie and found him; his husband sending him a look that Jon couldn't quite 


define. 


“There's more where that came from..and all without consequence," the older man said, seeing where his gaze 
had drifted to. "Just know this, baby boy..you'll have three switches all ready and willing to do whatever you 
please. | will caution you, however. | don't think you're a natural dominant and even though you may be able to 
top him," Nikki threw his chin in Richie's direction, "you won't have the knowledge..or the balls..to top either 


myself or Tommy." 


"You don't know what | can or can't do," Jon countered ineffectually. He half expected Nikki to laugh in his face 
at that statement. Instead, Nikki indicated to the closest slave and, when they'd stepped up to the men, Nikki 


instructed the slave to add the rope to his purchases. 


"Maybe, maybe not," Nikki replied as though there was no interruption, slipping his hand into Jon's now-empty 
one. "But you don't have to decide now. In fact, let's get the others and go home with all the new purchases. 
Tonight is all about fun, two couples or one foursome, it doesn't matter..but Tommy and | both agree that 


tomorrow night needs to be one of healing for you both." 

Jon raised his eyes to Nikki's again, searching for..what?! He wasn't sure. 

Artifice? Ridicule? Disdain? Maybe. 

But he saw none of that. Only the clear, focussed, sea-green eyes that were gazing at him with patience. He 
hated the fact that Nikki could read him so easily. He hated the way that Nikki called him baby boy , as though 


he was a child. 


He also hated the fact that he had been in a state of high anticipation ever since they touched down earlier 
Today. 


Jon looked around nervously, swiping his tongue across his bottom lip before nodding once. 


Nikki smiled easily and caressed Jon's cheek. "I promise we'll take very..very..good care of you both. | can't wait 


to get you in our playroom now," he said with a slight growl as he reached for Jon's hand again 


"Um..Nikki?!" Jon said, applying the brakes to avoid being dragged off. "You'll..you'll stop..you know..if l-1 need 


to?!" Fuck! He sounded so pathetic even to his own ears. 


Nikki raised Jon's hand again, trailing his fingers over the palm as he opened Jon's hand. "As a sub, 
and especially as a sub with known possible issues, you will have all of us in the palm of your hand,” Nikki 
explained before kissing it. "As soon as you drop your safe word, everything stops." 


"0-okay," Jon nodded and allowed himself to be led by the older man 
we 

Late Evening 

Lee-Sixx Home 

Nikki POV 


The mood on the trip home had been a weird dichotomy of both excitement and trepidation over their 
combined visit to Enslaved. Their guests had quickly retreated to the guest suite once they'd arrived home 
leaving Nikki and Tommy free to discuss the day's events. 


Tommy had already started prepping for their meal, a barbecue outside, around the pool area, in between 
returning calls to the club managers and reminding them all that he and Nikki would be unavailable for the next 


couple of days while they had visitors. 


Nikki had started unpacking their purchases and set aside the new additions for the playroom and the few 
items that would make their way upstairs. He removed the shank of rope from the carry bag, rubbing the 
deceptively baby-soft but strong, fine silk braid beneath his thumb as he thought back on his exchange with 


Jon. 


"You okay, Sixxer?" Tommy asked as he placed his phone on the counter and returned to chopping the 
vegetables for the salad. 


"Hmm..yeah," he replied with a sigh. "Just sorting out a few things in my head in regards to tomorrow night. 
Loverboy almost had a freak-out over this," he held up the rope. 


"| saw," Tommy nodded, his hands expertly chopped and scooped. "It took a lot to stop Richie charging over to 
you both but when | explained what you were doing, he calmed down" 


"It was a good plan to separate those two, babe," Nikki smiled. "I had hoped Jon's reaction wouldn't be as bad as 
| was expecting but..." he said, returning to the rope in his hand. 


"Just like | hope the thought of marrying me one day isn't an issue for you?" Tommy challenged his lover, 
softening his words with a grin. "Nobody knows what lurks below the surface, babe. The most serene, 
picturesque waters still hide dangers.’ 


Nikki shook his head, amazed at his lover's maturity some days, choosing to ignore the ever-present barb 


over his continued reluctance to get married. 
"You know what, I'll take Loverboy tomorrow night, babe, if you're comfortable with Richie?" 


"Sure, Richie seems cool. I'd like to see how much he remembers and what tricks he can pull from his street 


days." 

"Rich won't be a problem tomorrow; he knows the protocols." 

"Coz he had one sexy motherfucking Dom teaching him," Tommy added with a grin. 

flattery, babe, will get you everywhere tonight," Nikki replied, feeling the warmth of Tommy's words spread 
through him. "I think, though," he continued, "we'll have to explain things to Loverboy both before and during 
any action From what Street Rat has told me, they do a watered-down version of playtime, depending on Jon's 
frame of mind at the time." 


"Hmm," Tommy acknowledged. "What about tonight? Any plans?" 


Nikki shook his head. "Other than maybe you and | spending some time in the hot tub, | don't want to put any 
expectations on tonight. We'll just see what happens, huh?!" 


Nikki tossed the rope on the pile of play equipment and moved to Tommy's side as he drizzled the cream- 
based dressing over the salad. Nikki scooped a little on his finger, teasing Tommy by mimicking what he'd do in 
the bedroom or the playroom..or the living room..or the kitchen, by using the very tip of his tongue to flick 
through the cream. 


Nikki was pleased to see Tommy's eyes flash with desire and the salad servers he was using clattered against 


the bowl as the younger man reached for him, pinning him up against the counter. 


Fuckin’ tease," Tommy growled before taking his mouth, chasing the salad dressing over Nikki's tongue with his 


own as his fingers worked his lover's pants open a little. 

"Started the meal without us, Tommy?" Richie chuckled as he and Jon made their appearance. 

"Just the appetiser," Tommy returned with a smirk. "The main course happens later." 

"And dessert will be even sweeter," Nikki added, eyeing their guests from Tommy's grasp. Both had changed 


from what they were wearing earlier and judging by the slight flush to Jon's skin and the smug look on Richie's 
face, Nikki deduced that there had been a little relaxation technique applied. 


"| think we're a bit underdressed, Mookie," Jon chuckled as Richie's arms wound around Jon's shoulders, leaning 


on him from behind. 


Both were barefoot, wearing sweats and t-shirts but Jon's could almost be mistaken for a woman's shirt with 
the length and cut, leaving an enticing gap of furred belly showing. Nikki gave Loverboy an appraising once-over 


and unconsciously licked his lips. 


"Phht! You're fine! We're usually dressed as you are," Nikki said as he and Tommy separated. "And Tommy's 


usually a /ess is more kinda guy." 


"Yeah!" the younger man said, stripping his shirt off with glee. "But since I'm grilling tonight, | gotta keep this 
guy covered" Tommy gripped himself through his jeans. "I'm okay with getting blisters from overuse with 


Sixxer but not from grilling naked." 


"l'Il go change and bring something down for you," Nikki said to Tommy. "Show them where the drinks are, babe. 
Make yourselves at home..l'll be back soon" 


Nikki trotted up the stairs to the master bedroom, shedding stuffy layers as he went. He grabbed a pair of 
Tommy's favoured shorts, the ones that drove Nikki wild with the amount of leg they showed and how 
delectable his ass looked in them, before finding himself a pair to wear, preferring his to be a little looser in 


fit. He shucked his clothes and, deciding to remain shirtless, Nikki left the room 


On impulse, before rejoining the others who he could hear laughing over some shared joke, Nikki returned to 
the room and grabbed his camera. He'd get the other two used to it tonight, just casual, over dinner type 


shots, maybe a little something extra later but what he wanted to use it for was tomorrow night. 


Even if he only captured the before and after playroom shots, he'd be happy with that. He didn't need them 
for titillation's sake, his memory would serve him well enough for that, it was more about marking the night 


as significant..in his life but also as a turning point for the other couple. 


He also made a detour through the living room to put some music on that would feed out into the pool area. 


He wanted tonight to be fun and as uninhibited as possible. 
"Let's get this night started!" he crowed. 
"Heyl" the chorus from the others went up happily as the music started, 


Nikki moved through to the kitchen, after loading up a bunch of music for the night, and threw the shorts at 


his lover. "My favourites," he said and puckered up to Tommy for a kiss. 


"Lookin! for some action tonight, Nik?" Tommy queried as he shamelessly unzipped his jeans where he stood, 
turning his back to the rest of the room as a small token of modesty, swapping his jeans for the black shorts 
swiftly. 


Nikki snapped off a couple of shots of Tommy's bare ass then quickly swivelled and ran another burst of Jon 
and Richie's surprised faces. Chuckling at the dual noises of delighted surprise from their guests, Nikki winked 
and shook his head at his lover. "Giving away a preview, baby?" 


"We're talking dessert, right?! You know..in case you get hungry later," Tommy countered with a quick grin, 
reaching past Nikki to toss his jeans over the back of the closest chair. The kitchen, while functional, wasn't 


overly huge and the living room and dining room were within easy reach due to the open-plan design 


"Speaking of hungry," Richie said, drawing the couple's gaze his way. "Are we cooking tonight, or what?! My 


stomach's about to cave in on itself" 


"Let me go light the grill," Tommy replied, dropping a kiss on Nikki on his way past. He collected the tray of 
meat, hanging a pair of tongs from his pinky before picking up the foil-wrapped corn cobs. "Nik, babe, bring my 
drink out, will ya?" 


"On it," Nikki said and started handing salad bowls and cutlery, dishes and condiments to Jon and Richie as they 


all made their way out into the warm spring night. 


The moon shone over the canyon below them, the houses nestling within the valley, offered their own carpet 
of fairy lights. With the music playing and the drinks flowing freely, which wouldn't normally happen in generous 
quantities if Storm were home, the four men became even more comfortable with each other. 


"So what did you think of Enslaved, Street Rat?" Nikki asked Richie as they sat together at the table. Jon had 


just gone inside to the bathroom as Tommy moved to check the grill. 


"Oh, man," Richie exclaimed, leaning forward in his seat. "That was like some kind of sexual nirvana. | know you 
had said they had everything but we weren't expecting anything to that extent. Gotta thank you, babe, for the 


memberships, too. Let me repay you, yeah?!" 


"Don't you fuckin’ dare!" Nikki scoffed." We wouldn't have done it if we didn't want to." Nikki indicated to 
Tommy with a tilt of his chin. 


Richie nodded his thanks, falling silent for a moment before saying, "He's good for you, Nik I'm glad you've got 


someone that loves you the way you deserve to be loved" 


"All four of us are lucky fuckers, don'tcha think?" Nikki asked, sending his first love a soft smile. "I'm glad 
Loverboy finally is open to exploring a little." 


"Have you guys ever..2" 


"Ever, what?" Nikki encouraged, taking a deep drag of his cigarette and blowing the smoke from his lungs, high 
into the air, mindful of the food on the table and his ex-lover in front of him. 


"Done anything like this," Richie asked nervously, "with others?" 


"Invited others to our playroom for a possible orgiastic weekend?" Nikki smirked, filling in the words that Street 
Rat didn't seem able to say out loud. "No. Never once entertained the thought of anyone else other than 
yourself and Tommy. | must admit, babe, I'm looking forward," Nikki casually stretched his legs out and rested 
them on the edge of Richie's chair between his legs, nudging Richie's cock and balls with his toes, "to possibly 
getting my hands on you again. Topping Loverboy tomorrow night is just going to be a very pleasurable bonus." 


"You'll look after him, won't you?" Richie queried, his elbows resting on his knees as he trailed his fingers over 


Nikki's feet as they nestled between his legs. 


Nikki noticed the genuine concern in Richie's eyes. It kinda stung a little that his Street Rat needed to question 
him in that regard but he understood. 


"Listen, babe," Nikki said, pulling his feet down to the ground and leaning toward Richie, "I'l fill you both in on all 
of my plans after dinner, but tomorrow night, | think it's going to be more beneficial for Jonny if Tommy tops 


you." 


"Fuck, yeah!" Tommy said, placing the corn on the table, hearing the last comment. "But why, Nik? Dude, nothing 
against you or anything," he said to Richie, stealing an olive from the salad. "Nik hasn't told me this part of his 
plans yet, is all. 

"All good," Richie shrugged, nodding. "I'm interested to hear the reason, too." 

Nikki felt blessed to be surrounded by these men, trusting, willing and as sexy as fuck 

"Rich, baby," Nikki started, "if Jonny freaks for whatever reason, | don't want to have to worry about how 
you're going to react. Coz you will, | know you too well. Hence the reason that | need you in a deep subspace 
and controlled." 

"Okay," the older brunette nodded thoughttully. "That makes sense." 

"Also," Nikki continued, "I'm guessing it's been a while since you've topped anyone other than Loverboy?" 


"Obviously." 


"You talking about me?" Jon asked as he walked back outside from the house. He stood beside the table, 


between where Richie sat and where Tommy was transferring the cooked steaks to the table. 


"Thought you'd run off on us," Tommy snickered, stepping forward to kiss Jon on the cheek, taking the blond 
by surprise. 


"Nah," he said, after a moment's delay and shook his shaggy hair. "I was returning a missed phone call from 


Mom." 

"Which one?" Richie asked, reaching for Jon's hand. "Everything okay?" 

"Flo and yeah, everything is okay. She'd just forgotten that we were away this weekend,” he replied 
"C'mon, then," Nikki said, "lets eat while it's still hot. We'll talk later." 

Richie POV 


After dinner, during which Nikki took several relaxed photos, Tommy and Nikki insisted on clearing up whilst 
Richie pulled Jon from his seat. 


"Dance with me, baby," he said and wrapped his arms around his husband and started swaying in the moonlight 
to the music that was playing softly in the background. 


Sometime later Richie became aware that Nikki had picked up the camera again and started the shutter clicking 
away at them, as well as some candid ones of Tommy. Richie pulled a face at Nikki who laughed at him but 


continued to click away. 
"You're such a goof, Mookie," Jon giggled, swaying a little too hard to one side. 


"You're drunk," Richie replied with a chuckle. "You're gonna send us into the pool, Cowboy." Sliding his hands 


down Jon's back, over the curve of his ass, he cupped the two cheeks and drew him closer. 
"Nah," Jon smiled as he snaked his hands down the back of Richie's sweats. "Just drunk on you, Mookie." 


"Good god," Richie snorted in amusement. He pulled back a little and looked at his husband in the soft glow from 
the fairy lights that were still hung from Storm's party. Jon's eyes were clear and he didn't have the usual 
flush of pink in his cheeks that accompanied a heavy session. "Huh! | take it back," he said. "So what's going on 
then, Cowboy." 


Jon laid his head against his shoulder as they continued to dance , which was effectively just shuffling from 
side to side, and sighed before saying, "Nervous, | guess." 


"You sure don't feel nervous," he replied, as Jon's dick bounced and rubbed against his, both of them partially 
filling out from the contact. "That feels like excitement to me, baby." He felt Jon's breath in an amused puff 


against his neck. "What are you nervous about?" 


"That I'm gonna zone out like | did in the store today?!" Jon admitted, finally. "That I'm not gonna know what to 
do with someone other than you..or not going to be able to? | want to..otherwise, | wouldn't have suggested it 


and agreed to this, but what happens if-?" 


Richie cut Jon off with a deep, lingering kiss ensuring that he didn't get all up in his head and overanalyze what 


was going to happen. When he drew away, Jon blinked myopically at him for a moment before grinning. 
“Thanks, Mookie," he said. "| was thinking too hard, wasn't |?" 


"Uh-huh," Richie nodded, tucking a strand of Jon's hair behind his ear. "Listen. need you to trust Nikki on this, 
baby. He knows what he's doing and has it all planned" Richie glanced across to where the older man was 
having a similar moment with Tommy. "If you want to get over your nerves sooner rather than later..then 


face them head-on." 
"Huhl? What do you mean by that?" his husband asked. 


"If you feel like you need to take the first step tonight," Richie said, pecking Jon on the mouth again, "then kiss 
Nikki. Go ahead and fake that first step. Show him that you want this. He appreciates the push-back more than 


someone blindly following." 
"But..." Jon frowned up at him, "what about-." 


He silenced Jon again with a finger over his lips this time and said, "Don't. Think Just. Do." Then a thought 
occurred to him and he continued, "Remember our first kiss? Do that! It fucking blew my head off and | bet 
you wouldn't have done it if you had overthought it too much, right?!" 


"Probably not," Jon conceded with a grin. He inhaled deeply and blew the breath out again "Okay." 


"And | promise you, Cowboy," he said, tilting Jon's face up to his so that the sincerity of his next words would 
be conveyed, "there will be no consequences held against you by anyone here tonight. The same goes in return, 


too, right?!" 
"OF course," Jon nodded. 


A shrill whistle caught their attention and he and Jon both swivelled their heads to where it came from. Nikki 
was beckoning them over to the settees beside the pool as Tommy folded his long limbs into one of the 
loveseats, lighting yet another cigarette and blowing the smoke upward into the darkness. 


"You good?" Richie asked and when Jon nodded and hummed in the affirmative, he dropped a quick kiss to Jon's 


mouth before saying, "Come on then" 


"Okay, let's address the elephant in the room, shall we?" Nikki said, putting aside the camera as everyone 
settled into the deep, comfortable seats. 


‘I'm surprised it took you this long, Nik," Richie chuckled as he shuffled himself into a corner of a three- 
seater and reached for Jon. Settling his lover between his legs, they shared a tender kiss before Richie turned 


his attention back to Nikki. "You always did like to get business out of the way before the pleasure began," he 
added with a smirk, pinning him with a challenging look before scooping the hair away from Jon's neck and 


running his tongue from the shoulder to below the blonde's ear. 


"Makes sense to get the serious stuff out of the way first, right?!" Nikki shrugged, sitting on the edge of the 
loveseat that Tommy was occupying. He waited until everyone was settled before he started. "Loverboy..! need 
you, more than these two, to listen up," he said, leaning forward, elbows on his knees. "I know Street Rat has 
probably given you the basics of BDSM play but you're with me tomorrow night, puppy. | want to be able to 
keep it controlled so that you come out the other side safe and sound." 


As Nikki outlined what to expect tomorrow night, including possible pain, what possible experiences Jon was 


willing to try and what was a hard no and including the importance of aftercare. 


Richie felt Jon's nervousness, countering it by slipping one of his hands beneath his t-shirt, fingering the soft 
fur on his belly, dipping his pinky below the elastic waistband randomly. 


"We're going to be using the traffic lights to keep things simple," Nikki continued, checking with Tommy and 
Richie to make sure they were in agreement. "Red stops.everything, green is keep going, yellow is time out. Got 
that?! And as | said to you in Enslaved, Jonny, the moment you call red, everything stops for you and me. 


These two can take care of themselves; if they want to continue, they can" 
"You good with that Rich?" Tommy asked, exhaling a plume of smoke above Nikki's head. 


"Yeah, man," Richie said. "Especially if l'm in subspace. | trust Nikki to look after Jon..and if you're trained 


anywhere near as well as Nikki, then | trust you're going to do good by me too." 

"But..." Jon started, pausing for a moment. He groaned a little and scraped his fingers through his hair. 
"Spill it, Cowboy," Richie said, splaying hand across Jon's belly, hoping to calm or ground him. 

"Better to be upfront with everything now, puppy," Nikki said, dragging on the cigarette he'd stolen from 


Tommy. "I need to know everything you're thinking and | promise you I'll explain everything until you feel 
comfortable. Trust me, puppy. I've been where you've been 


Jon, grimaced, his eyes bouncing off unseen objects or scenes in his mind's eye. He exhaled sharply and shook 


his head as though he was negating an internal argument before he continued to speak. 


"No, you haven't," he said with another shake of his head. "But what if | forget the safe words? What if I'm so 
caught up in here?" he tapped the side of his head. "You don't understand! I've been living with these memories, 


these nightmares since | was barely fourteen, maybe fourteen and a half. Fourteen!" 


Jon pushed out of Richie's embrace, leaning forward to face off against Nikki. "Fourteen was when they first 


raped me..him and her," he spat, the venom that was directed toward his long-gone abusers was still as deadly 


as it was back then. "By fifteen, they'd started pimping me out to their friends." 
"Jonny, I-," Nikki started to say before Jon cut him off. 


"If | didn't follow their rules, if | didn't do what chores | was supposed to do," Jon continued, "if | didn't fuck or 
be fucked by whoever paid the highest price, they'd tie me down and fuck me anyway!" 


"Then they'd do this to me." Jon stood abruptly and stripped off his shirt, turning his back to Nikki and Tommy 
and holding Richie's eyes. "Belts, cigarettes, lighters, the poker from the fire..it didn't matter," Jon said, 


emotionlessly. 
"Fuck, dude," Tommy exclaimed. 
"Jesus Christ," Nikki muttered. 


Memories of the first night he'd seen Jon's back flooded Richie's mind. Rarely mentioned and even more rarely 
noticed; the scars had become a distant memory. However, now and again, when he was caught off-guard and, 
in the glint in the light, saw the faded scars, it still amazed him how resilient his husband truly was. He hadn't 
even begun to understand what Jon had gone through, he didn't think, until he'd encountered the Baxters 
himself. 


Jon let his shirt fall to the ground, his face contorted in a mask of revulsion as he said, "The best is yet to 
come though, folks. You see..they particularly liked to use a baseball bat while | was tied up." 


Richie remembered that pain all too well. His wrist, the one the Baxters' had broken with the bat before they'd 


sodomised him with it, had started to ache more and more the older he got. 


"Forcing it into me. Seeing how much further they could get it in. Marking and dating each improvement with a 


pen." 


"What the fuck!" Richie gasped, frozen. He'd never heard that part of the story before. Why hadn't Jon 
mentioned that particular piece of information? He floundered as his mind tried to grasp what Jon, his lover, 


his soulmate, his husband, the father of his children, had just told him. 


He held Jon's gaze and noted the apology in his sad eyes before Jon mouthed /m sorry . Richie felt choked by 
the sob that was lodged in his chest as their shared experiences with the Baxters came crashing back into his 


brain. 


Except Jon's was far, far worse than his own. His was only momentary in time, in comparison to the years of 


abuse that his husband had endured. 


The revulsion had rolled through him; coiling, snaking, oozing into every molecule in his body. Not because Jon 


had withheld information from him but the fact that he had been at the mercy of those sick fucks. He felt 


the cushion beside him dip and glanced up to see Tommy's concerned face next to his. At the same time, Nikki 


turned Jon toward him and wrapped his tattooed arms around him. 
"Hey," Tommy said softly, gathering him up close and soothingly petting his hair, kissing the side of his head. 
"You looked as though you were going to be sick. You didn't know that, did you? Shhh. We're here..Nikki and l.. 


and you're safe. You're both safe." 


"Oh god," Richie groaned, dropping his face into the crook of Tommy's neck and allowing the younger man to 


chase the horror away with his gentle caress. 


"Shhh," Tommy murmured. "Take a deep breath, dude. Nikki's looking after Jonny. It's in the past now, yeah?! 
They're fucking dead and can't hurt either of you anymore." 


Richie willed himself to breathe slowly and calmly, which was the polar opposite of what his brain was doing, 


for a moment simply taking comfort in the youngest man's arms. 
"How's he doing, Tom?" Nikki asked from where he'd pulled Jon down to sit so that he didn't fall 

"He'll be okay. He's calming down" 

Richie felt the rumble of Tommy's reply through his chest where they were pressed against each other and it 
drew him back out of his head. He needed to get to Jon He needed to hold him and see for himself that he 


was okay. "Cowboy?" he called to his husband as he extricated himself slightly from Tommy's firm embrace. 


Jon turned his wild eyes at the call of his name and saw Richie. Without thought or conscious movement, Jon 


was in his arms as they both stood between the other couple. 


‘lm sorry, Mookie," Jon pleaded, holding on to him with all his might. "I didn't want you To know that..in case..in 
case you didn't." 


"Shhh," Richie replied, placing his finger over Jon's lips. "| don't know whether to be fucking angry with you at 


the moment or never let you go again" He crushed Jon to his chest. 
‘lm sorry, Rich," Jon repeated, wrapping his arms around Richie's waist. 


They stood like that oblivious to passing time, barely registering the other couple softly talking behind them 
until Nikki cleared his throat. 


"Are you both okay?" he asked. 


Richie looked over to his ex-lover and nodded. Tommy was holding Nikki against his chest, resting his chin on 
Nikki's shoulder, obviously comforting the older man. 


"Sorry for the mood kill," Jon added, slipping from Richie's arms and flopping down into the closest seat, tilting 
his face toward the night sky. "Ah fuck!" he grumbled. "Why'd they always have to come back and kick my ass 


when | least expect it" 


"Is understandable," Nikki shrugged. He turned and spoke softly to Tommy, who nodded and left to go inside 


the house on an errand as Nikki rounded the coffee table and sat down in front of Jon. 


"Listen, puppy," he said. "lm glad this all happened tonight rather than mid-scene tomorrow night when | 
wouldn't have been prepared for it. Now | know and can adjust things to suit” He looked up at Richie who was 
still standing where Jon had left him. "Street Rat..take a seat, babe," he said, reaching for Richie's hand and 
tugging him down to sit beside Jon 


Richie appreciated the nudge to move, as well as Nikki's hand in his and the concern in his eyes, as he took a 
seat beside Jon. 


"Tommy's just gone inside to find a little pre-dessert pick-me-up," Nikki explained. "But before we indulge in 
that, and when he's back, | want to explain a few things to you, puppy, about how | know what it feels like to 


be in similar shoes to you." 
Jon brought his head up to look at Nikki with consideration, nodding once after a moment. 


‘lm back," Tommy said as he stepped out of the french doors as the lights blinked out leaving the twinkling 
fairy lights and pool lights the only illumination. "With party favours that are sure to get this night back on 
track." 


As Jon snuggled in against his side, Richie recognised what Tommy had placed down on the smaller table off to 
one side. A small silver straw, something similar to a razor blade and plastic bag. Tommy, after dropping a kiss 


on Nikki's shoulder, sat in the chair that was just behind his lover. 


Richie propped his feet on the coffee table beside Nikki and watched his ex closely. Nikki had his elbows on his 
knees, his head was bowed and his hands clasped as though in prayer. He looked up, directing his gaze solely on 


Jon. 


"I know what it's like, puppy,” Nikki said, "to have unwanted, adult, sexual attention as a kid..out the difference 
was..was that | chose to do it..." 


~ Ke 
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Chapter 3 
Richie POV 


"I know what it's like, puppy," Nikki said, "to have unwanted, adult, sexual attention as a kid. But the difference 
was..was that | chose to do it..to survive !" 


"Wait! What?!" Jon exclaimed, shifting slightly forward in surprise. "What do you mean you did it to survive?!" 


Richie had heard some of Nikki's past but he had always assumed it was the sanitised version. It was going to 


be interesting to see how correct his assumption had been. 


"My folks split when | was two, | guess," Nikki started "My mother did an okay job of raising me for a couple 
of years but then she started bringing her boyfriends home. | would have been five or six when the first one 


stayed overnight or it could have been even longer than that..maybe two or three nights." 


Jon glanced at Richie and he knew that Jon was comparing his own story with Nikki's. He returned Jon's look 


with a small smile of understanding. 


Nikki lit a cigarette that Tommy handed him, before continuing. "They never stayed long. | dunno if Mom got 
bored with them or they got bored with her. That doesn't matter. Suffice to say, that my mom's bedroom 


door should have been a revolving one. And look, I've made my peace with all of this. | don't hate my mom but 


| know I'm never going to have the relationship that Tommy and Voula have or that you both have with your 
moms..and I'm okay with that.” 


"Mom treats you like one of hers, though, baby," Tommy added and Nikki turned, nodding with a grin. 


"Yeah, you know she's threatened to put me over her knee more than once," Nikki chuckled, easing the mood a 


little. 


"Just don't forget to run if she has the frying pan in her hand," Tommy added, referring to Voula defending 
her family when Storm was a toddler and her biological father tried to snatch her. 


"Anyway, where was |?!" Nikki said, winking at Tommy over his shoulder. "Oh! Yeah, Mom and her boyfriends. 
For the most part, they left me alone. There were a few that tried to father me but they were scarce. Some 
even seemed to take pleasure in pushing me around but realistically, most of the time, | was simply in the 
way . And that was just according to my Mom." Nikki dragged on his cigarette again, flicking the ash to the 


floor. 


"Then there were the ones that liked to accidentally walk into the bathroom when | was taking a piss or in the 
bathtub," Nikki made a sucking noise with his mouth. "Looks became touches..over clothes first, then hands 
would find a way under my shirt or on my knee under the dinner table. Since | was so young, if | said anything, 
Mom would believe her boyfriend, whichever one it happened to be at the time; she would always believe his 


turn of events over mine." 


"They'd get me to sit on their laps while watching television or lay down on the couch with me," Nikki gave a 
mirthless chuckle. "| always used to wonder what the movement was between us, coz I'd be facing away and 
told to keep watching the television | remember one guy..my back was damp after..well, after. He literally 
threw me off onto the floor, yelled at me for, | dunno now, peeing on him or some shit like that when it 
was my back, not my pants that were wet. | was on the receiving end of some corporal punishment for that 


one. You know..naked ass over the knee type corporal punishment.” 


Nikki had told Richie about his mother's boyfriends but only insofar as the multitude and frequency of them. 
He was horrified that Nikki had been even younger than Jon when he was sexually abused. Thinking of Seb and 
Lia at the hands of monsters like Nikki was describing had been one of his fears as they were growing up. 
They'd tried to keep a fairly normal lifestyle but doing what he did for a living always had that additional sense 


or the fear of the unknown. 


"To cut a long story short by my eighth birthday | understood all too well what they were trying to do 
because one of those sick fuckers almost succeeded. He had me pinned down over the kitchen table, forcing my 
wrists up behind my back whilst using his elbow to push down on my neck. When Mom walked in he was ripping 
my pants off. She grabbed me and threw me into my bedroom for the night and they had a huge argument. 
The next morning he was gone but Mom..well, Mom was more angry that I'd driven another man away, than 
about what he'd been doing. In fact, she pretty much accused me of leading hm on and stealing her man" Nikki 
took a slow deep breath and a visible shudder went through him. 


"As a result, I've freaked out occasionally at being held down over a table or bench," Nikki explained, pinning Jon 
with a look. "That was exactly what happened the only time | ever had to call red. Mistress J dropped 
everything and untied me before she and Adrian held me until | calmed down enough to talk through what went 


wrong." 


"Understand, puppy?" he asked Jon, leaning forward and placing his tattooed hand on Jon's leg to form a 
physical association to the explanation "No one knows for sure how they're going to react at any given 
moment within a scene but it is the job of the Dominant to take whatever action is necessary to keep their 


submissive safe and sane." 


Nikki leaned forward further, holding Jon's chin with his free hand, "If nothing else..| need you to know that you 
will not come to any harm, mentally . Physically, you'll come out of a scene exhausted beyond comprehension, 
thoroughly satiated and yes, with some marks depending on how much you either misbehave or enjoy the 


feeling of controlled pain" 
‘| understand..," Jon nodded, swiping his tongue across his bottom lip, "Sir." 


With Jon's simple statement, Richie literally felt the mood shift as though a cooling breeze had blown all the 
tension from the four friends. Richie saw Tommy's eyes flick his way and the younger man nodded to him, 


grinning happily and acknowledging the shift also. 


Nikki sighed in relief and allowed a soft smile to pull his lips upward. "You know..that's not the only thing we 
have in common, puppy. For a while | had someone looking out for me too." Nikki flicked a meaningful look 


toward Richie. Jon turned and smiled at his husband. 


"Her name was Mrs Carson. She became my surrogate grandmother, | guess. She fed me, comforted me, 


patched me up when I'd fallen over at school or when I'd taken yet another beating at home." 


| was ten when she died," he continued. "After that | found myself living permanently on the streets. | slept in 
doorways, behind dumpsters or if | was lucky enough, I'd get a bed at a shelter for a couple of nights before | 
started drawing suspicion | would do anything for a meal and maybe a roof over my head so | could avoid 
having to go home. | was barely thirteen when | willingly lost my virginity to do just that. A bored housewife, 
whose husband was on a business trip, offered me food in return for some yard work and then suggested | 


share her bed. | left the following morning warm, well-fed, well-fucked and with cash in my pocket" 


Nikki made a point of meeting Jon's gaze before he added, "After that night | chose to actively seek out the 
opportunity that would offer me somewhere safe to sleep the night.. /f / needed fo. It was always my choice." 


Nikki broke Jon's gaze and paused, looking up to the sky as Jon had done earlier and exhaling slowly before 
continuing. Richie gave Nikki careful consideration. As usual, he was calm and matter of fact in recounting his 


stories. It was over, it was done and in the past. That mindset made Nikki one of the strongest people he knew. 


"Within the year, | was regularly taking it up the ass to earn enough cash to pay for overnight motel rooms. If 
| was a particularly good boy, the kinder guys sometimes allowed me to stay in the rooms they'd already paid 
for, though more often than not, | was simply pushed back out onto the street. But that was more 


about their shame, their conscience, than anything else." 
"Jesus Christ," Jon swore softly, dropping his head into his hands. 


Tommy shifted from his seat and moved to sit behind Nikki, wrapping his long limbs around the older man as 
Nikki recounted the rest of his tale. 


"| was in junior high before | discovered how much easier it was to make money selling drugs. Then, when | was 
sixteen, just after | dropped out of school, | was recruited as a courier, which was when | began running drugs 


to Al's territory. After that, | was never forced to sell myself again" 


Richie sank back into the cushions, processing all the new information that he'd learned about his first love. As 
he let it all settle into place within his brain, he was jolted by the fact that Nikki and Jon would have both 


been around fourteen when their shit got real. 


His measly few years working the streets for Al paled in comparison to what his lovers had endured. Even his 


assault, which was hugely significant in his life, was a mere bump or bruise in contrast. 
As Tommy gave Nikki the comfort he needed, Jon was slowly coming to grips with the new revelations. 


"|.when | ran, the last thing | was looking for was sex," Jon said slowly, concentrating on his hands rather than 
looking at anyone. "Even that first night that | met Rich, and Al forced Rich to blow him for being late or 
whatever it was, which was because of me anyway, it made me ill just to watch that happening because of 


what I'd been through." 

Jon looked up at Nikki, "I don't know how you did that willingly, man, at such a young age but it obviously made 
you who you are," he said. "I think | finally understand the connection between you and Rich now. Why you 
come across the way you do..you had to learn that the hard way." 

"Nikki's got the most tender heart of anyone | know," Tommy said to Jon. "He'll stop the world for the ones he 
loves. | know I'm grateful to you, Jonny, for showing up and taking Rich from him..otherwise, | don't think we 


would have ever been.this." Tommy hugged Nikki closer. 


"For knocking me on my ass, don'tcha mean?!" Richie added, using humour to break the tension. "I lost a good 


customer for that!" 
"Yeah, maybe," Jon said, grinning in amusement, "but you found me, Mookie." 


"Least | know the sex is regular.. oof !" he grunted when Jon elbowed him in the ribs. 


"Fuck," Tommy groaned, "you two are so sappy-happy sometimes. It's like watching a living, breathing fuckin’ 


Hallmark movie." 

“Tommy, babe," Nikki spoke for the first time since finishing his story. Leaning back into Tommy's reassuring 
embrace, he said, "I think it's time to break out those party favours, don't you?! Let's get this night back on 
track." 


"Fuck, yeah!" Tommy agreed readily. He contorted himself in an attempt to reach the smaller table, wrapping 
his legs around Nikki to anchor himself and almost toppled them both to the floor. "Damn it. | can't reach." 


"You're not Stretch Armstrong, babycakes," Nikki chuckled, hauling Tommy back upright. 


"Doesn't stop you from tryin to stretch something out, Nik," Tommy leered before leaving a smacking kiss on 


his lover's lips and unfurled himself into a standing position. 
It didn't take long for the mood to shift, especially with the help of some quality coke that Tommy expertly 
chopped and lined up on the glass top of the coffee table. The music was cranked up a little louder and 


inhibitions flew out the window. 


As he and Jon were talking to Tommy by the pool, Richie noticed Jon watching Nikki more closely, sensing he 
wanted to do something but was being held back, mentally, not physically. 


"Jonny," he said, simply and waited for his husband's slightly glassy cerulean eyes to turn his way. He saw the 
question in them, seeking permission, maybe? Richie saw the glance toward Nikki, who was at the table creating 
more white lines, and he knew what Jon needed. 


His approval. With a single nod from Richie, Jon smiled and left the others. 


Richie, who was too far away to hear anything clearly, watched Nikki look up smiling, as Jon approached. His 
husband didn't do or say anything at first and Nikki stood, speaking to Jon softly. 


Tommy noticed Richie's distraction and followed his gaze. "What's goin’ on?" he asked, resting his arm on 


Richie's shoulder. 
"I think Jonny's gonna get this weekend started with a bang," Richie murmured. 


Nikki titted his head to the side as he spoke, obviously a question by the look of slight confusion on his face, 
moments before Jon pounced, grabbing the other man's face in both hands, and kissing him..hard. 


"Oh, fuck," Tommy gasped softly. "Go get him, tiger." 


Richie smirked at the shock on Nikki's face at first but then noticed the visible relaxation in his stance as he 


shifted into Jon's kiss. Nikki's hands went to Jon's ass at first before slowly sliding them up over his back as 


though testing the waters of acceptability or possibly reading Braille as Richie saw how the fingers sought out 


the more raised scars. 


Richie knew the moment that Jon was getting into their kiss when his fingers carded through Nikki's dark hair, 
down his neck and over his shoulders before coming to rest on his pecs, brushing his thumbs over Nikki's 


ripples. Richie's skin hummed in remembered touch as that was a classic move of Jon's on him 


He heard Tommy's heaving breathing beside him. Richie wasn't sure if it was lust-driven or anxiousness but he 


knew exactly how to deal with it. He turned his head and kissed Tommy's arm where it lay on his shoulder. 


From beneath his hair, he stole a glance at the younger man, who was a good five and a half inches taller than 
his husband, closer to his own height. Seeing that he was watching the others intently, Richie shifted to stand 
between Tommy and the scene that was playing out at the other end of the pool area. 


He was used to looking slightly downwards when he was with Jon, so it delighted him that, for a change, he'd 
be the shorter of the two. "Feel like taking this up a notch, baby?" Richie asked, stepping into Tommy's personal 


space. 


Running a hand up Tommy's arm, Richie felt the sinewy muscles beneath the skin, so different to Jon's, before 
continuing over his shoulder and down his back, pressing against the base of Tommy's spine to pull him closer. 
Both were well on the way to full arousal and Richie smiled as Tommy's mouth fell open in a silent Oh at the 
contact. He took that moment to kiss Tommy for the first time, just to the side of his mouth, almost in a 


gentle warning before full-contact lip-lock was engaged. 


Tommy followed Nikki's lead, splaying his palms wide over Richie's ass, shifting from one foot to the other as 
the kiss deepened, tasting the different flavours of a familiar friend, yet unfamiliar lover. 


Tommy was eager, Richie found, as he felt hands delving beneath his sweats. It took him back to his younger 
days when his johns would be in a rush to start proceedings. He broke from the younger man, resting his 


forehead against Tommy's, both panting and swaying in a gentle circle unconsciously still dancing to the music. 
"Are you in a hurry, Tommy?" Richie asked, "Or nervous?" 


"Probably a little of both, if lim truthful,” Tommy replied. His fingers trailed up and down Richie's back. "And 
possibly a little intimidated by your..experience." 


"Hmm," he hummed. "How does that intimidate you? l'm just a man. | love to fuck and be fucked. just like you." 
He slipped his hand between them and pressed it against Tommy's length making the younger man shudder. "I 
did that for money. | do this ," he squeezed Tommy with surety, "for pleasure." Richie appreciated the small 


moan that came from Tommy's mouth. 


"Do you ever stop and think about how many people you've fucked?" Tommy asked, as his feet continued to 
move gently with the beat. "Coz | could count on the fingers of one hand and still have spare." 


Richie chuckled at the frank admission. "Well, let's rectify those leftover fingers," he said, gripping Tommy's 
wrist and bringing his hand to his mouth. He sucked the long, nicotine-stained finger into his mouth, swirling his 


tongue over and around it, making no bones about his tongue's dexterity. 


Tommy held his eyes for as long as he could until Richie flicked his tongue quickly over the tip. Richie smiled 
to himself as Tommy's eyes almost rolled back with a soft fuck that was barely a whisper before his eyes 
went wide with surprise and a yelp as he disappeared from Richie's grasp as he toppled back into the pool. 


"Oh shit, man," Richie giggled. "You okay?" he asked as Tommy surfaced, spluttering. 


‘I'm good," Tommy said, treading water and swiping at the hair covering his face. "| guess | wasn't concentrating 


on where | was stepping." 


"Here, let me help," he replied, not suspecting any danger as he held out his hand to Tommy, offering 
assistance out of the water. Instead found himself being tugged forcefully into the pool also. The last thing he 
heard was Jon and Nikki laughing their asses off before the glug of water filled his ears and bubbles rose 


around him. 


He surfaced briefly, enough to fill his lungs with much-needed air, before being pulled beneath the surface 
again but this time Tommy melded his mouth to Richie's, kissing him deeply as they rose to the water's skin 


"I think these two are overdressed, don't you, puppy?" Nikki's deep, grumbly voice was close, closer than they 
were before they fell, or were pulled, in his case, into the pool. 


"They might drown," Jon's voice floated closer. He recognised the teasing tone of his husband in a good mood. 


"We'll have to save them by getting their clothes off" 


He broke free of Tommy's eager and tasty mouth to find it replaced with another, remembered from long ago, 
as familiar-as-his-own hands slid down his torso and into his now-heavy sweats. Jon emerged, wadding the 
sodden fabric into a ball and tossing it to the side before repeating the exercise to rid Tommy of his shorts, 


his eyes popping wide at some unseen activity below the surface. 

"Oh, fuck, yeah," he exclaimed, pulling Jon up from below him, greeting his appearance with a heated kiss. 

The four men became as fluid as the liquid they moved in 

The nerves, stress and anxiety of earlier were washed away by the confessions, alcohol and powdered drug. 
Bodies brushed lightly against each other. Hair, made buoyant, caressed and teased; as soft as an angel's gentle 
kiss. Fingers tried to break through the minute watery barrier to reach hard, aching flesh. Mouths, greedy in 


their exploration, sipped at droplets on skin, suckled and nibbled at mortal husks. 


Bodily fluids, some thicker than others, mixed with chlorinated water. 


A pair of hands went over Richie's eyes, fingers were cold and shaking, and a husky voice whispered in his 


ear. 
"Thank you." 
Jonny. 


Nikki and Tommy moved together as Richie slipped from between them, like some choreographed erotic dance. 
He turned beneath Jor's hands and saw his husband's happy smile moments before he noticed his bluish lips 
and chattering teeth. 


"You're cold," he said, pulling Jon up tightly against him. 
"A little," he stuttered. 


"My Cowboy..the master of the understatement," Richie teased. He turned to the other couple who were 
drifting in the deeper water. "Hey, Nik?! We're just going into the hot tub. Jonny's frozen" 


"G'head," Nikki replied, breaking from exploring his lover's neck with his mouth. "We'll be there shortly." 


Richie chuckled. Tommy looked as though his eyes were about to roll back into his head There was obviously 


some action happening below the water..without causing a disturbance in the water's skin. 
"Take your time. We can amuse ourselves," he said as he pushed Jon toward the warm water. 


It was an easy climb straight from the pool into the jacuzzi and Jon found the button to set the jets bubbling 
away. 


"Oh god," Jon groaned, slipping beneath the surface. 


"And | haven't even got in yet," Richie chuckled He sat down next to Jon, grateful for the warm water now 
that he was in it. He slung his arm over his husband's shoulder and kissed his wet hair. "Better?" 


"Much!" he replied. "I didn't realise how cold | was until things slowed down" 

"My baby's first orgy,” Richie grinned. "I'm so proud," he mugged as Jon groaned and pulled a face at him. 
"That made me feel like the kids when they met a milestone point," he chuckled 

"Let's hope that's one milestone Lia won't be reaching anytime soon," Richie commented. 


"God no," Jon replied "She'd better stay less experienced than | am!" 


"Don't worry, baby. Tommy's got the least experience out of all of us." Richie sighed happily and stretched out 
his legs, bracing against the seat opposite. "He seems like he knows what he's doing though. Nikki's taught him 


well." 
"Are you disappointed that you'll be with Tommy tomorrow, instead of Nikki?" 


"Tomorrow is all about you, Cowboy," he said, seeking out Jon's hand and entwining their fingers. He was 
happier now that they didn't feel like icicles. "I'd rather be less of a distraction for Nik so that he can take 
care of you." He played with Jon's hand, fiddling with the ring he'd given him all those years ago before 


reaching for and hauling Jon across his lap. 


"Woah," Jon exclaimed, laughing nervously at the sudden shift in seating arrangements. "How do you even have 


any energy left?!" he chuckled. 


"l'm used to hauling you onto my lap, Cowboy," he said as he carded his fingers through Jon's hair and moved 
it away from his face. "Let me look at you," he said when he was finished, leaving his hands to brace Jon's 


head, preventing him from looking away. 


He searched for any signs of distress or anxiety, first and foremost, but saw none. Jon's eyes were clear, 
albeit a little unfocused from the alcohol mixed with a line or two of coke and exhaustion. His mouth was pink 


and puffy, well-kissed, and he had a slight razor-burn on his chin from Nikki's facial hair. 
But he was smiling and thats all that mattered to Richie. 


Testing the tension in the muscles around Jon's neck where his fingers lay, he found them loose and pliable, a 
sure sign that he was satiated and relaxed. Splaying his fingers he dragged them down Jon's neck, revealing a 
blossoming lovebite on a lower part. An all too familiar calling card of Nikki's; he knew how to use those sharp, 


white canines and would have been a stereotypical vampire, should they have existed. 


Richie brushed his thumb over the bite, mirroring with the other, before continuing to his chest, sinking them 
into the familiar soft curls that covered his torso and brushing over the too-sensitive nipples hiding beneath 


the covering. 


"So, baby," Richie said, trailing his fingers down over Jon's ribs and smirking when his husband reacted at 
known ticklish spots, "did your expectations meet up to the real thing?" 


"Hmmm," Jon hummed and nodded once. "He does have a certain.way with his hands, doesn't he?!" he smirked. 
"And his mouth, by the looks of your neck," Richie grinned and chuckled when Jon's hands went straight to the 


wrong side of his throat. Richie gripped his wrist and moved it to where the lovebite was becoming darker by 


the moment. 


"Oh god,” Jon groaned. "Really?!" 
"Cowboy, a hickey is the least of your worries," Richie chuckled, sliding his hands down Jon's sides to his ass 
and grabbing the muscles firmly, separating them. "These will probably be bruised and sore for a good portion 


of the time we're out here." 


He shifted one hand between them and fisted Jon's semi-erect cock, stroking him slowly and surely. "And this 


guy and his friends are gonna wanna crawl back up inside you too. just for some recovery time." 

"Hmmm," Jon sighed, letting his eyes droop as Richie continued his ministrations. 

When Jon's head lolled to the side, exposing the lovebite again, he felt the compulsion to make his own mark. 
Shifting the hand that had still been on Jon's ass, he traversed the plane of his husband's back, splaying his 
hand between the shoulder blades, he pulled Jon toward him. 

As Richie latched his mouth to Jon's damp skin just below his Adam's Apple, Jon tangled his fingers into his 
hair in a silent plea for more. Using his tongue, Richie followed the bumps and hollows to below his husband's 
ear where the purpling bruise was. He lapped at it and felt a tiny break in the skin from Nikki's bite with the 
sensitive tip of his tongue. Jon hissed and his fingers tightened in Richie's hair in pain. His cock, however, belied 


that possibility. It swelled and throbbed heavily in his hand. 


Richie's cock was insistent that it wanted to join the fun so Richie shifted Jon higher on his thighs and brought 
them together in his hand, pumping them both at the same time. 


"Rich?!" Jon mumbled, pushing away from Richie slightly. "I've had enough of the pool, | think” 
"Wanna go inside?" Richie asked as two pairs of legs stepped into the hot tub. 


"Hey, can anyone join this party?" Nikki asked, sliding down into a seat nearby and Tommy on the other side of 


him. 


"Goddamn it," Richie muttered and Jon whined pitifully in disappointment when Richie took his hand away from 
their dicks. 


"Aww, man," Tommy grinned, "did we interrupt you guys?!" 
"Yes!" Jon whined. 
"No, not really," Richie said at the same time. 


Nikki and Tommy looked at each other in amusement before breaking out into laughter. "As long as you're 


enjoying yourselves," Nikki intoned with a regal nod of his head. 


"We were," Jon grumbled. 


"Hey, Sixxer," Tommy said, hooking his arm around the older man's neck, "looks like your new puppy has some 


rapid recovery time, babe. You're gonna have fun with him tomorrow." 


"Mookie has the best hands around," Jon offered, raising one of Richie's hands above the surface. "These 
calloused fingers know how to hit all the right spots if you know what | mean?!" 


"Maybe | should take up guitar, Daddy?" Tommy mused out loud. 
"If you wish to, baby boy," Nikki said, smiling indulgently at Tommy, "then | will be your audience." 


Jon shifted from Richie's lap and tried hard to flop into the seat beside him in frustration but the buoyancy 


of the water prevented him from behaving like their teenage daughters. 


"Aww, baby," Richie chuckled, laying his head on Jon's shoulder. "We'll go inside and finish what we started, shall 


we?!" 


"Actually," Nikki said, stretching hard as he stood up, "we all should get some rest. Tomorrow's gonna be a big 
day. Let's go, puppies." 


Nikki then, deliberately, stepped between the couple so that his groin was at Jon's eye level as he rose out of 
the water with Tommy following quickly behind, ruffling their hair on the way up. 


"Really, asshole?!" Jon grumbled softly. 


"Get used to it, babe," Richie chuckled, standing and stretching his back. "You okay?" he asked. He stepped up 
out of the hot tub and waited for Jon, unconscious of his nudity and flagging erection. 


"Yeah," Jon said, emerging from the warm water, the droplets raining down from his body to the flagstones. 
It's a little of this," he said, pointing to his crotch. He was in a similar state of semi-arousal which was 


dissipating quickly in the cooler air. "Alcohol, coke and exhaustion, | think” 


"Then let's get you tucked up into bed," Richie said, taking his hand. They walked to the back door where Richie 
could see Nikki waiting for them. "And if you're not too tired, I'll see what | can do about renewing Little 
Jonny's interest in playing hide and seek" 


‘lm sure he can be persuaded, Mookie," he chuckled, squeezing Richie's fingers. 
They stepped through the door and Nikki offered them both towels which they wrapped around their waists. 


"Go, sleep," Nikki said. "No need to get up early but if you do, make yourself at home and raid the pantry or 


make coffee." 


Nikki turned to Jon and said, "Now, puppy, give your Master a kiss goodnight and head off to bed. | want to talk 
to my Street Rat for a moment.” 


Jon, who flicked him a nervous side-eye first, approached Nikki to peck him on the mouth. 
Nikki, however, wasn't satisfied with such a kiss. 


"You can do better than that," he growled, sinking his fingers into Jon's hair and kissing him deeply, leaving Jon 
unsteady on his feet when Nikki broke from Jon's mouth. "Better! Now off you go, puppy.” 


Richie watched, arms folded and stance braced wide, as his husband kissed his ex-lover. It was a strange 
feeling; not entirely jealousy, though. Maybe a little pride mixed in with it. Happiness, definitely, that this 


weekend was working out to be as successful as he'd hoped. 


He knew he was subbing tomorrow but it didn't stop the flick of the switch happening within him and his more 


natural dominance to come to the fore. 


The younger man was about to walk off with an embarrassed, mumbled goodnight when Richie said, "Don't 
forget to thank your Master, baby." Jon spun his head around to Richie, who winked to soften his words a 
little. He also noted with a pointed glance downward that Jon's towel had had some significant movement behind 


it. 


Jon stopped, closed his eyes and breathed deeply, meeting Nikki's green ones briefly before dropping his head in 
deference and saying, "Thank you, Master. Goodnight." 


"You're a quick learner, puppy,” Nikki said. "You'll do well tomorrow, | have no doubt. OFF you go." 


He and Nikki waited until Jon had closed the door of the guest suite behind him before Nikki turned to Richie 
and said, "Anything | need to know for tomorrow?" Nikki stepped closer to Richie and placed his hands on his 
hips, just above the towel. "He's settled into being called puppy well. | was expecting some kind of push-back on 
that." 


Richie sighed, scrubbing his face. "You know, earlier today, | would have said, yeah, he's fine," he said. "But 
after..after that bomb he dropped. dunno. | really don't, Nik | mean.why didn't he tell me before now?!" 


"Hmm," Nikki hummed. Richie was pulled closer as Nikki's arms went around his waist. "I dunno what to tell you, 
babe," Nikki said. "It possible that he'd buried those memories so deep that he was hiding them from himself, 
not you. But | think that's something you both need to address. So why don't you go in there and find a way to 
talk it out..or fuck it out? Preferably both." 


Nikki was right, he and Jon needed to talk it over themselves. Richie brushed Nikki's dark hair back from his 


face so that he could see the pale green eyes that could look deep into his soul regardless of the years gone 


by. Richie leaned forward and kissed Nikki, softly at first before both men shifted, deepening it into something 


profound between them. 


Richie broke the kiss when things threatened to get out of control. "I-I'm sorry, Nik," he said, stepping back and 
blotting his mouth against the back of his hand. "| didn't mean to-." 


"| wouldn't have kissed you back, baby," he replied, silencing Richie with a finger over his mouth, "if | hadn't 
have wanted it. There's too much history between us, baby, to throw it away over a kiss." Nikki swiped his 
finger over Richie's bottom lip, watching it closely, before moving his hand down to his chest and patting it. 
"OFF you go, my little Street Rat. Go wake Loverboy up and talk it out” 

"Yeah," Richie huffed in amusement, "he's probably already jerked off without me and fallen asleep." 

"Then I'm sure you can find a way to wake him," he replied, arching one eyebrow questioningly. 

"Thanks, Nik. | love you," Richie smiled fondly. 


"Love you, too, baby," Nikki returned and gave him a gentle shove in the direction of the guest suite. 


Richie closed the door behind him with a satisfied sigh, which turned into a snicker when, as predicted, he saw 
Jon sprawled on the bed, asleep with his dick in his hand. 


He dropped his towel over his suitcase before kneeling on the floor at his husband's feet. 

"Wake up, Cowboy." 

we 

Nikki and Tommy's Bedroom 

Nikki POV 

Nikki closed their bedroom door behind him after bidding Richie a good night and quickly shutting down the 
lower level lights and taking the stairs two at a time. The kiss with Richie had reignited the heat in his blood 
and he knew he had a very willing soulmate waiting for him in bed. 

"Thought you'd forgotten about me, Daddy," Tommy said from the semi-darkness. 

His lover was sprawled in the middle of their bed, Tommy's tanned skin stunningly off-set against the stark 
white of the bedding, propped up on a mountain of pillows. His longish hair was fanned out perfectly over his 


shoulders as though set-dressed for a movie. Tommy shifted his long legs, splaying them to present his 


hardened shaft to his lover. 


"Oh, baby boy," Nikki growled, licking his lips, wolf-like as he stalked his prey around the bed. His head was 
swimming from the sudden redirection of blood flow to his dick that had been bobbing around since Richie's 
kiss, just looking for that one thing to trigger a full-blown hard-on. 


"How could | forget such beauty awaiting me?" He stood at the side of the bed to appreciate the view of his 
love, his life, his heart, slowly stroking himself. "You got a little sugar for your Daddy, baby?" 


| sure do," Tommy replied, curling his finger toward Nikki. "C'mere." 


Nikki slowly knelt on the bed beside the younger man, his stance wide for stability and his cock standing 
obscenely erect, taunting, inviting. Bracing himself over Tommy, he bent to place a kiss on the younger man's 


lips. 


He pushed Tommy down into the pillows; one hand on the head of the bed, the other splayed around his lover's 
neck just below Tommy's jaw and applied pressure through his fingers and thumb. 


Tommy greedily arched up into the kiss, giving off the sweetest little moans that were music to Nikki's ears. 
He dragged his hand from the intoxicating pulse in Tommy's throat to his collarbone and lower, to his chest, 
cupping and kneading the lean muscle and brushing his thumb over the jewelled nipple. 


Tommy's desperate fingers clutched at him, drawing him closer. Tugging at his hair, scratching at his leg, 
slipping between them to fondle Nikki's heavy balls and tearing a gasp from their owner. As he knelt beside 
Tommy, both panting heavily, a low hum of voices floated up from below them before a louder groan of Cmon 


Cowboy..that's it, baby... 


He and Tommy stilled. "Oh man, | didn't know we could hear that?! You know that means they can hear us, 
right?!" Tommy said with a gleam in his eye. 


"What are you suggesting, baby?" he asked, before tugging sharply on the ring piercing Tommy's nipple and 


making his lover cry out. 


Tommy grinned at Nikki's evilness. "I don't think you need me to explain. You've figured it out already." With 
swiftness and strength that belied his outward appearance, Tommy grappled with Nikki, flipping him onto his 


back and straddling him. "Let's put on our own show," he said. 
Fuck, yeah..oh, god, Cowboy.. 


"I'd forgotten how loud he could be,” Nikki chuckled moments before Tommy ripped a groan equally as loud 
from him when he wrapped his lips around the head of Nikki's cock. He looked down at his body where the 
warm, wet sensation was focused and saw Tommy's dark curls undulating against his belly and hips. Nikki 
threaded his fingers through the strands, scooping them out of the way so that he could watch his lover pay 
homage to his dick. 


"Fuck!" he exclaimed loudly, inhaling a deep, raspy breath when Tommy's tongue teased a particularly sensitive 
spot around the crown. Tommy flicked a look up his body at him and winked before he spread Nikki's legs wider. 
"That's it, my baby boy," Nikki snarled. "Take it. Take all of your Daddy's cock" 

Come here, Cowboy..come and ride me, baby.. 

Having Richie's voice float up from below him while Tommy was sucking the life out of him was turning him on 
to no end. It reminded him of the other couple's wedding when voices carried through across the hall at the 


BEB, 


Nikki reached for the familiar bottle on his nightstand and tossed it within easy reach for Tommy. His young 
lover pulled off his dick with a pop and looked at Nikki questioningly. 


"Fuck me, baby boy," Nikki growled. "| want your cock tonight 
"Aw, fuck, yeah," Tommy said excitedly and flipped the cap open and the scent of bubblegum mingled with their 
combined musk of two males in heat as he coated his fingers, swiping some of the excess gel over Nikki's 


puckered hole and then another generous dollop over his cock. 


Nikki watched Tommy's face, full of rapture and concentration, as he felt Tommy's fingers breach his body, 
eliciting a long, deep moan of satisfaction from deep in Nikki's chest. 


"Hmmm..right there, Tommy," he said as the long fingers brushed against the spongy nerve bundle causing the 
sensations to multiply exponentially; building, throbbing, swirling, rippling through him from that epicentre. 


Fuck! Mookie..keep going, baby... 

| got you, baby..just a lithe more.. 

Hl jesustuck..yessss, there! 

Tommy's hand wrapped around Nikki's girthy length and squeezed with the perfect amount of pressure before 
his fingers started moving up and down. The exquisite slide of skin over the rock-hard, blood-filled muscle 
beneath had Nikki's head swimming. 

"Tommy..." Nikki whined pitifully as Tommy played his body as though it was the most delicate of instruments 
within his capable hands, causing his body to undulate on the bed with each stroke, touch or kiss. "Baby.. 


please..," he pleaded. 


"What. Do. You. Want. Sixx?" Tommy asked, between teasing sucks on the tip of Nikki's cock ripping hoarse 


moans from his older lover. 


Tell me, Cowboy.. fell me what you want.. 


"Need you, baby," Nikki panted. 
You, Mookie../ need youl 


"You got me, Nik," Tommy replied, lining himself to Nikki's eager body and pressing through to his heat. "I love 
you, baby. 


Ím all yours, Cowboy. Í love you, Jomny. 


Tommy's hips rolled, aiming with sniper-like precision toward Nikki's pleasure centre. "You're fucking gorgeous, 


Nik," he breathed, shifting to his hands and then his elbows as his body covered Nikki's. 


Nikki was grateful for Tommy's weight, anchoring him to the bedding coz he felt as though he was about to 
skyrocket into the night, never to be found again because he would be shattered into minute particles to drift 


through time and space forevermore. 
Ím almost there, baby..come with me.. 


"To-ommy?!" Nikki's breath hitched in his throat as he felt the first stitch willingly pull loose from his self- 


control. 


"Yeah, baby." he replied, already starting to lose his rhythm, snapping his hips against Nikki's. "lm ready 


whenever you are, my love.” 
Jonny! Nghargh! 
Thats it, Mookie. Im.. Im..oohhh..yesss! 


Surrendering to the rip and tear of the last of his control, Nikki arched off the bed with a guttural, primal 
howl, his hands grabbed at whatever was beneath them, one of those being Tommy who cried out also. Nikki's 
orgasm had caused him to clamp down around the cock buried deep within him as he spilled rope after rope of 


creamy cum, triggering Tommy's release. 
"Nghh..Nik... fuck |!" Tommy cried out. 


The younger man thrust into his lover with a broken, mindless attack, coating Nikki's internal walls with his 
love juice before lowering himself on shaking limbs into waiting arms to ride out the final tremors together 


amidst a mix of tender and passionate kisses..and catcalls and clapping from below. 


Tommy pushed up onto his elbows to look incredulously at Nikki, who only had enough energy to shrug and 


scrub his hand over his face with a groan. 


"If you two fuckers still have enough energy to cheer then you're doing something wrong!" Tommy yelled 
toward the floor. 


"Shit," Nikki huffed as Tommy's movement caused a shimmer of sensation to roll through him, emanating from 


where the two were still joined. 

‘Just encouraging a good performance." 

"Richie," Nikki said, pointlessly, to Tommy who was carefully extricating himself from Nikki. 

"When you mentioned opening a brothel BEB," Jon's voice floated upward, “we didnt think you actually meant it." 
"We did?!" Tommy asked, looking at Nikki as he pushed from the bed and slipped into the ensuite for 
washcloths. "When did we do that?" he asked, returning within moments to clean Nikki's belly, chest and ass of 
all visible evidence of their lovemaking. 

"No idea right now but I'm still getting blood flow back up here," he said, tapping the top of his head before 
yelling down to their guests. "Let's see how much energy you have left after tomorrow night. Sleep, now 
puppies. You're gonna need it!" 

‘Only if you keep it down, up there," Richie replied. 


"G'night!" Jon added with a laugh and the room below them fell silent. 


"You do know that if Richie and Jon can hear us then Kimberly must have been able to too." Tommy groaned 


after returning the soiled washcloth to the ensuite, climbing into the ruined sheets and Nikki's waiting arms. 
"Not to mention Athena or Voula when they've stayed over," Nikki said and chuckled at his lover's aghast look. 


“Storm too, | guess," Tommy sighed. "| wonder if we should consider getting the same firm who soundproofed 


the playroom back in to see what they can do about this bedroom." 
"Bit late for that," Nikki commented. "After all, Storm's sixteen now, and legally able to do the same herself." 


"No way! No how!" Tommy snarled, sitting up quickly, confronting his lover. "Storm is not having sex in this 


house." 


"Well then," Nikki said calmly, pulling Tommy down into his arms, "Perhaps we might do 


better not soundproofing this room so that we can still hear what is happening in Storm's room." 


“Agreed,” Tommy nodded as he allowed himself to be settled into position as the small spoon, yawning hard. 
"Though it might be worth looking into doing something about the guest suite before anyone else stays there." 


"Okay, but not right now," Nikki murmured as he tightened his grip around Tommy. Normally when he'd been on 
the receiving end Nikki liked to be the one being held but feeling his more dominant headspace beginning to rise 
in anticipation of the following day he found himself needing to be in the controlling position. Fortunately, 
Tommy was happy to comply and the two lover's drifted off to sleep. "Love you, my Tommy.’ 


‘Love you more, baby," Tommy mumbled, already half-asleep. 


~ Ke 


Chapter Four 


Author's Notes: 
Hello and welcome back, lovely readers.. 


| hope you will forgive me for the cute and fluffy last week but once you get into this next day's worth of 
activity you'll be needing to take a breather in about another 4 chapters’ time. That's right.one day has 
stretched out to 4 chapters so | hope you're ready for it. 


Also, | want to dedicate this chapter to the late Michael Aday aka Meatloaf who passed onto the great concert 


stage recently. He was a big man with an equally big talent and will be remembered fondly. 


I'm not sure if there are any Aussies in my readers but give me a shout if you recognise a line in this 


chapter. It makes me giggle uncontrollably every time | read it but it won't make any sense to anyone else. 
Anyway..enjoy the next day of Enslaved. 


J 


DISCLAIMER: 

Dear readers: 

This is a story. It is fantasy. It is not real. 

Neither my beta reader nor | have any training in BDSM, or in the care and recovery from PTSD or C PTSD. 
We do not recommend this as a therapy session in any way, shape or form. This is purely for use in this 
story. 


Please seek professional help if you suffer from any trauma or mental health issues. 


For those in the BDSM community, we have tried to research as much as possible. If we have missed anything, 
we welcome constructive criticism with glaring errors. Abuse will not be tolerated. 


Si ncerely 


BneJovi and her beta 


Chapter 4 

Lee-Sixx house 

The Next Morning 

(Ref: https://www.vagov/WHOLEHEAL THLIBRAR Y/docs/Scrpt-Mindful-Breathingpdt) 


Jon woke with a start, the unfamiliar room and gentle early morning noises distracting him from drifting back 
to sleep. He looked over at Richie and grinned. His husband was laying on his stomach, half hanging off the side 
of the bed as though he had fallen asleep mid-reach to the nightstand. 


He rolled over with every intention of going back to sleep but his brain had other ideas as a replay of the 
night before started an old-style flickering reel in his head. He groaned softly into the pillow as the familiar 
tingle started in the base of his spine when their pool party had appeared but then, like a rock into still water, 
the pleasantness of that visual was shattered by his long-held confession about the Baxters' use of the bat. 


He groaned again but this time in pain when Richie's shocked face appeared in his mind's eye. Jon didn’t really 
know why he'd held that snippet back from him, although truthfully, he'd locked it away so hard that his brain 
hadn't wanted to give it up. 


Richie shifted in his sleep and Jon froze, not wanting to wake him just yet but needing to do something other 
than just lying there and letting his thoughts swim through the vestiges of a hangover. 


He wished he had some cookies to think with and, as though his brain woke up the rest of his body, suddenly 
his stomach agreed with him, letting out a gurgle moments before his bladder protested at the pressure it 
was being put under. With a frustrated huff, Jon rolled from the bed and padded into the ensuite to take care 


of one internal organ first. 


After flushing and washing his hands, Jon found a pair of shorts, his sweats and Tshirt still out by the pool 
somewhere, and pulled them on as quietly as possible. However, Richie, sensing movement in the room, stirred 
and reached blindly for him. Jon knelt on the bed and whispered, "Shhh, baby. Go back to sleep." He kissed his 


cheek and waited until Richie's breathing evened out again before leaving the room. 


Closing the bedroom door quietly behind him, Jon crossed the dining area to the kitchen Most of last night's 
meal had been cleared away and the dishwasher sat there blinking at him in a silent plea to be emptied. 
Ignoring the appliance, he opened the fridge and grabbed a bottle of water. He cracked the seal as he stepped 


into the pantry to snoop around, on the hunt for cookies. 


Emerging empty-handed, the pool twinkled in the sun through the window at him, beckoning him, enticing him 
with the erotic memories of last night. The small piles of discarded clothing dotted the flagstones surrounding 
the water was the physical reminder that he had partaken in a night that he'd only recently dreamed about. 


And it had started with him and the brazen kiss he'd given Nikki. The kiss that Richie had encouraged him to 
carry out. The Nikki he'd built up in his head was far exceeded by reality. That man had a certain air, the 
infamous /T factor , about him and he could now understand his husband's connection to the older man with a 


new appreciation. 


Nikki's kisses were skilful, dark and full of promises. He tasted of cigarettes, whiskey and sin. Yet Jon knew 
instinctively that he would be safe with him tonight. 


Tonight! Jon groaned softly again and the dual swirls of fear and lust jockeyed for position deep within him; lust 


winning out in the end as it sent a shiver of anticipation up his spine. 


The sparkle of the pool was finally successful in luring his attention. He finished his water and threw the bottle 


in the trash before unlocking the perimeter door and stepping out into the California morning sunshine. 


Cursing himself for leaving his sunglasses in the bedroom, Jon shielded his eyes from the glint of the sun off 
the water and walked around the pool to the edge of the property. Looking over the valley that had been 
awash with lights last night, Jon found the new vista equally interesting..for a short time. 


His head was starting to pound so he turned toward the cool water and walked to the deep end. Taking a deep 
breath, Jon performed a reasonably smooth dive into the crystal-clear water, surfacing almost mid-way. 
Starting slowly to warm up his muscles, before hitting his cruising speed, Jon allowed his mind to wander as he 


completed length after length of the pool. 
Tommy POV 
Tommy woke, breathless when an errant knee from Nikki shifting in his sleep, landed on his groin. 


"Fuck," he gasped, and rolled to his side while he regained equilibrium. He looked back over his shoulder at his 
lover and noted with disgust that Nikki hadn't even moved, deeply asleep. Tommy didn't know if the slight smile 


on his lips was from a sweet dream or some kind of level of consciousness over what had just happened. 


It was then that Tommy heard movement downstairs. He recognised the flush of the toilet firstly and tracked 
the unfamiliar footsteps through to the kitchen a few minutes later. He didn't know how he could regularly 
sleep through Storm wandering around the house in the mornings but not today. Obviously, he knew it was one 


of the guys but since there was no conversation, he assumed the other one was still sleeping. 


He closed his eyes, hoping to get back to sleep but when he heard the back door open and then a few minutes 
later, the rhythmic splash from the pool, Tommy guessed that someone was wide awake. Just like he was. He 


looked back at Nikki again and decided to let him sleep. He was going to need all the energy he could get for 
tonight. 


Throwing the covers off, Tommy moved his feet to the floor, steadying his head a little before standing. Last 
night was undoubtedly the biggest night on the booze and coke that they'd had for quite some time, so the 
headache that pounded behind his eyes was not unexpected, just annoying. 


He needed two things; coffee and his cigarettes, both of which were downstairs. Tommy scrubbed his face and 
stood, making his way into the bathroom to shake the snake before grabbing a pair of shorts and heading 


downstairs. 


The first thing he looked for when he reached the kitchen, was his cigarettes, lighting one and drawing the 
smoke deep into his lungs. His head spun a little at the first hit of nicotine but it was something he was used 
to. He set the coffee to brew as he watched the person in the pool swim laps like the devil was chasing him. 


Judging by the length and the slightly greying hair, Tommy knew that it was Jon. He also knew what he was 
doing; tiring his body in the hopes that he'd stop thinking. Tommy had often done a similar thing when he was 
struggling to resolve issues with the clubs and management. Unless, of course, Nikki was around, in which case 
his Master would take him down to their playroom and find other more pleasurable ways to calm his troubled 


mind. 


In Jon's case, it was probably thoughts of those very distractions that were causing his uneasiness, not to 


mention the unpleasant revelations of yesterday. 


The coffee finished brewing and Tommy reached for two mugs, pouring the life-giving liquid into them, tucking 
his smokes into the waistband of his shorts, he stepped through the door to the pool area. Jon still hadn't 


seen him but it looked like he was starting to slow down anyway. 


Placing the mugs on the ground, Tommy went back to the house to grab some fresh towels before he sat 
himself down at the edge, dangling his feet in the cool water to wait. Turning his face to the sun and leaning 
back on his arms, cigarette dangling from his mouth, Tommy didn't notice the change in rhythm until he felt a 
hand slide up his leg. 


"What the fu-," Tommy yelped, dropping his cigarette onto his belly, before it rolled out of sight when he 


yanked his legs from the water, sending a spray of water all over him. 


"Fuck, dude," he said, seeing Jon's face grinning up at him from the pool where he was now treading water, 
"You scared the fuck outta mel" He pouted when he found the now-extinguished soggy smoke as he rubbed at 
the spot on his stomach and tossed it away from the edge of the pool toward the table where an ashtray sat 


permanently. 


"Mission accomplished then," Jon chuckled, moving to the side of the pool and crossing his arms on the edge. 


"Oh god..is that coffee?! | take back everything | just said and did if there's a mug for me." 


"Yeah," he replied, pushing the mug closer, "but | hope you like a dash of chlorine with your coffee. Fuck, Nikki 
got you good, huh?!" Tommy pointed to the hickey. 


"What?! Oh! I'd forgotten about my neck. Its fine. Nothing Richie hasn't done to me before now," Jon chuckled 
and pulled himself out of the water to sit beside Tommy who was lighting a new cigarette. He offered the pack 
to Jon. "Nah, we don't smoke anymore..thanks," he replied as he wrapped his hands around the mug and took 
his first sip of the warm liquid. "Ahhh, the nectar of the gods." 


Tommy shrugged and asked, "What are you doing up so early?" He offered a towel to Jon, who wrapped it 


around his shoulders. 


Jon tapped the side of his head, “This won't stop. As soon as | close my eyes it's either flashbacks or.. 
flashforwards..is that even a word? You know what | mean though, right?" 


"About tonight?!" 
"Yeah," Jon nodded. 
Tommy had guessed right. "So..the flashbacks. How bad are they?" he asked. 


"Mmm..oh," Jon said after swallowing, "they're not all about them . Not saying they're not there but last night, 
in the pool... They're the more enjoyable flashbacks." 


"Last night was awesome,’ Tommy nodded, blowing smoke over Jon's head. "I'm stoked it was you two that 


popped my foursome cherry. | don't think | would have done it with anyone else." 

Jon made a noise, something akin to surprise. "You too, huh?!" he asked with a squinty grin. 

"Dude, | can now say | can count on two hands the number of lovers I've had," Tommy chuckled, holding up six 
fingers. He waggled three and said, "High school experimentation, one girl, just to find out that maybe girls 


weren't where | was heading. The other two were figuring out if | top or bottom." 


"Hmm," Jon nodded. "Like Nikki..bored housewives were my introduction into "normal" sex. But then again..how 


normal could it have been if they were paying someone for my service?!" 


‘Last night was intense," Tommy said after a moment's silence. "I know Nik feels better for offloading. These 


days, he talks it out a lot actually. He doesn't need me to do or say anything usually, but the option is there." 


Jon laid back on the flagstones, his hands behind his head and sighed. Shifting, he bunched the towel beneath 
his head to protect his hands. 


"Don't worry about tonight, dude," Tommy said, sensing Jon's continued unease. "Richie means the world to Nikki 
and you're Richie's husband so, by default, you're included in his devotion. That's why he's taking such care in 
planning this for you." 


"But..weren't you nervous before your first time?" Jon asked, shielding his eyes To look up at Tommy. 


"No, | didn't really have the chance," Tommy shrugged. "Unlike you, | didn't know it was going to happen 
beforehand" 


"Huh?" Jon looked shocked "You mean Nikki started in on you without even talking about it?" 


"No Master starts in on anyone without discussion," Tommy retorted quickly. Sighing he thought about how to 
explain. "My introduction to BDSM wasn't really playing a scene..it was more like me seeking...redemption..or 


possibly punishment.” 


"Punishment?!" Jon's horror was clear in his tone. "But Richie said that BDSM should never be played in anger. 
You mean Nikki..hit you..as..as what..?" He sat up and turned to face Tommy, one leg still dangling in the water. 


"It wasn't quite like that," Tommy interrupted, deliberately derailing Jon's train of thought before it spiralled 
too far downwards. "I kinda lost control in a fight and Nikki suggested that it might be a way for me to learn a 


little more self-restraint. | never expected to enjoy it so much." He grinned and gave a self-deprecating shrug. 


"Somehow | can't see you out of control like that," Jon mused. "You always come across as so happy and 


enthusiastic, like, like .." 


"An overgrown puppy?" Tommy shrugged again. "So I've been told. But yeah, | totally lost it and | was extremely 


lucky that the damage was minimal and easily contained. It could've been so much worse." 


"Even seemingly idyllic childhoods can hide secrets. | was a high school sophomore when." Tommy took a deep 
breath and forced himself to continue. "Six of the football team had this ninth-grader, under the bleachers. 
You can guess what they were doing. | was the only witness and | was seriously outnumbered but.| did nothing 
to help. | just stood there and watched. Afterwards, she wouldn't even report the rape. Those jocks were 


considered untouchable in the school and no one would have believed her, or more likely wanted to believe her." 
"Oh man," Jon commented. "You were what, fourteen at the time?" 


"Younger than that," Tommy replied, with a mirthless chuckle. "Being an October birthday, | started 
kindergarten before | turned five, and | skipped second grade, which meant | was not quite twelve when | 
started high school. Being the youngest kid in my wasn't easy, but it did have some benefits. Dad insisted | get 
my diploma before | could leave, so | made sure | took some extra credits. | had all the points | needed to 
graduate the summer | was fifteen It beat wasting time on algebra and history and allowed me to travel with 


Dad learning the intricacies of the business." 


"So what happened?" Jon asked. "You mentioned a fight?" 


"Some asshole in the club thought mixing alcohol and PCP was a good idea. He grabbed one of our waitresses, 
pulled her down onto a booth table and tried to sexually assault her. | got there first and hauled him off, but 
he pulled out a knife. By the time | finally took him down, | wasn't really seeing him, but those six jocks. Then 
someone grabbed my arm. | threw a punch and went after them..only | didn't realise it was Nikki." 


"Fuck," Jon murmured, knowing how he would have reacted if Richie had, even unknowingly, ever done the same 


to him. 


"Fuck was about right," Tommy sighed. "Fortunately, Nikki realised that | hadn't recognised him and forgave me. 
Afterwards, he sat me down to talk about what happened and why | lost it so badly. | guess we were both 
worried that the next time it happened, | might hit an innocent bystander and, given the business we are in, 


there probably would be a next time. He suggested that a little BDSM might help me both with my self-control 


and to offer some penance for the guilt | was still feeling.” 
"| take it, it went well," Jon prompted when Tommy trailed off. 


‘Oh yes," Tommy found himself grinning at the memories. “Using nothing but his hands and a table tennis 
paddle, Nikki opened up a new world for me that night..one that we have spent many years exploring." 


"Well, you built yourselves your own playroom, that's pretty intense." 


"It used to be our games room, you know, table tennis and arcade games, but playtime is certainly more fun 


now. 
"ll bet," Jon laughed. "And you trained as a Master too?" 


"Not exactly. Nikki was already training as a Dom when | first met him," Tommy explained. "When he had his.. 
his thing..and ran back to Jersey, he continued his training with his first Mistress. By the time he came back 
he had earned his Master status." 


"That was the Mistress you mentioned in the car?" 
"Yeah, Mistress J or Juliana as Nikki calls her /f he's feeling brave. | think Richie met her once when he and 
Nikki were still dating," Tommy added. "Since travelling to Jersey regularly wasn't feasible, Nikki requested help 


from Enslaved and | trained with Master Jason" 


"Oh!" Jon exclaimed. "I didn't know they offered that kind of service. Though | gotta admit..a lot of what the 


woman was saying kinda skimmed over my head. | was too..enthralled.by the rest of the place to concentrate." 


"Hmm," Tommy acknowledged. "It was a special request and | didn't need to become a full-blown Master, just 


Daddy to my boy. We would book two sessions. During the first Nikki would play the scene as my Master and 


demonstrate the various tools and toys. The following day | would repeat the scene as his Daddy, with Master 
Jason there to supervise and ensure | was using the equipment safely and correctly. That way | knew what 


every implement felt like before | used it myself.” 
"Makes sense." 


"It does and all good Dominants should be trained that way. It's certainly been a part of how we found a 
balance between our private and working lives. The only rule we have is that we stick to blow jobs with any 


others..no sex." 


‘I've never felt the need to mess around with anyone else," Jon said. He then huffed out an amused chuckle, 


continuing with, "When | did try, with Amber for surrogate purposes only, it was a complete failure." 
Tommy laughed. "I think | remember you telling us about that. And that your brother didn't cope too well." 


"David was a complete mess!" Jon agreed with a snigger. "Went all macho male on us..or on Richie to be exact. 
But it worked out in the end. The clinical way was much less..messy and awkward. Even though there's a room 
full of people outside when you're trying to get those swimmers working," he said, following through with the 


actions. 
"Then can | ask..why now?" Tommy asked. 


Jon was silent for a long moment, as though he was gathering his thoughts as he tapped a short nail against 
the side of his now empty mug. "Ever since first laying eyes on Nikki when Richie took me in, there was some 
kind of pull," he said, staring down into the mug instead of meeting Tommy's eyes. "Not..inot sexually, not at 


first, but after yesterday, yeah, I'll grant you that, he's a very sexy guy. But it was deeper than that." 
Tommy sat silently, letting Jon take his time in the same way he would with Nikki. 


"After listening to his story last night, | realise that maybe it was kindred-soul kinda deep," Jon said. "And 
believe me, | pushed back against it for so long. In the past, | couldn't understand or didn't want to understand 


what bound those two," indicating to the house with a throw of his head, "together." 


"But recently, | needed to know. | wanted to know, but | couldn't even tell you what the catalyst for that shift 


in thinking was," Jon squinted up at Tommy. "Does that make any sense?" 


"Yeah, | can see where you're coming from," Tommy nodded. He'd had his own bouts of..curiosity, coz jealousy 
wasn't quite the right word..over Richie. He thought he'd lost Nikki for good the time he ran back East and he 
knew instinctively that Nikki would have sought Richie out. If nothing else, Nikki was a creature of habit when 


he found something he liked, or in Richie's case, someone he loved. 


He was a little surprised when he felt Jon rest his head on his shoulder and acknowledged the blonde by 
resting his cheek against the damp hair. 


"Tommy?! | got a problem." 
"Hmm?! What is it?" 
"My coffee's gone," Jon sniggered, holding his mug in front of the heads where they still rested. 


"Oh, fuck no, dude!" Tommy cried in mock horror before he chuckled along with Jon, however, neither felt the 
urge to move. He slung his arm around Jon's shoulder and ruffled his hair. "We should do something about 
that." He shifted a little so that his nose was in Jon's drying hair as he trailed his fingers over a bare patch 
of skin. 


Jon raised his head and the two men exchanged a look before moving as one into a kiss. Jon's mouth was 
sweet even with the coffee masking the faint hint of morning breath, as his tongue slipped inside to play. Jon 
wasn't Nikki but Tommy was rapidly learning to appreciate the man's skilled long kisses. 


"Fuck, sorry," Jon said as he pulled away. They were both breathing heavily and sporting awakening erections. 


"No harm, no foul,” Tommy smirked, wiping his thumb across his mouth. "I guess you're looking forward to this 
afternoon, huh?!" 


Jon looked sheepishly at him, "Maybe." 


"So," Tommy said, standing up and adjusting himself into his shorts a little more comfortably. "Are you gonna 
cool that off in the pool?" he asked with a pointed look to Jon's tented shorts, "Or come inside and get more... 


coffee?" Tommy waggled his eyebrows. 


"Coffee is callin’ my name, babe," Jon replied, holding his hand up. Tommy hauled Jon to his feet and, after 
collecting the mugs and the damp towel, which Jon left over the back of a chair outside to dry, he guided Jon 
inside with a hand placed on the small of his back. 


While Jon fixed them both fresh coffees, Tommy started retrieving eggs and some fresh fruit from the 
fridge as well as the ingredients for the pasta dish that would suffice for both lunch and a second meal after 
their play. 


"Breakfast is usually light the day of a big scene," Tommy explained as he cracked eggs to scramble. "I'll be 
making a huge pasta dish for lunch. Carbs to keep up going. Then any leftovers can be reheated afterwards." 


"Okay," Jon replied. "Hand me a knife and I'll start on the fruit for you." 


Tommy pulled a knife from the block behind him and handed it across the counter. "Do you wanna do anything 


else while you're in town this week?" 


"We didn't really plan anything," Jon said as he sliced through the watermelon, "coz we didn't know what you 
and Nikki had planned. I'm sure, though, that Rich would love to check out your clubs, especially Sixxty." 


"Sure, we can set that up," Tommy replied happily. "| wonder if Nik will try to convince Richie to play a set?" 
Jon chuckled. "Nikki could ask Richie to walk down Rodeo Drive naked and he'd probably do it!" 

"Remind me to-." Tommy paused the whisking of the eggs, pretending to seriously consider asking. 

"No! Just no," Jon laughed. "I'd prefer to keep my husband's assets amongst ourselves, thanks." 

"Fuck, you two are noisy little brats," Nikki's voice rumbled from the top of the stairs. 

Tommy saw his lover, still sleepy and mussed from their bed, slowly walk down the stairs toward them. He 
was wearing a pair of black lounge pants that rode low on his hips, giving a tantalising peek of dark curls 
against paler skin "Morning, baby," Tommy said, setting aside the bowl of egg mixture to wrap himself around 
Nikki, gently swaying him in a hug. 

"Hmm," Nikki hummed against his neck. "You smell so good this morning. Like a sunrise." 

Tommy loved this thing they had going in the mornings; the connection of the extended hug felt renewing, the 
perfect way to start the day. He glanced over at Jon, who was watching them with a soft smile but ducked 


his head in embarrassment when he knew he'd been caught staring. 


Nikki sighed and straightened up, dropping a kiss to Tommy's lips. "Morning, Loverboy," he said over his 
shoulder. "Sleep well? Though that may be a moot question considering the wet hair.’ 


"I slept pretty well," Jon acknowledged. "It was when | woke up that things didn't go to plan. So | went for a 
swim to clear my head." 


Tommy went back to the eggs, setting a pan on the hotplate as Nikki poured himself a coffee. 
"Did it help?" Nikki asked. 

"Yeah," Jon nodded, "and talking to Tommy helped too." 

"Glad to hear that, pup," Nikki returned. "Babe, I'm starving this morning. How long ‘til breakfast?" 


"Er..as soon as the eggs are cooked and Richie's up," Tommy replied, casting a seasoned eye over the 
ingredients. "Jon's got a handle on the fruit, l'm doing the eggs so it's just the toast to cook" 


"Mind if | go wake my Street Rat?" Nikki asked the two younger men. 


"Sure," Jon nodded. "But good luck..some days | swear he's half dead. Scares the living shit outta me 


sometimes.” 


Nikki chuckled, slipping his arm around Jon as he walked past him and said, "In that case, you're not doing it 
right, puppy." He kissed Jon's cheek and stole a wedge of watermelon off the plate before heading across the 
room to the guest suite door and slipping inside. 


"Wonder what he's gonna-?" Jon's question was interrupted by a resounding smack and a loud yelp from the 


downstairs bedroom. 


"What the fuck?!" Richie's voice carried through the walls causing Jon and Tommy to look at each other before 
they both burst into laughter. " Mikki!" 


There was a rumble of conversation but nothing comprehensible before Nikki emerged, smirking and looking 


very pleased with himself. "Now that's the way to do it” 


"Seasoning his ass, babe?" Tommy chuckled as Nikki walked back and took a seat beside Jon who couldn't help 


but giggle. 
Nikki nodded, turning to Jon and said, "The handprint on his ass will match yours after tonight." 


Tommy grinned, winking at his lover when Jon couldn't hold back the full-body shudder that ran down his spine. 
He poured the eggs into the pan and started them cooking as Richie appeared from the bedroom, looking 
similarly bed-mussed as Nikki had been but with a disgruntled, pouty look. 


"Remind me why | love you, asshole?!" Richie said in greeting, pushing at Nikki's head gently. 


"Coz the Jersey streets forged that bond, baby," Nikki replied with a chuckle. "You've gone soft, Street Rat. All 


that sitting in aeroplanes and coaches is doing that fine ass no favours." 


"lll never complain about his ass," Jon offered, smiling up at Richie who had moved in behind him and wrapped 


his arms around his shoulders. 
"See?" Richie said, shoulder checking Nikki. "My ass is fine." 


Breakfast was made and eaten around the breakfast bar in the kitchen. The four men consumed the food in 
companionable conversation and plans were made for their off-time including a night out at both Sixxty4 and a 
couple of Tommy's clubs, and, as predicted, Nikki successfully persuaded Richie to join whatever band was 


playing that night. When he fetched more coffee, Nikki had brought his camera out and left it in the middle of 
the table and at one stage or another, they all picked it up and took random photos of each other. 


Voula rang later that morning, after breakfast but mid-preparations for the pasta. Tommy excused himself to 


take the call. 


"Hey, Mom," he answered. "Everything okay?" 
"Yes, of course. Can't a mother ring her son to talk?!" Voula chastised lightly. 


‘Sorry, Mom, | had my mind on something else," Tommy explained as a raucous laugh ripped through the other 


room, 
"You have guests?" 

"Yeah. Jon and Richie are out for a week," he hedged. "We're just making plans on what to do” 
"Well, lIl set two more places the day after tomorrow then," Voula stated without hesitation 
Tommy frowned, trying to think when he'd missed the invitation "Did we have something planned?" 


"Your sister and Elias are coming over for a late lunch," Voula explained. "| want all my children to be there, so 


your guests are invited too. Unless they have other plans already set." 


Tommy thought about what had been planned for that day and the only thing was hitting their clubs after 


dinner. "Okay, Mom," he agreed. "I'll let the others know. Is there any reason ‘Thena's coming over?" 


"Can't a daughter visit with her mother?" Voula asked. "She didn't mention anything and Elias hasn't asked for 
her hand as yet if that's what you're asking, darling.’ 


"Damn..he's dragging the chain," Tommy chuckled. "Want me and Nikki to have words with him, Mom?" he asked 


in jest. 


"Not yet," Voula replied with a laugh of her own. "Go be with your friends, darling. | will see you very soon 


Love you." 
"Love you too, Ma-ma," Tommy said, using his childhood name for his mother. 


Tommy rejoined the others and explained that they'd all been requested to attend a late lunch at his mother's 


place. 

“That's perfect,” Nikki said, stealing a string of cooked pasta from the bubbling pot and dangling it above his 
mouth. "We'll do the rounds of the clubs after that then," he said, chewing on the morsel. "Mmm..needs a little 
more time." 


"Mom will probably go all out and cook a Greek feast," Tommy explained to Jon and Richie. 


"Sounds like my Mom," Richie said. "Any excuse to cook the family recipes." 


Lunch was served early afternoon, though neither Jon nor Richie were keen on a big meal. Jon, in particular, 


was distractedly picking and moving the pasta around his bowl, without any reaching his mouth. 

"Eat," Nikki instructed them. "You're gonna need your energy.’ 

When lunch drew to a close and a good portion of the pasta had been consumed, Nikki, who hadn't been saying 
much as he gradually settled into his Master's mindset, wiped his mouth on a napkin and said, "Puppy..!'ve 
decided that I'm not going to use anything on you today, other than my hands..and the rope. Is this 
understood?" 

Jon flicked Richie an uncertain look but nodded and answered, "Yes, Master." 

"Good," Nikki said, rising from the table. "Thomas, you know what to do with these two?!" 

"Yes, Master," Tommy replied, sensing Nikki's change with the use of his formal name. 

| will retire to prepare then," he said and left without another word. 


"Umm..what just happened?" Jon asked. 


"Master Nikki is now in the house," Tommy explained "As much as subs have their drop, Dominants usually 


have their altered headspace too." 

‘It's a lot more pronounced than | remember," Richie added. 

"The more you live it, the more it happens," he explained. "Also..he really wants to get this right..so no harm 
comes to his submissive.’ Tommy reached out and carded his fingers through Jon's hair. "You should recognise 
that much, Rich." 


"I do," he nodded. He turned to Jon, "Don't overthink, Cowboy. Just feel. | promise you, you'll be fine." 


As the other two spoke amongst themselves, Tommy began shifting his own way of thinking. He lit a cigarette 


and, with each exhaled breath, settled deeper into his own Dominant persona. 


"Right," he said, standing, surprising the others. "Clean away the table and | want the kitchen spotless. You've 
got ten minutes. Gol" The confusion and uncertainty from their guests were palpable. Tommy sank his fingers 
into Jon's hair again, but instead of it being a gentle caress, he curled his fingers into it harshly. Jon hissed in 
pain. "The Master does not like to be kept waiting," he snarled. "Move it!" 


"Y-yes, Sir," the blonde stammered and Tommy released him. 


Tommy followed them inside, noting the flurry of activity within the kitchen as one dealt with the leftovers 
and the other loaded the dishwasher. They completed the task well within the allotted time and stood in the 
kitchen, waiting. Richie's spine was straight, defiant almost, whereas Jon was still a little uncertain as Tommy 
moved around them, making a show of wiping the counter with his finger, shifting the salt and pepper shakers 


back into place; looking for indiscretions in their work that he could use. 


"Hmm," he grunted. "The supplies you need are in the medicine cabinet in your bathroom. Shower and clean 
yourselves..inside and out..ready for use by your Dominant and Master. l'm assuming you know how to do all 
of that?l" He waited for them to answer in the affirmative before continuing, "When you're done, go wait in 


the hot tub for further instructions." 
"Yes, Sir," they chorused and Tommy noted that Richie reached for Jon's hand. 


"Oh!" he stopped them, waiting for them to turn back to him, "No playing around..with yourselves or each 
other. Understood?!" 


"Yes, Sir," Richie replied, squeezing Jon's fingers to remind him to answer. 


Watching the couple disappear into the guest quarters, Tommy then turned to his own chores before 
showering. He began by placing several fresh towels ready beside the hot tub. This was a concession to Jon's 


somewhat unusual status. 


Normally a sub would be required to kneel beside the door to the basement to await their Master, but Nikki 
wanted to be certain that Jon was as relaxed as possible before they started. If a short period in the tub 
helped that, plus dealt with any residual cramps after their preparation, it would be worth the slight deviation 


from their norm. 


That done, Tommy turned his mind to preparing the playroom and aftercare. Over the past discussions, Richie 
and Jon had listed out a few things they enjoyed after sex. 


Typically, cuddling was the major checkpoint but Jon had admitted to enjoying cookies to quell his hunger post 
coitally. At home, Jon and Richie usually enjoyed a glass of wine but considering the playroom operated on 
strict SSC rules; safe, sane and consensual, they had agreed on a soda each. 


Tommy gathered the freshly made choc chip cookies, a box of the pre-cut fruit, some crackers and double 
brie cheese that Nikki loved along with a variety of sodas and enough water for them all, three times around, 
depending on how intense things got. He also retrieved the camera from where it lay on the table and added it 
to the collection 


Placing his bounty in a grocery bag for ease of carrying, Tommy grabbed the key to the playroom from the 
hook in the pantry and trotted down the stairs. He set the bag at his feet while he slid the key into the lock 


and opened up the room. 


Turning on the main lights, he felt the shimmer of anticipation crawl through him when their favourite 

equipment was illuminated. He hit the button to start the air-conditioning running, preset to keep the room 
pleasantly chilled but not cold. It also had the option to heat the room if Master Nikki chose to make things 
more uncomfortable for his kajiri, which had happened on numerous occasions resulting in their bodies, slick 


with sweat, sliding together. 


Picking up the bag and taking the chilled items over to the cooler Tommy remembered the first time he and 
Nikki had used this room for play. Back then the room had been a games room and had contained a small bar. 


Much had changed since then. 


The bar area had been remodelled into a wet room with a small kitchen area attached. The table tennis table 
had been moved outside and the numerous arcade games had been relocated to the back of the garage. In 
their place were heavy pieces of BDSM furniture and racks of toys adorned the walls. Once Tommy had 
completed his preparations he would change the lighting to their play preference; muted background with 
strategically placed spotlights. 


The only thing that looked out of place in their private dungeon was an old leather sofa. It was the sole 
survivor from their original games room and despite its rather battered condition, neither man could bear to 
part with it. Within its familiar comfortable embrace, were held special memories of the night that Nikki had 
first introduced Tommy to BDSM. Making his way around the room, Tommy gave the worn back a fond caress 
as he confirmed that all safety equipment was in its correct place and that the large first aid kit was fully 
stocked. 


Safety checks complete, Tommy moved to the large bed. He pulled off the comforter and quickly added a 
second base sheet to the mattress to make initial clean up easier. That done he carefully refolded the 
comforter and placed it neatly at the end of the bed, ready to be pulled up when needed. He finished the 
preparations by placing the coiled red rope in the very centre, where its bright hue would stand out in stark 
contrast against the pristine white bedding. Master Nikki had given precise instructions as to how he wanted 
the rope prominently displayed. 


Collecting a small black stand from one of the storage racks, Tommy placed it in the middle of the room. After 
double-checking the camera was charged, he placed it on the top of the stand, where it would be in easy 


reach at all times. 


Finally, Tommy pulled out the padded mats that he and Nikki had started using in recent years, as a concession 
to their ageing knees. He placed two next to each in front of the couch, where a kneeling sub would have a 


clear view of the stairs and took a third over to a raised spotlit platform. 


With a final glance around the room, Tommy changed the lighting and made his way upstairs for his own 
shower. He decided to use the family bathroom rather than disturb Master Nikki's preparations. Standing under 


the hot water Tommy allowed himself a few minutes to consider his part in the forthcoming events. 


This would be the first time he and Nikki had both been in Dominant headspace at the same time and, although 
there was no doubt in either of their minds as to exactly who was the Master, he would need to tread the 
line between Dom and sub very carefully. During the pre-scene negotiations the day before they had agreed 
that the subs would address him as Sir and that Master Nikki would call him Thomas, as Master Jason had 
done when he helped to train him. The rare use of his formal name was important to maintain both their 


Dominant headspace. 


Stepping out of the shower, Tommy dried himself off and used Storm's spare hairdryer to tame his wild hair. 
Quickly he pulled on the jeans he had set aside for their session, loose-fitting and darkest black, they hung off 
the points of his hips. Deciding to forego shoes or a shirt, he made his way down to check on Jon and Richie's 
progress. It would not go well for any of them if they kept Master Nikki waiting. 


~ ew 
The Hot Tub 

Richie POV 

For the second time in two days, assured of their privacy by thick shrubbery along the side fence lines, Richie 
was walking naked with Jon to the hot tub. They had completed all the necessary ablutions as instructed and 
were now complying with the second more unusual order. Jon was still clutching at his belly and giving off soft, 
little grunts as the final vestiges of the enema wore off. Even though they were both used to them, the 
thoroughness of the internal clean was still not one of Jon's favourite things. 


"You okay, Cowboy?" Richie asked as they pulled up to the tub. 


"Yeah, yeah," he said. "I think it's more nerves than anything." Jon poised one foot on the edge of the tub and 
said, "| don't want to get my hair wet again this quickly. Hand me a towel, babe?" 


Richie chuckled as he snatched a towel from the chair, obviously set out for just this purpose. "You realise 
you're gonna be dripping with sweat anyway, don't you?" He handed the towel to his husband. 


"Yeah, but somehow | have a feeling that drowned rat is not the approved look," he replied, bending over and 
wrapping his hair in the fluffy cotton. "Your hair's longer. You should do yours too..unless you're looking for 
Tommy's punishment.” 

"I know one thing," Richie said, dutifully wrapping his hair up as Jon sank to his neck into the warm water. 


"What's that?" 


"All this," he said, indicating to the towels and hot tub, "doesn’t normally happen. So | daresay, you're getting 
special treatment tonight, Cowboy." He stepped into the water and sat down, letting his head drop back to the 


edge. He tried to relax as much as possible, letting his limbs float freely in the water. He would kill for a shot 
of JD at the moment but the house rules had been clearly stated from the get-go. 


Jon was silent, wrapped up in his own head but not so much that he didn't smile at him when Richie reached 
for his hand, kissing the back of it. The sun was low in the sky and casting long shadows across the flagstones. 
Richie looked out to the vista below with the cars scurrying to and fro through the streets like ants into their 
nest with a tasty morsel of food to share. 


Everyday life. 
He often wondered what his life would have been like if he'd figured out that he liked girls more than guys in 
his teenage years. In all likelihood, he would have ended up in the factory, as his dad had, working hard to put 


enough money away for a small house with the obligatory wife and two children. 


He wouldn't change his life for all the money in the world. Not even if the devil himself offered to bring his 
father back. 


He brought Jon's knuckles to his lips once more as the door to the house opened. Tommy stepped out into the 
orange glow of the afternoon and Richie had to admit that a shot of something went straight to his gut. 
Tommy's hair had been fluffed out, his dark jeans rode tantalisingly low on his hips and he was shirtless. The 
younger man's nipple piercing glinted in the sunlight along with the thick silver bracelets and matching necklace. 


"Oh fuck," Jon swore softly, barely a whisper. 


But the most notable thing was his demeanour. Gone was the sunshiny, puppy-like younger man with the ready 
smile and happy laugh. 


In his stead, was a formidable Dominant. 

Tommy came to a standstill beside the hot tub, his face set sternly, as he stood with his legs at shoulder- 
width and crossed arms. His perpetual cigarette dangled precariously from his lips, peering down at them 
through the curl of smoke from the end. 

"Get out," Tommy said. "Dry off. This is the last time you'll feel comfortable for quite some time." 

Jon glanced his way and Richie nodded briefly as he stood from the water and stepped out onto the flagstones 
with Jon close behind him. Removing the towels from around their heads, they dried off thoroughly under 


Tommy's watchful gaze. 


"Tsk, tsk, tsk," Tommy said. "You got the pool deck wet. Dry it!" He said pointing to the puddles they were 
standing in. "Master Nikki gave you special dispensation tonight. Do not disabuse his generosity, puppy." 


"Yes, Sir," Jon mumbled, patting the flagstones dry around his feet as Richie did the same. 


"Stand," Tommy instructed them. "Fold your towels and hold them out in front of you." 


Richie did as ordered and then stood, waiting, with his arms out, the neatly folded wet towel weighing his hands 
down slightly. 


"Good," Tommy praised them both. He circled Richie, looking him up and down, running his hands over his body, 
checking his mouth with harsh fingers squeezed into the side of his jaw, to make sure he'd cleaned his teeth 
and gargled. He felt like a prize heifer being inspected before purchase. 


Richie used deep, calming breaths to steady himself as the brush of Tommy's hands started to awaken his 


senses especially when Tommy reached for his groin, fondling the heavy sac and growing cock between his legs. 
"Someone's eager," Tommy smirked. "Are you eager, agori? Do you wish to feel the lash tonight?" 


Richie swallowed heavily, sucking on his bottom lip. When he answered it came out a little breathlessly. "Fuck. 
yes please, Sir." 


‘Correct answer, agóri," Tommy said. "Leave the towel on the chair and go inside. Wait for me at the stairs." 
"Yes, Sir," Richie answered. 


"And if | see one droplet of water on my floor, you'll be licking the whole floor clean," Tommy said, moving to 


stand in front of Jon and staring him down. "Do you understand, agóri?" 


"Yes, Sir," Richie said. "Sir?! May | plead your leniency and allow me to say one final thing to my husband?" he 
asked, respectfully. 


"You may only because l'm feeling generous tonight,” Tommy said, stepping to one side. "But no touching.” 


Richie thanked his Dom and turned to Jon and waited until Jon had shifted his eyes nervously to his. "Just 
have fun. I'll see you on the other side. Whatever happens, Cowboy." 


Jon flicked his gaze nervously to Tommy, who nodded at the silent question. "Whatever happens, Mookie," he 
breathed. 


What Richie really wanted to do was to take Jon in his arms and tell him it was going to be okay but at least 
they had their phrase that meant more to them than a simple / love you . 


With a murmured thank you to Tommy, Richie walked to the back door, depositing the towel on the chair on 
his way past. He made sure to wipe his feet carefully and quickly run his hands over himself to check for 
stray water drops. He could hear Tommy talking to Jon as he endured the same inspection but the words were 


too low for his damaged hearing as he stepped through the doorway into the darkened house. 


Somewhere above him, Richie could hear the throb of heavy rock music. Obviously, Nikki was getting into the 
mood. He always did like to have music going while they fucked as children. And certainly, they had been 
children in comparison to the men that they were today. At the stairs, where he was to wait for Tommy and 


Jon to come inside, Richie decided that it would be a good idea to kneel. 


The floor was hard but he used the pain to centre his concentration. Knowing that Jon was in more than 
capable hands allowed him to relinquish himself to the experience. Settling on his haunches, Richie closed his 
eyes and bowed his head, letting the muted sounds of the house wash over him in a gentle melody while his 


heart provided the underlying beat. 

"Well, well, well," Tommy's voice broke through to his consciousness. "Such a pleasing sight to walk into." 
Richie felt Tommy's fingers through his hair, petting him affectionately. He was yet to open his eyes. 

"Take note, puppy," Tommy addressed Jon. "A good submissive will try to anticipate what pleases their 
Dominant. Unless the submissive is a brat and is deliberately encouraging punishment by their misbehaviour. 
Understood?" 


"Yes, Sir," Jon answered. 


"Rise, agóri," Tommy addressed Richie again. "You have pleased me tonight. It promises to be a good evening, 


indeed." 
Richie pushed up from the floor, biting back a groan from his aching knees, to stand. 


Tommy pushed Richie's chin up so their eyes met. "Well done, agori," he praised again and laid a kiss against 
Richie's cheek before stepping toward the stairs. Something akin to pride bloomed within him for pleasing his 
Sir. 


"Come," Tommy barked and almost trotted downward as Jon and Richie fell in behind him. 


Even though they'd been shown the playroom on previous visits, he and Jon had never seen it in all its working 
glory. The lighting was moody but still bright enough to allow for good visual checks from across the room. 
Key pieces of furniture were highlighted within their own spotlights and music, apparently, the same playlist 
that Nikki was listening to, filtered through hidden speakers. 


The oversized bed was tucked over on the far wall, closest to the wet room. In the very centre of the bed 


was a shank of red rope, glaringly obvious against the white of the sheets, like an obscene, kinkier version of a 


red rose. Beside him, Richie was aware that Jon shuddered at the sight. 


Tommy made his way over to an open area of floor space where two black velvet, padded mats lay in front of 
a rather beaten-up leather couch, looking out of place among the high-end BDSM furniture with its 


decrepitness. Richie noticed that a third mat was positioned on a spotlighted low-rise stage in front of a large 


bank of mirrors. 


"Kneel. Backs to the couch," Tommy said, pointing to the pads. "I'm going to talk you through some deep 


breathing exercises that will help with any nerves and to ensure that you're relaxed." 


"Make sure you're comfortable," Tommy said, circling the two subs. "You may close your eyes if you wish, or 


soften your gaze. Try not to focus on anything." 
Richie deliberately rolled his shoulders and relaxed his spine, noticing Jon doing the same, as Tommy continued. 


"Start with taking long, slow, deep breaths. Inhaling fully and exhaling completely. In through the nose and out 
through the mouth," Tommy's voice was measured and low, soothing. "Let your body find its own rhythm." 


Richie followed Tommy's calm, measured but authoritative voice as he circled around them. 


"Pay attention to each inhale as it travels through your nostrils, down into your lungs and the way it makes 


your stomach bellow. On the exhale follow that breath back through your body." 


Richie followed every breath; the coolness of the air through his sinuses on the inhale and how his body had 


warmed it on the exhale. 


"As you turn more deeply inward," Tommy continued, "begin to let go of noises around you. If you are 
distracted by sounds in the room, simply notice them and then bring your attention back to your breath. 
Simply breathe as you breathe, not striving to change anything about your breath. Don't try to control your 
breath in any way." 


Richie wasn't sure if it was a trick of his relaxed mind but Tommy's voice seemed to become thicker, softer, 
as though he was talking through some kind of padding or he'd become the comforter on the bed, wrapping 


him up in its softness and warmth. 


‘Observe and accept your experience in this moment without judgement," Tommy stood between them both, 


playing with their hair, scratching lightly at their scalps, "paying attention to each inhale and exhale." 


The sensation of fingertips on his scalp sent pleasurable frissons of electricity through his system and 


goosebumps chased over Richie's skin. 


"If your mind wanders to thoughts, plans or problems, simply notice your mind wandering. Watch the thought 
as it enters your awareness as neutrally as possible. Then practice letting go of the thought as if it were a 
leaf floating down a stream. In your mind, place each thought that arises on a leaf and watch as it floats out 
of sight down the stream." 


"Then bring your attention back to your breath. Your breath is an anchor you can return to over and over 
again when you become distracted by thoughts. Notice when your mind has wandered." 


‘Observe the types of thoughts that hook or distract you. Noticing is the richest part of learning. With this 
knowledge, you can strengthen your ability to detach from thoughts and mindfully focus your awareness back 
on the qualities of your breath. Practice coming home to the breath with your full attention 


"Watching the gentle rise of your stomach on the in-breath and relaxing, letting go on the out-breath. Allow 
yourself to be complete with your breath as it flows in and out." 


Tommy continued his circling of the mats; slowly, purposefully, touching his submissives now and again. 


"You might become distracted by pain or discomfort in the body or twitching or itching sensations that draw 
your attention away from the breath. You may also notice feelings arising, perhaps sadness or happiness, 
frustration or contentment.” 


"Acknowledge whatever comes up including thoughts or stories about your experience. Simply notice where 
your mind went without judging it, pushing it away, clinging to it or wishing it were different and simply 


refocus your mind and guide your attention back to your breath." 


"Breathe in and breathe out. Follow the air all the way in and all the way out. Mindfully be present moment by 
moment with your breath. If your mind wanders away from your breath, just notice without judging it - be it 
a thought, emotion, or sensation that hooks your attention and gently guide your awareness back to your 


breathing." 


Richie, practising what Tommy had been saying about noticing things around him, became aware of a change in 
music, the way Tommy's voice seemed to harden slightly and change pace from a gentle meandering brook to 


something akin to a small river sliding swiftly through a narrowed passage. 
"As this exercise comes to an end, slowly allow your attention to expand and notice your entire body and then 
beyond your body to the room you are in. When you're ready, open your eyes and come back fully alert and 


awake. Eyes to me." 


Richie blinked, feeling refreshed and relaxed, calm when Tommy's feet came into clarity. His gaze travelled 


upward and was met with Tommy's brown eyes. 


"As a submissive, remember," Tommy said once he and Jon were looking at him. He dropped to his haunches in 
front of them as he continued, "the breath is always with you as a refocusing tool. Use it!" 


"Yes, Sir," both he and Jon replied 


"Another thing,” Tommy added as he shifted to in front of Jon, "we've all agreed on using the traffic light 
system. Puppy, tell me what they are." 


"Red is stop," Jon replied, his voice wavered slightly with nerves. "Green is go and yellow is go slow or need a 


break or something like that." There was a small hesitation before he remembered to add, "Sir." 
‘Its exactly like that, Puppy," Tommy smiled. "I'll forgive your nerves this time for your indiscretion” 


"Right," Tommy said, standing again, "we don't have much time before the Master arrives. Puppy..back straight, 
knees apart, eyes down, palms up on your thighs." Tommy manhandled Jon into position, stroking his cock until 
it was semi-hard and he was satisfied. "Remember that position You will always greet your Master in this 
way." 

By the time Tommy turned to look at Richie he was ready. "Nicely done, agóri," his Sir said, resting his hand 
briefly on his head as he stepped past them to pick up the camera. He walked around them taking several 


photos from each angle before replacing the camera on the stand. 

"Agori, shuffle back there, hands and knees," Tommy barked, pointing to a spot closer to the old couch. 
When Richie had moved back, Tommy pushed his head and shoulders down roughly and nudged his legs wider 
before straddling his body. Warm hands caressed his back, sliding down over the arched plane to his ass, 


gripping each cheek in powerful fingers and squeezing them, separating them. 


Richie then felt a dribbling course down the crevice and he involuntarily clenched, protecting his entrance, 


closing it tight until he received a sharp smack on the ass for the indiscretion 

"Release!" Tommy barked and swirled his finger around the tight pucker, pushing at random intervals until 
Richie consciously allowed the tip of the digit to breach the first ring. "Good! Better! You will not close yourself 
to me again, agóri. Understand?!" 


"Yes, Sir," Richie replied 


"Hands, agori," Tommy said, shifting from his position over Richie. "Down to your shoulders, agori. Hands behind 


your back." 


When Richie shifted into the position requested, Tommy gripped his wrists, crossing them over his back. "Stay 
like that, agori, until | say so." 


"Yes, Sir," he answered. He heard Tommy flop down onto the couch behind him. The next moment the weight of 
Tommy's feet was pressing him down to the floor further. 


Richie couldn't say how long the three of them were like that but then the beat of a very familiar movie 


musical started. 


How dyou do, | 


See you've met my 

Faithful handyman 

He's just a little brought down because 

When you knocked 

He thought you were the candyman 

Don't get strung out by the way that I look 

Don't judge a book by its cover 

lm not much of a man by the light of day 

But by night Im one hell of a lover 

Ím just a sweet transvestite 

From Transexual, Transylvania, ha ha 

Let me show you around, maybe play you a sound 
You look like youre both pretty groovy 

Or if you want something visual thats not too abysmal 
We could take in an old Steve Reeves movie 

Im glad we caught you at home 

Could we use your phone? 

Were both in a bit of a hurry (right!) 

Well just say where we are, then go back to the car 
We don't want to be any worry 


The next sound that registered in his relaxed brain was the matching heaving footsteps over the wood floor 


above, stopping just at the top of the stairs. 


Well, you got caught with a flat, well, how about that? 
Well, babies, don’t you panic 

By the light of the night, itll all seem alright 

Hl get you a satanic mechanic 

Ím just a sweet transvestite 

From Transexual, Transylvania, ha ha 


Richie inhaled in surprise, a smile creeping over his face. Luckily Richie was in a position where he could see a 


reflection of the stairs and could just make out a silhouette. Mkki wouldn't, would he?! Richie thought to himself. 
Why dont you stay for the night? (night) 

Or maybe a bite? (bite) 

| could show you my favourite obsession 

Ive been making a man 

With blond hair and a tan 

And he's good for relieving my tension 


He bit down hard on the inside of his mouth to prevent any noise from escaping but he couldn't help the 


shudder of amusement that shook his body, earning him a growl from the man pinning him down. 


With each beat, the figure descended another step. Black, heavy, platformed biker boots with silver buckles 


appeared first before the leather-clad legs carried the man down into the playroom. 
Ím just a sweet transvestite 

From Transexual, Transylvania, ha ha 

Hit it, hit it, Im just a sweet transvestite (sweet transvestite) 


From Transexual, Transylvania, ha ha 


Something tangible shifted in the room as soon as Master Nikki placed both feet on the floor. Richie stole 
another peek at his ex. The leather pants were moulded to his hips and legs in all the right places, 
accentuating..every..single..outline. His torso was encased in a leather vest, corset-like in its construction, cut 


low beneath his pectoral muscles, the shoulders were narrow to show off the kaleidoscope of colourful tattoos. 


Master Nikki's hair was teased out and his eyes were rimmed heavily in black kohl, making his green eyes pop, 
a splash of vivid colour in the dark and his mouth was a glossy, sheer red slash in the middle of his face. 


So, come up to the lab 

And see whats on the slab 

l see you shiver with an-tici-pation 
But maybe the rain 

k really to blame 

So Hl remove the cause 

But not the symptom 


The Master stood at the threshold to the playroom and crossed his arms, causing the silver around his wrists 
To jangle softly and mix with the fading music piping through the room. 


v% 
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Chapter 5 


Lee-Sixx Playroom 

Richie POV 

So, come up to the lab 

And see whats on the slab 

l see you shiver with an-tici-pation 
But maybe the rain 

k really to blame 

So lil remove the cause 

But not the symptom 


"Tonight's playthings are prepared well, Thomas?" Master Nikki asked after surveying the room from the 
threshold. 


Richie couldn't help himself from shaking with silent amusement over one errant suggestion that spun around 


in his head, even though he was trying hard to concentrate on his breathing. 
Frank N Sixxer 


He felt the point of Tommy's heel dig painfully into the small of his back, sustained, controlled, a warning for 


his misbehaviour. 

"Yes, Master," Tommy replied, shifting his feet finally, giving Richie a shove with a foot on his ass before he 
rose to greet his Master. "Bathed, evacuated, calmed as requested," Tommy stated. "This agéri , however, 
doesn't seem to understand the rules." 


Fuck! Richie thought as Master Nikki's eyes met his with a lazy quirk of his eyebrow. 


"Really?!" the older man asked, rhetorically, lazily before turning his attention to his underling. "You know what 


to do, Thomas." 


"Yes, Master," Tommy returned, and in Richie's altered state of mind, almost clicking his heels and bowing to 


Nikki. 


“Agori, come," Tommy barked, walking towards the platform in front of them and pointing to the mat similar to 


the one that he was already kneeling on. 


Richie rose to his hands and knees and crawled forward, up onto the riser in front of his Dominant. Unsure of 


how Tommy wanted him to wait, he glanced up for guidance. 


"Kneel," Tommy said and used the hand signal for the position with his first two fingers together, his palm 
facing Richie. 


Richie pushed up and settled himself on his knees. It wasn't a deliberate move but in the mirror behind his Sir, 
he noticed that Master Nikki was speaking quietly to Jon. He was unconsciously drawn to the sight. 


"Eyes to me, agori," Tommy snarled, stepping close, body to body, placing his large hand into his hair, forcing 
Richie's head back, temporarily blinding him with the downlight above him. Tommy ground his hardening cock 
into Richie's face. "Your lesson in focus seems to have been forgotten, agori. I'm going to take great pleasure in 


reminding you of that lesson." 


Tommy indicated with his hand again for Richie to resume his kneeling position. Like a puzzle piece falling into 
place, long-forgotten non-verbal instructions suddenly filled his head from a time that pre-dated Jon, when 


Nikki had been his Dominant. 


Tommy didn't even need to verbalise his next instruction to spread his legs; once his fingers opened, so did 


Richie's legs. 


"Good, agri," Tommy nodded. "I'm impressed that you've retained those." Tommy moved around him, altering 


his spine, nudging his knees apart a little more. "Hands behind your neck, lace your fingers.” 


Richie hadn't felt as exposed in a long while as he was at that moment, and with that exposure, both Tommy 
and Richie noted that his dick was twitching ominously. 


Tommy nudged it with his foot. "This is going to be a problem," he said as the appendage bounced happily with 
the attention. "Stay! Eyes to the floor." 


Richie heard Tommy drop to the lower floor but lost track of him after that. Behind him, Nikki's voice had 
become more pronounced as he spoke to Jon but was still not audible enough to hear exactly what was being 
said. Richie was so busy concentrating on Nikki's words, trying to decipher them, that he was startled when 
Tommy dropped to his haunches in front of him. 


"Let's leash this beast until I'm ready for him, huh?!" he said more to himself than anything, reaching for 


Richie's cock. 


Richie shuddered at the sensation of the warm hands around him as Tommy expertly wrapped him with a 
wide, but supple leather strip from root to tip and tied it off in a quick-release bow. 


Tommy nodded and stood regarding his handiwork before taking a few steps to the centre of the room. It was 
then that Richie noticed a flogger hanging from his back pocket. 


Retrieving the camera from the stand where it sat, Tommy adjusted the settings for the low light before 
returning. Tommy grinned at him as he moved around the small platform to frame Richie within the camera 


lens, pressing the shutter multiple times before returning it to the stand. 


Richie frowned in confusion as Tommy brought the familiar-looking flogger out of his pocket. It looked very 
similar to the one he and Jon had bought to take home. 


Tommy smirked in the mirror at him as he swished the tails through his hand, circling Richie. "You chose well, 
agori," he said. "It's a fine piece and I'm looking forward to using it on you. | guess you're wondering how | got 


this?" 


"Yes, Sir," Richie answered. He could have sworn they were getting those items shipped straight from the 
store rather than carrying them through airport security. 


"| was impressed with your choice so | added a matching one to our purchases," he explained as he brushed 


the ends over Richie's shoulders. "You can never have too many floggers, am | right?!" 
"Yes, Sir," he agreed even though in actual fact, this would be their first step into kink toys. Their house was 
just way too small to have too many items to hide and Lia had only recently grown out of going searching for 


presents that were supposed to be a surprise. 


Suddenly Tommy crouched down in front of him, lifted his chin and directly met his gaze. "What colour, agóri?" 


he asked in a more normal tone. 


"Green, Sir," Richie replied firmly, understanding that Tommy would go no further without his consent. Tommy 
studied his face before nodding once and standing. 


"I want you to count each strike of the lash, agori." It was undoubtedly his Sir who spoke now. 


"Yes, Sir," he answered one more time, even though, from under his hair he could see in the mirror that Nikki 


was leading Jon toward the bed. 

The leather tails of the lash landed across his back. Not hard but enough to startle him and make him jump. 
"One, Sir: 

And so it began. 


As Tommy sent the flogger over his body, time and time again, Richie counted each one. If he faltered, the 
lash would be harder and continue to build in intensity. Back, ass, thighs and carefully between the legs; no 


portion of his body was left untouched by the butter-soft thongs of leather. 


Richie started sweating after the first few strikes and the feel of Tommy's hands over his reddened body 
between the blows, instead of another strike, was a cool relief. Richie heard a slight whimper come from 
behind him and although he knew Jon was in safe hands it still didn't stop him from flicking his eyes over to 


where Nikki was working with him. 


“Agoril" Tommy barked. "Your attention is wanting again" He moved to stand behind Richie, close, so close that 
Richie felt the heat from Tommy's hard flesh behind the fabric of his jeans against the back of his hands as 
Tommy rocked his hips against the back of his head. "One more look and | will blindfold you." 


"Yes, Sir. l'm sorry, Sir." 


Tommy skimmed his hands over Richie's arms, from wrists buried beneath his hair, to his elbows. From there, 
the warm palms moved to Richie's biceps, caressing ther, feeling the definition of muscles and tendons, 
Tommy's fingers moved into the soft hair in his armpits, tender, vulnerable flesh, ripe with pheromones, 


barely touching the hair he found there. 


The intimacy of it rocked Richie to the core and he felt the painful throb of his constricted cock. His eyes 


dropped closed as he concentrated on his breathing again, earning himself sharp little pinches to his nipples, 
which seemed to have a direct link to his dick as it filled, testing the limits of the binding around him. He 


couldn't refrain from releasing the groan of frustration and the throbbing pain. 


"Hmm," Tommy hummed from above him. "So responsive. Beautiful, just beautiful. Let's continue, shall we?" He 


slapped sharply at Richie's pectoral muscles with the flats of his hands leaving clear handprints on the skin. 
Richie felt the loss of Tommy's heat behind him as his Sir readied himself to resume the flogging. 

"Colour, Agori?" 

"Green, Sir," Richie answered, confidently. 


The first blow; new, fresh pain atop of the already pulsing epidermis. He cried out, hissing with pain, snarling 
out the count, "Seventeen.sir." 


The blows rained down, sharper than earlier, yet slower and somehow Richie knew that they weren't as hard 
as Tommy would inflict on Nikki. Deliberate? Richie didn't know and at this moment he didn't care. They still felt 
like knives slicing his skin. Beautiful, sweet knives that danced over him, enticing lust to the surface to play 


with them. 


Richie continued to count, his words becoming harder to formulate the longer the thrashing continued. 
"Eighteen, Sir. Nineteen, Sir. Tw-twenty. Tw-twenty-one, Sir. Tw-ngh-twenty-two. Argh, twenty-thr-ee, Sir. 
Tw- pant- twenty-four.” 


By the time the twenty-fifth blow hit his body, across the back of his thighs, Richie was trembling, panting, 
hard and aching. 


"Fuck, you're gorgeous," Tommy breathed as he squatted in front of Richie. Rising suddenly, Tommy grabbed 


the camera once more. 


Returning to stand in front of Richie, Tommy got down low and focussed the lens on him. Richie was used to 


being in front of cameras now but never had he felt so vulnerable, so exposed as he was in that moment. 


Tommy lowered the camera and brushed Richie's hair from his face, tracing his bottom lip with a fingertip. "Is 
this how you looked when your Master," Tommy indicated to Nikki with his chin, “took you for the first time?" 
Tommy roughly dragged his thumb down the tear stains over his cheek. 


"l-I don't know, Sir." 
"Hmm," Tommy acknowledged the answer as his inspection continued. 


Hands traversed over the sweat-slick muscles; shoulders, arms, chest, nipples, stomach. The abused nerve 
endings beneath his skin screamed at the touch. Tommy skipped the place that Richie needed it most and 
moved behind him to repeat the check-up only to circle the greedy, grasping, puckered aperture. He chuckled 
darkly at Richie's response and rose, moving swiftly to a recessed storage area, placing the camera back on 
the stand as he passed. 


A moan from across the room broke through Richie's concentration A moan that he clearly recognised from 


his husband. 


Without conscious thought, Richie turned his head and looked over his shoulder to where his husband was on 
the bed. He stiffened slightly when he noticed the red rope around Jon's wrists and made the mistake of 
making some kind of noise, drawing his Sir's attention, his hands full of items that Richie couldn't see clearly. 


“Agoril" Tommy barked and stalked back, drawing a glance from Master Nikki, eyes flicked over them both but 
never faltered from whatever he was doing to Jon. Tommy dropped a bottle and a large anal plug on the floor 
beside him. Tommy sunk his fist into Richie's hair and yanked his head back as far as his clasped hands would 


allow. 


Willful disobedience, yet again. You were told not to look that way, so now," he said, snapping a blindfold in 
front of Richie's face before wrapping it around his eyes and tying it tightly against his head, "so now you 
won't see anything at all until I'm finished" Tommy paused barely a moment before asking, "What is your 


colour, Agori?" 


Unlike the previous request, Richie actually had to think, running a mental checklist of his body, "Green, Sir." 


Discombobulated slightly, Richie twisted his head, searching, getting his bearings, before he felt a hand in 
between his shoulder blade pushing him roughly forward. "Hands and knees," Tommy barked and Richie barely 
had time to move his arms to catch himself before plunging face-first into the ground. 


" Oof," he grunted as he almost hit the ground His arms were grateful for the shift in position but it also 
brought a new wave of pain through his shoulders and arms as pins and needles made the limbs tingle almost 


as badly as the rest of his flogged skin 


The rough texture of Tommy's pants against his abused skin as his Sir straddled him, had Richie hissing 
silently through bared teeth. He felt Tommy moving around him, above him, strong large hands roaming freely 
over his ass and lower, between his legs to his balls, rolling them in his palm and the hiss morphed into a 


desperate but appreciative moan. 


Tommy almost sat on his shoulders and Richie struggled to hold them both up when he heard a dark chuckle. 
"Building up quite a load there, agori. Regardless of wherever it ends up, you'll be cleaning it up. Understood?!" 


"Yes, Sir," Richie grunted. 


A snick of a bottle cap being opened, that Richie pinpointed to the best of his ability with his amplifier- 
damaged hearing, in front of his face before the waft of cherries filled his nostrils. It confused him for a 
moment before a flash of an image of him and Tommy testing the fragrances of all the handcrafted lubes at 
Enslaved. 


The fsst and gurgle of liquid being forced through the tiny aperture were barely audible in the lull of music 
between tracks. And the coldness of the gel against his hole shouldn't have come as a surprise, but it did, 


making him withdraw from it. 


"No! Release," Tommy instructed as what seemed like more and more of the slickness rained down on him. It 


trickled through his crack, over his taint and dripped from his balls to the floor below. 


Richie willed his body to relax, earning him a pleased hum from his Sir and gentle fingers caressing his pucker, 
working the lube into every crevice. Tommy shifted from him, leaving Richie feeling weightless through the 
shoulders as though the top half of him was floating yet from his hips down, he was anchored heavily to the 
ground by the fingers that were persistent in breaching him. 


Tommy had moved, without breaking contact, to kneel between Richie's spread legs, his jeans rubbing painfully 
against the back of his tender thighs. As Tommy's fingers circled him, pressing, teasing, Richie felt the warmth 
spread through him from that one point. He groaned in relief when the persistent finger finally slipped 

through. 


"That's it, agori," Tommy crooned and Richie sighed, happy that he'd finally done something his Sir was pleased 


with. "So hot, so sweet," Tommy murmured, working his fingers in, loosening Richie, relaxing him further. 


Richie pushed back, tilting his hips, seeking more. He needed more now. He was feeling full, heavy, ready. 
Another dark chuckle reached his ears as the fingers withdrew from him and Richie almost whimpered at the 
loss until something different, something new, was pressing into him. It was cold, colder than Tommy's fingers, 


and smooth, as his Sir worked it in slowly, pressing, retreating, pressing again 


"Good agóri, almost there," Tommy said and Richie shuddered as every nerve ending within that circle of 
muscle was set on fire with the stretch, sending the dark, inky swirl of desire and lust course through him, 
clouding his thinking, dulling his senses to everything around him other than what his body was feeling, 


experiencing at that moment. 
Moments. Everything was reduced down to pinpricks in time. 
"Please... fuck me ..S-sir," Richie pleaded. 


"Soon, my little agori," Tommy responded. "Open for me..let me intake this toy and | promise you, | will fuck 


you soon, agóri." 


As Richie exhaled, he felt the toy..definitely the plug, he decided, not a dildo, finally pop through the last of his 
defences. "Oh..fughh." Richie gulped for air. Air that was thick with the throb of music matched by the four 


beating hearts. The heady aroma of male sweat and musk hung heavily around the two couples. 


"Yes!" Tommy crowed and bent forward, kissing Richie's flank. "Agori.just magnificent," Tommy praised as he 
played with the end of the plug, pulling at it, testing its fit, twisting it as it brushed against the bundled 


internal nerves inside Richie's heated body. 


‘Mmm..thank you, Sir," Richie moaned as Tommy's hands roamed, unseen, over him. He didn't have to answer 
but he needed to. He did, however, feel the denim-clad hardness of his Sir against the inside of his thigh. 
Something within him made him push back against it, seeking it out only to have a sharp spank delivered on his 
pink ass cheeks. 


"Don't be a brat," Tommy chided, standing. "You'll get it when | say you'll get it” 
Richie whimpered softly and turned his head to establish where Tommy had moved to. Hearing the soft thud 
of his feet hitting the lower floor, Richie shifted, nervous, anxious about what was going to happen next, trying 


desperately to hear his Sir. 


But he didn't hear the man come back, the first he knew that he was close was the touch of a drinking straw 
at his lips and the sweetness of desperately needed water in his nostrils. 


"Drink, agóri," his Sir's gentle voice said as he brushed the damp hair from Richie's brow. 


He managed a few greedy sips before it was removed. Moments later something harder was tapped against his 
tingling skin at his ankles. 


From the soles of his feet, making Richie curl his toes, up the hair-covered calves and to his thighs. The 
touch was so light, Richie had trouble keeping track of it and jolted in surprise when he felt the edge run 
through his crack to the top of his spine. 


Richie's lungs were burning as he drew in deep breaths, trying desperately to focus on his breathing as his Sir 
crisscrossed his back with whatever it was, dipping down to his sensitive side and making his muscles twitch. 


When Richie felt it stop, pressing down on a point or edge, just at the most vulnerable part of his spine at the 
base of his neck, he heard his Sir ask, "Colour, agóri?" 


Panting heavily again, Richie swallowed over a dry mouth, not even being able to produce enough saliva to ease 
his parch throat or to wet his lips. 


"Green, Sir." 


The pressure lifted from his neck and, within seconds and with a swish of air, Richie felt the sharp sting of 
whatever instrument was being used, against his backside. White-hot pain radiated out igniting his nerves, 
endorphins flooded his overloaded system and everything exploded outwards with the force of a supernova. For 
a moment it seemed that he was outside his body, observing the scene; Nikki in full Master grandeur, Jon 
bound with blood-red restraints, Tommy's more casual Dominance and himself, on all fours, blindfolded, plugged, 
flogged and pleading for more. Then, just as suddenly, he crashed back inwards, the world around him 
disappearing into a dark void, his awareness shrinking to nothing but the feel of his Sir's hands soothing his 
abused ass before the next impact fell. 


~~ 
Master Bedroom 
Nikki POV 


After abruptly leaving the lunch table Nikki made his way upstairs. Throwing his clothes in the vague direction 
of the washing basket he made his way to the shower, standing under the plentiful hot water until his muscles 
were warm and relaxed. Half-heartedly drying off, he wrapped a towel around his waist, before using the 


hairdryer and a comb to tease his hair up to its maximum extent. 


Happy with the result, he wandered back into the bedroom, where he sat down on the edge of the bed he 
shared with Tommy. The clothes he would be wearing were laid out on the end of the bed. Physical 


preparations were almost complete, what he needed to do now was settle fully into his Master headspace. 


This was going to be one of the very few occasions that both he and Tommy would be in their Dominant guise 
at the same time. Usually when they played one of them would be the submissive so this would be a rare 
opportunity for Master Nikki to simply observe Dominant Thomas in action 


Ironically, although Nikki was the more trained of the two, as they had matured their preferences seemed to 


have almost swapped. 


When they first met, Nikki was a Dominant who occasionally felt the urge to switch, whilst Tommy had been a 
happy submissive, who had learnt Domination purely to play Daddy when his boy needed the release. In recent 
years when they played, more often than not it was Nikki who took the submissive role, to such an extent 
that he had even suggested Tommy extend his training and earn his Master status. Daddy's reaction to that 
suggestion had been to drag him straight down into the playroom and prove once and for all that he was 
perfectly capable of providing all that his boy needed. 


The subject had never been broached again, although Nikki couldn't help the grin as memories of that day 
flicked across his mind. Determinedly pushing them aside, Nikki started pulling his Dominant persona more 


closely around him. 


Below him, he heard the shower in the guest suite running and knew that their guests were also preparing 
themselves for the upcoming events. Tommy would be monitoring them whilst he prepared the playroom, but 


only when they were safely ensconced in the hot tub would the countdown really start. 


Knowing he had time to kill, Nikki turned his attention to a project he had in mind. Lying on the bedside table 
was an eighteen-inch length of the red rope that he had removed from the coil he planned to use with Jon. 
Picking up the length, he pulled it gently from hand to hand, feeling the soft fibres where they slid through his 


fingers, contemplating his options. 


Placing the rope on the bed, Nikki walked across to the walk-in and searched through a large backpack until he 
found a roll of black tape and a small sheathed knife. Returning with his tools he picked up the rope, holding it 
in the centre and swinging it to test the weight. Moving his hand towards one side he repeated the test swings, 
repositioning his hand and trying again until he nodded in satisfaction. Quickly he used the tape and the knife to 
make two black bands around the rope, the first about three inches from one end and the second nine inches 


from the other. 


Starting at the longer end, Nikki carefully unwound the three strands that made up the rope as far as the 
black band. He then repeated the process for each of the three rope strands, straightening them out carefully 
to make a rudimentary cat-o-nine tail. Holding the rope by the central part he tested his new flogger, first in 
the air before laying it against his hand and his bare leg, judging the weight and cut of the soft rope strands. 


Turning his attention to the shorter end, he again unwound the strands to the black band, but this time he 
didn't stop at nine. Slowly and carefully he teased the separate strands apart to form a soft brush. The 
painstaking task and the repetitive movements allowed the time he needed for his mind to focus. By the time 
Master Nikki had finished and tested his new toy on his own exposed skin, his Dominant persona had firmly 
settled. 


Master Nikki stood and laid the rope on the bed, pausing briefly to admire his own workmanship when an 
errant thought crossed his mind. The brush end reminded him of a rope knot dog toy, the kind often given to 
teething puppies. It seemed rather appropriate that he had fashioned it specifically for his own new puppy. 


Without warning a previously compiled playlist kicked in, through the hidden speakers in the bedroom. Master 
Nikki knew that it would also be heard in the living room and the playroom and was a pre-arranged signal from 
Thomas, that his pet and puppy had just entered the hot tub. That was a deviation from their normal routine. 
Usually, whoever was subbing would prepare themselves and then trigger the playlist before they settled to 
wait for the Dominant to come down. Today the playlist was rather more extended to allow their playroom 


guests time to relax in the hot tub before the main event commenced. 


Master Nikki had decided that it would be best to allow these extra minutes as a concession mainly to his 
puppy's well being. Master Nikki knew that residual cramps after an enema could be mildly uncomfortable and 
usually, these were simply accepted as part and parcel of submission. Although a litle pain wouldn't distract 
from his Street Rat's experience, even possibly enhancing it, on this occasion, Master Nikki wanted his puppy to 
suffer no physical discomfort. From his own time with Mistress J and Adrian, Master Nikki knew that all the 
pain his puppy would face would likely come from the demons in his own mind and that they would probably 
manifest physically as well as mentally. If a little hot water made the events easier for him, it was worth the 


extra privileges. 


Aware that in twenty minutes Thomas would collect their submissives from the tub, Master Nikki turned to 
his own pre-scene routine. He didn't expect to be swinging any of their heavyweight toys but, nevertheless, he 
ran through a familiar series of gentle warmups and stretches in preparation. 


Although he knew that nothing spoilt a good scene more than a shitty mess of accidental bodily functions, 
unless, of course, that was your kink preference, the Master pulling a muscle and having to phone emergency 


services probably came a close second and, so far, he'd avoided both by careful preparations. 


Master Nikki finished his warmup and moved to the desk, where he'd left the make-up he intended to wear. He 
stepped up to the mirror and rimmed his eyes thickly with the soft kohl pencil. Stepping back a little to study 
his handiwork, Master Nikki pulled a face at himself in the mirror and added more, smudging it with his finger, 
repeating the process until he was happy with the result. 


These days, they didn't keep a lot of makeup but both he and Tommy would often switch things up if they 
were on duty at the clubs, depending on if they were walking the main floors amongst patrons or not. Master 
Nikki found a lip gloss with a pale red tint and smoothed it over his lips. He liked the way it made his lips stand 
out both with the gloss and the colour. 


When he was happy with his face, Master Nikki touched his collar that lay at the base of his throat. Even 
though he was Master tonight, overseeing his underling and two submissives, he still needed the visual and the 
weight to remind him that although he loved Richie, and had for a long time, it was Tommy he was in love 
with and the only person he wore the collar for. Master Nikki then added more adornment, window dressing if 


you will; longer chains, pendants around his neck and several thick silver bracelets on his wrists. 


Master Nikki had just finished when he heard Thomas escorting their guests to the playroom. Once there 
Thomas had instructions to run the two submissives through a series of breathing exercises, in an attempt to 
help them stay calm. The timing was all linked to the playlist and Master Nikki noticed that, as planned, the 


music currently playing was less driving and forceful than it had previously been 


Moving back to the bed, Master Nikki decided that it was time to dress the part. Forgoing underwear, he pulled 
on his form-fitting black leathers, soft from frequent use, leaving the leather ties loose for the moment. 
Sitting down on the bed he picked up the socks and pulled them on. He'd have preferred not to wear any, but 
one look at the heavy boots sitting on the floor beside him reminded him exactly why he had laid them out 
earlier. Next came the corset-like leather vest. It took him a few wriggles before the narrow straps felt 
comfortable, but finally, he was happy with the way the low cut leather framed and displayed his numerous 
tattoos. 


The music changed, shifting tempo to a more upbeat rhythm, the signal for Thomas to finish preparing their 
submissives. It was also Master Nikki's five-minute warning. Stepping into the large black, platformed biker 
boots, he fastened the heavy silver buckles, then stood up to tie the laces of his pants. 


Master Nikki picked up the rope toy, carefully coiling it around his hand, before sliding it out of sight into his 
back pocket. 


With one final check in the mirror, Master Nikki was ready and just in time as the pounding beat to Richard 
O'Brien's Sweet Transvestite from the Rocky Horror Picture Show began on the playlist. Master Nikki smiled 


fondly and allowed his other self a moment of flashback to events of younger days. 


Taking one last deep breath, the Master made his way quietly out of the bedroom and down the stairs to the 
first floor. He reached the hard wooden floor just in time for Brad's spoken verse and deliberately allowed his 


steps to become heavier, knowing that the occupants of the playroom would hear him approaching. 


At the top of the playroom stair, he paused once more, waiting for his cue, the start of the double chorus. 
As Tim Curry sang the immortal line /m just a Sweet Transvestite Master Nikki started the final descent into 


his domain. 


For the moment, Nikki's home was gone. This was Master Mkkis territory, his realm, his empire. And as such, 


his walk down into his created, depraved, kinky world was controlled, powerful, regal. 


Master Nikki took his time, careful to step down exactly on the beat, drawing out the moment to its fullest 
and timing the final step onto the floor to coincide with the end of the chorus. Moving to stand at the 
threshold of the playroom, the Master crossed his arms, deliberately causing the silver around his wrists to 
jangle softly and mix with the fading music piping through the room. 


So, come up to the lab 


And see what's on the slab 

| see you shiver with an-tici-pation 

But maybe the rain hs really to blame 

So Hl remove the cause But not the symptom 


Master Nikki was greeted by the sight of his underling and submissives waiting for him. On the right his new 
puppy knelt in the traditional pose, eyes determinedly fixed on the floor. Nervous tension appeared to be making 
his body somewhat more rigid than the Master would have preferred, but rather less than he had feared. 


Thomas’ breathing exercises seemed to have worked their usual magic. 


Beside his puppy, his pet was down on shoulders and knees, his wrists crossed behind his back and his head 
twisted to one side. On the sofa behind him, Thomas lounged nonchalantly, his legs crossed and bare feet 
resting in the small of his pet's back. Master Nikki knew that the apparent indolence was simply a pose; 


Thomas was on high alert, carefully monitoring the emotional state of their subs. 
"Tonight's playthings are prepared well, Thomas?" Master Nikki asked. 


Master Nikki noticed Thomas’ eyes flick to the man that was his footstool and the way his pet's jaw was 


working overtime before Thomas bore down on the man's back in warning. 


"Yes, Master," Thomas replied, shifting his feet finally, giving his human footstool a shove with a foot on his 
ass before he rose to formally greet his Master. "Bathed, evacuated, calmed as requested," he stated. 


is agor, nowever, doesn'T seem To understa e rules. 
"This agóri h doesr't seem to understand the rules." 


"Really?!" the Master asked, rhetorically, looking down at the errant sub, whose guilty eyes met his own. 
Master Nikki lazily quirked his eyebrow, easily guessing the probable root of the insubordinate behaviour, and 
his pet's gaze quickly returned to the floor. Turning his attention back to his underling, Master Nikki gave his 
first instruction of the night, "You know what to do, Thomas." 


"Yes, Master," Thomas replied, inclining his head respectfully, treading the fine line between Dominant and 
submissive. Whatever roles they might choose to adopt in this room on occasion, there was no doubt, in either 


mind, as to who was the Master tonight. 


"Agóri, come," Thomas barked, striding confidently to the platform leaving their pet to rise to his hands and 
knees and obediently crawl after him. As he passed by his feet, Master Nikki was sorely tempted to add his 
own booted reprimand to his pet's ass but he refrained. Instead, he gathered his Dominant persona around him 


and turned to consider his new puppy. 


Master Nikki slowly walked around the novice sub, noting that although his initial positioning had clearly been 
good his stiff muscles were spoiling the overall effect. Resting his hand in the blond locks, he could feel the 


pup's anxiety as he almost vibrated in place. Crouching down Master Nikki lifted the clenched jaw and met his 


puppy's uncertain gaze. 


"Welcome to our playroom, puppy," he spoke quietly, not wanting to frighten his sub more than he already was. 
‘I'm pleased, Pup, very pleased and somewhat surprised at your form. You've listened to Thomas closely. You're 
not quite perfect but for a first time submissive in a formal setting, you've done very well" Nikki cupped his 
puppy's face, caressing the cheek in his palm as a soothing reward before lifting his chin to straighten his 


spine. "Relax a little, puppy, relax those shoulders and you'll find you're more comfortable." 


He moved around the kneeling man, running his hands down his back, readjusting and soothing with each touch, 
down his arms, pulling his eloows back slightly before following his puppy's furred forearms down to his hands, 
stroking them to release the tension a little further. 


He nudged his legs open wider and said, "Always as wide as possible, puppy. Consider your legs and hands as the 
framework around a beautiful work of art," Master Nikki crouched in front of his puppy and skimmed his 
fingers over the cock that was standing proudly now, from the nest of curls between his sub's legs. He took 
the sac in his palm, rolled the balls against the body they dangled from and purred, "These are magnificent." 
With a sharp tug downward, not too hard but definitely not gentle either, Master Nikki rose back into a 


standing position. 


"This evening is not about physical pain for you, pup, although that does not mean it will be easy. Remember 
your traffic lights. | will not be unhappy with you if you call yellow or red at any point. | will 

be extremely displeased if you fail to make that call when you need to." Master Nikki paused to make certain 
that his puppy had completely understood his last statement before asking, "Now, puppy, what colour?" 


"G-green, Master," his puppy replied. 
Slowly the Master rose to his full height, deliberately towering over his kneeling sub. 


“Turn round, puppy. Kneel facing the couch," he ordered in his more usual tone, as he turned and walked over 
to the bed, ensuring that his chains rattled as he moved. He took his time picking up the rope and simply 
holding it, well aware that with ageing knees there was no truly elegant way to turn around in a kneeling 
position, especially after any length of time on said knees. He waited for a few moments, allowing his puppy to 
present himself with as much composure as he was able. Once the shuffling sounds behind him had stopped, 


Master Nikki stepped over to the stand and took the camera from it where Thomas had left it. 


Returning to his puppy's side, Master Nikki made one more deliberate circuit of the kneeling sub, studying his 
posture, which was almost perfect. As he circled, he took numerous photos, mementos for them all and as a 
study for his submissive for next time, should there be one, to show what could have been done better. 


Master Nikki didn't want to risk what remaining self-confidence his puppy had for the sake of any tiny errors. 


Satisfied, for now, the Master returned the camera before sitting on the couch in front of his sub, legs 
spread wide, holding the rope in one hand. He knew his puppy had seen the red coil, despite his eyes being 


lowered, when his breathing stuttered briefly before returning to its controlled cadence. 


"Look at me, pup," he ordered quietly and waited for his puppy to raise his eyes. "New rule. You may look at 


me or you may look at your hands, nowhere else, until | tell you otherwise. Do you understand?" 
"Yes, Master." 


"Hold out your hands, palm up," Master Nikki instructed and waited for his sub to comply. "Now eyes on me." 
Once his sub had met his eyes, the Master pulled a couple of coils of rope loose from the hank. Still holding his 
subs nervous gaze he laid the rope across the palms of the raised hands, hearing the intake of breath as the 
soft fibres made contact. "Look at your hands," he instructed. 


As the Master watched his puppy looked down and visibly stiffened a little. "Look at it, pup. It's a rope, that's 
all it is. It will not harm you." Slowly he slid the length of rope from side to side across the open palms several 
times. "It will not burn. It will not confine. It will not threaten" Stilling his hands once more, Master Nikki gave 
his puppy a few more seconds before he gently released his grip, leaving the rope solely supported by his 
sub's open hands. 


Seeing his sub's hands start to tremble slightly, though whether due to muscle fatigue or apprehension he 
wasn't sure, Master Nikki placed his hands under his sub's fingers. "Eyes on me again,’ he said. It took a few 
moments, but once he was certain he had his puppy's attention he asked, "What colour, puppy?" 

His sub swallowed hard, but answered clearly, "Green, Master." 

"Good. Now, close your fingers." Master Nikki felt the sudden tension in his sub's hands. Keeping his left hand 
under his puppy's right, he used his own right to ease the semi-rigid fingers closed, before moving to do the 
same for the other hand, all the while maintaining contact with the slightly wild sapphire gaze. Lightly holding 


the fingers closed, he continued, "Look at your hands, pup. Tell me what you see." 


His sub looked down and his breath hitched, but he began speaking, "I see.rope. My hands..holding rope, Master. 
And your hands..holding mine." 


"Very good, puppy,” the Master praised. "How does that make you feel?" 
"A little.scared? But your hands help, Master.” 
"Why? It's just a rope." 


It's..different, Master. Not like a rope I'd use in Rosie's or around the house." His sub looked up again and 


continued, ‘It's a rope meant to tie people oror me." 


"Indeed it is," Master Nikki avered. "Bought especially for that purpose." 


"I know, Master," his sub mumbled, returning his gaze to their hands. "That's why it frightens me." 


"It isn't the rope you need to fear, puppy. People, no, not people, monsters are the ones who hurt you..and 
those monsters are dead and gone. They can never hurt you again" Master Nikki, paused leaning back slightly 
to judge his sub's level of discomfort. 


In his peripheral vision, he saw Thomas walking back to where his pet knelt. In his hand, Thomas carried one of 
the thick leather laces that they often used as makeshift cockrings and in his back pocket Master Nikki saw 
the newly purchased flogger that Thomas had been excited to try on his agóri. 


Returning his full attention to the submissive in front of him, Master Nikki decided that his puppy was ready 
to take the next step. 


"Open your hands, puppy," he ordered, removing the rope from his sub's hands, "Now relax them back onto 
your thighs." His puppy dropped his hands, his eyes following them down. Seeing how tense he still was Nikki 
rose and walked around to stand behind him. He ran his hands down the tight arm muscles, massaging gently to 
encourage blood flow. "Raise your shoulders," he instructed. "Good, now drop them. And again.drop." Confident 


that his sub was in no serious physical discomfort, Nikki returned to his place on the couch. 


"I'd like to step up to the next stage, puppy. | think you're ready. I'd like to try wrapping the rope around your 


hand and wrist." 


His puppy's wide blue eyes shot up and met Master Nikki's calm green ones. "But.l..it's..." he trailed off. Master 
Nikki raised his eyebrow and waited. Realising his mistake his puppy swallowed. "I'm sorry, Master.” 


Master Nikki inclined his head, acknowledging the apology. "Do you trust me, puppy?" 
"Yes, Master." 
"Then trust me now, puppy. | will not hurt you or allow you to come to any harm. | wil wrap your hands and 


wrists in rope but | will not tie it. You will always be in control and if you open your hands the rope will fall 


away. Do you understand?" 
"Yes, Master." 


"If you need to drop the rope, do so. Do not wait to ask. Do not wait to call yellow or red. Just let go. Is that 
understood?" 


"Yes, Master." 
"What colour, puppy?" 


It took a couple of seconds, but his puppy's voice was steady when he replied, "Green, Master.’ 


Master Nikki nodded and picked up the end of the rope. "Raise your right hand, palm up." Once again Master 
Nikki laid the rope across his puppy's palm. Leaving the loose end beside the little finger he put the rope 
between the first finger and thumb. "Close your thumb," he instructed. Once his sub had complied he wound 
the rope diagonally across the back of the hand, around the front of the wrist, back behind the hand and once 
more across the palm, forming a figure of eight. "Open your thumb again" Nikki finished the binding by putting 
the long end of the rope between the thumb and first finger. "Now make a fist." 


When his puppy had complied, Master Nikki carefully tested the tension, inserting two figures under the rope, 
ensuring that it would neither slip nor be too tight. Looking up he noticed that his sub was staring fixedly at 
his hand, body almost rigid, although, conversely, his cock now lay flaccid, fear clearly getting the better of his 
desires. In addition, his breathing was quicker and shallower than the Master would prefer. 


"Breathe, puppy," he intoned, taking hold of the loose fist and gently rubbing the knuckles with his fingers. When 
there was no immediate improvement, he decided to employ Thomas’ breathing technique to calm his puppy. "In 
for five, out for five. Let the breath centre you. In, one, two, three, four, five, and out, one, two..” It took a 


couple of minutes, but eventually, his sub looked up. 
"Thank you, Master." His submissive wet his lips nervously. 


"Well done, puppy," he praised and was pleased to see more of the tension disperse. "Now, I'll show you how 
this works. See the ropes cross at the back, just like a figure eight, and if | hold the loose end up, the binding 
works as though you are simply holding onto the rope." His puppy followed his Master's description intently, 
studying the construction. When the Master then took up the slack and raised the rope, his hand automatically 


followed until it was almost in front of his eyes. 


"| promised that you would always be able to escape. Now release your grip and twist your wrist towards you 


and then away." The younger man followed the steps exactly and as promised the red bindings dropped free. 
"Woah..that's." he trailed off, staring at his now bare hand. 


Once more the Master let the minor indiscretion go, knowing that at this moment using the correct form of 


address was the last thing on his puppy's mind. 


"Left hand now," he ordered, and quickly but carefully repeated the binding process, allowing his sub to watch 
what was happening. He applied a small amount of tension and asked, "Do you want to test the release?" 


"No Master," his puppy replied immediately, still twisting his wrist studying the red binding. "May | touch, 


Master?" 


"You may, puppy,’ Master Nikki replied, moving slightly to maintain the tension. He watched as his sub brought 
his right hand up and ran his fingers along the soft strands of rope. 


"Do you want to try both at the same time?" he asked. 


His sub stopped his investigation and froze in position For a long moment, nothing happened, then he took a 


breath and held out his right hand. "Yes, Master." 


"Very good, puppy,” the Master praised as he picked up the other end of the rope and swiftly rebound his 
sub's hand. When he'd completed the process he brought the two loose ends together and held them in one 
hand, four inches above his sub's fists. The younger man's hands naturally came together at the wrists, the 
bindings looking, for all intent and purposes, like a set of hanging cuffs. 


Master Nikki lifted his hand a notch higher, raising his puppy's hands to his eye level again. He ran his other 
hand over the forearms in front of him, feeling the tension in the tight muscles, as his sub stared intently at 


the bonds. 
"What colour, puppy?" This answer was going to be crucial. 
"Hmmm..Green, Master," came the somewhat distracted reply. 


Deciding to step it up just a little, the Master stood up and raised his sub's hands until they were slightly 
above his head. Surprisingly, once the bonds were lifted out of his direct line of sight, his puppy seemed to 
relax a fraction, with a twist to the old adage out of sight, out of mind being appropriate at this point. 


Keeping the rope tension constant, the Master walked around his sub, stroking and gently massaging the still 
tight muscles. "That's it, puppy," Master Nikki crooned as he smoothed his free hand over the younger man's 


shoulders. "I've got you. You're safe. You're loved." 


Using only his fingers the Master teased the soft skin of his neck, somewhat constrained by keeping the rope 
taut in one hand, sifted his fingers through the hair at the nape and soothed muscles until his sub was 
breathing easily and almost purring under his touch. 


Master Nikki kept a close watch on the younger man, noticing that as the rest of his body relaxed into his 
bondage, one part of him had regained most of its former rigidity and stood proudly erect between the spread 
thighs. "Beautiful," Master Nikki breathed as he considered the man at his feet. "Just beautiful. If you could 
see what | see right now," he murmured, almost to himself. He flicked a look over to the camera and made a 


quick decision 


"Here's a training exercise for you, puppy," Master Nikki said, relaxing his hold on the rope temporarily. "l 
expect you to hold this position until | say so. Do you understand?" 


Jon frowned quickly but nodded and answered in the affirmative, "Yes, Master." 


Master Nikki hummed in acknowledgement before looping the slack end of the rope around Jon's neck, leaving it 


open at the front. He bent to adjust the positioning, bright red slashes against pale skin, down his puppy's 


furred belly so that the final loop of rope was nestled beneath his cock and balls. He stood and circled his 


submissive, who was shifting slightly, nervous, but basically holding his stance. 


Master Nikki chuckled darkly at the sight of the red rope binding his puppy's hands, trailing up one arm and 
down his back only to loop over the opposing shoulder and back down to his genitals like some erotic 
rollercoaster for his daughter's Lego figurines. He grabbed the camera and shifted the controls to the video 
setting before starting the recording. He didn't need to do a commentary as the music, groans and broken 


pieces of comments from the other side of the room provided all the necessary soundtrack. 


With a self-satisfied smirk, Master Nikki placed the camera back absently as he made a mental note to have 
a movie night before their guests left. He approached his submissive and retrieved the rope ends from around 


his body. 


"Very well done, puppy," he praised. "I know that wasn't easy but you have pleased me greatly with your self- 


control. Relax for a moment." 


With a final ruffle of the blonde hair, the Master allowed his puppy's hands to lower, although he continued to 


hold the loose ropes. 


"Thank you, Master," Jon replied with what sounded like a combination of released nervous breath and a sigh of 


gratitude. 


Dropping back onto the edge of the couch, Master Nikki cupped his puppy's chin and lifted his head. Clear blue 


eyes met his own and his hand was nuzzled gently. 


"Good, puppy,” he said, as he stroked his thumb along the freshly shaved jawline. "You have done very well. l'm 
proud of you." 


"Thank you, Master," his sub gave an embarrassed smile and briefly dropped his gaze. 


Master Nikki tapped his fingers on his puppy's cheek When he had eye contact again he said, "I think it's time 
to continue this somewhere more comfortable?" He had to stifle a grin when the younger man's face lit up and 
briefly flashed a glance to the couch on which his Master sat. "Yes, this old couch is comfortable," Master 
Nikki said, reading his puppy's face easily, "but | think the bed would be better. So much more room for me 

to play," he quirked his eyebrow, "with my puppy." 


Dropping the rope and standing up, the Master bent to offer his hands. He fully expected his puppy to release 
the bonds, but to his surprise, still clenched fists were held up. Master Nikki reached one hand around each of 
the offered wrists and helped his sub to his feet. Stiffly at first, the younger man stretched cramped muscles 
and Master Nikki continued to offer his support until the rather wobbly legs were capable of supporting 
weight. 


"Thank you, Master," his puppy acknowledged his help. 


Interested to see the reaction, Master Nikki picked up the dropped ropes and gave a gentle tug in the direction 
of the bed. Once again his puppy did not release his grip but took a small step in the direction of the pull. 


"What colour, puppy?" he checked, although he was fairly certain of the answer. 
"Green, Master," came the immediate reply. 

"Eyes down, follow me." 

"Yes, Master." 


Master Nikki turned and in doing so observed that Thomas was raising his new flogger. He watched as the 
strike landed, judging from the intensity that they were just getting started. His guess was confirmed when he 
heard his pet start the count. Reassured that the other occupants of the playroom were gainfully occupied he 
tugged on the ropes again and led his puppy across the room. 


"Come, puppy," Master Nikki urged as his submissive jolted slightly, felt through the rope that bound them 
together. 


Reaching the bottom of the bed, where Thomas had pulled back the top covers, Master Nikki allowed the rope 
to fall to the ground. 


"On the bed, puppy." The Master was pleasantly surprised when his sub didn't drop the ropes as he complied. 
Instead, he stepped to the side of the bed and crawled awkwardly into the middle, dragging the short length of 
rope behind him. It wasn't the quickest or most graceful manoeuvre of all time, but eventually, his puppy 
settled down on his knees in the traditional wait position. 


"Well done, puppy," Master Nikki praised as he strode over to the kitchen, boot heels clicking and buckles 
jangling with every step. Pulling a bottle of water out of the cooler, he returned to the bed, popped up the 
retractable straw and held it out in front of the younger man. "Drink" 


His sub leaned forward and took several large sips before relaxing back onto his heels again. “Thank you, 


Master," he said. 
Master Nikki took the bottle and placed it into the bottle size hole built into the side of the bed. Years of use 
had led them to discover that having bottle holders strategically placed around the room saved forever 


running back and forth to the cooler mid-scene. 


"Okay puppy, lie down, on your back," he instructed and watched as his sub wriggled into the requested position, 
finishing with his tightly clenched fists resting nervously on his lower stomach. 


"Very good, little one," Master Nikki praised. 


Master Nikki took his time as he walked around the bed, viewing the anxious sub from every direction and 
planning out his next move. Although he would use the ropes to simulate restraints, he wanted his puppy to 
still be confronted by the slash of red around his wrists; almost like submersion therapy. 


He lifted each hand, gently caressing the still closed fingers and laid them out on the bed at waist height, all 
the while murmuring praises, positioning them and adjusting them so that the release movement was still 


easi ly achieved. 


He picked up the loose length of the rope and moved it over the headboard of the bed to form a square of 
sorts with the rope, between his puppy's wrists and the headboard. He tightened it slowly, preventing his puppy 
from lowering his arms to his side or over his body but allowing the freedom to move them above his head, 
at will, on the mattress. Master Nikki needed him to be able to see the rope at all times. 


"Move your hands up in front of your face, puppy," he instructed. The younger man tried to do so, tugging on 
his wrist bindings in the effort. 


"Easy now," Master Nikki said, adjusting the tautness of the rope until he was happy with the result. 


He sat down on the side of the bed, laying his palm in the middle of the man's chest and gave his sub a visual 
and physical wellbeing check. The pounding beneath his palm gave away his puppy's panic, as did the bellowing of 
his chest and the noticeable flagging in his erection. Small whimpers were escaping the tightly clenched jaw. 


"Look at me, puppy," Master Nikki said as the sapphire eyes darted around, following the rope from his wrists 
to behind the bed as far as his head would go. "Breathe. Be in the moment. We have time." Master Nikki moved 
his hand slowly downward, over the softly furred belly, rubbing tiny circles with his fingertips through the 


hair. 


The Master continued his ministrations, all the while gently stroking and quietly praising his sub as if he 
actually were the skittish stallion he currently resembled. Slowly but surely the whimpers were declining and 
his sub was beginning to relax again in his bonds. Behind him, he could hear Thomas rhythmically swinging the 
flogger and his Street Rat's increasingly breathless counting. When there was a sudden pause, he glanced 


across to observe their progress, just in time to see his old pet earn Thomas’ wrath. 


"Agori! Your attention is wanting again" Thomas barked as he moved to stand behind the kneeling sub. "One 


more look and | will blindfold you." 
"Yes, Sir. l'm sorry, Sir." 


Master Nikki easily guessed where his Street Rat's attention had been drawn and why. His puppy's distressed 
whimpers had no doubt been loud enough to be heard on the other side of the room. He had known from the 
start that this would potentially be a problem, given how closely attuned the two lovers were, hence his 


decision to hand his somewhat more experienced ex-lover over to Thomas for the session 


Returning his full attention to the bed, Master Nikki was pleased to note that his sub had regained most of his 
composure. He was breathing slowly and carefully through his mouth and was calmly watching his Master's 
hands as they continued to explore the expanse of skin laid out so enticingly. 


"Puppy," he called softly and waited until the younger man's gaze met his own again. "What colour, puppy?" 
"Y-yellow, Master," his sub gasped. 


we 


Chapter Six 


Author's Notes: 
Happy weekend, everyone! 


Hope your week has been smooth-sailing or at least a gentle ebb and flow? 
| want to thank you all for all your amazing comments! | know | still have a couple to reply to but just know 


that we read every single one and Esayel and | are amazed at the nuances you all pick up on, some of which 


we don't even see. 

So, from both of us, thank you Ov 

| know | was mean, last week, with the cliff-hanger of Jon calling yellow..so let's see what happens, shall we? 
Enjoy, my lovelies! 
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Chapter 6 
Lee-Sixx Playroom 


Nikki POV 


"Puppy," he called softly and waited until the younger man's gaze met his own again. "What colour, puppy?" 
"Y-yellow, Master," his sub gasped. 


Instantly on full alert, Master Nikki quickly suppressed a flash of disappointment. The call didn't totally surprise 
him but he had begun to hope that his puppy would be able to make it through the full scene. 


"Understood yellow, Jon," he acknowledged, reaching for the nearest wrist. "Do you need help getting those 
ropes off?" 


"No! Nol" the younger man shook his head frantically and held onto his ropes even tighter. "W-water, Master. 
Need a drink," he rasped. 


The relief that flooded Master Nikki almost cost him his Dominant persona. He brushed the damp hair off his 
subs brow and caressed his cheek with one hand whilst reaching out to grab the water bottle from its bedside 


holder with the other. 


"Well done, puppy. I'm so proud of you," he praised. "Turn your head towards me and sip slowly. You can have 


as much water as you want so don't rush. We don't need you trying to drown yourself" 


Carefully he placed the top of the pop-up straw into the waiting mouth and held it steady as the younger man 
took a few short sips and greedily gulped them down. Taking a larger mouthful, his sub pulled back a bit and 
shook his head gently from side to side, clearly moistening his dry mouth before swallowing gratefully again. 


In truth, the Master had been about to offer water, aware that the borderline hyperventilation would have 
dried his sub's mouth. The fact that his puppy had called yellow before he had the chance only sufficed to 


increase his confidence that they would be able to play the scene to its end. 


As with all novice subs, there had been a concern that his puppy wouldn't call until things had already passed 
the critical point and a red was necessary. That outcome had been a distinct possibility, especially with his 
puppy's history. The Master's greatest fear was pushing his puppy into calling red and that his attempt to 


overcome some of his sub's issues might only succeed in making things worse in the long run. 


"More?" he asked, not surprised when his puppy nodded and opened his mouth one more time. Another large 
mouthful was swilled around before being swallowed. 


“That's enough. Thank you, Master," his puppy smiled, his voice sounding more normal. 
"Well done, puppy," Master Nikki returned the smile and carded his fingers through his sub's hair. "I know | told 
you | would be displeased if you didn't call.but did | mention you would be rewarded if you did? | have 


something very special for you." 


As he spoke Master Nikki put the now redundant water bottle back into the holder and reached into his back 
pocket, pulling out the rope toy he had made. 


From the podium on the other side of the room came the sudden thwack of a flogger followed by a loud cry 
and hiss of pain. 


"Seventeen.sir," the unmistakable voice of his Street Rat snarled 


"Richie," his puppy gasped and tried to sit up, momentarily forgetting his bonds until the restriction stopped 
him partway. 


"Puppy!" Master Nikki admonished. 
"But." 
Thwack. "Eighteen, Sir," the familiar voice ground out again. 


Master Nikki gently pushed the younger man down with one hand and held his gaze as the flogging continued 
unabated. 


"Do no t worry about them, puppy! Your attention should be on me." 
"But he's hurting him." 
Thwack. "Nineteen, Sir." 


"Yes, he is. Thomas is enjoying his new toy..as is my Street Rat," Master Nikki reassured. "At least if the size 
of that erection is anything to gauge by. Your concern is understandable, but not necessary. Thomas is 
taking very good care of your lover. You need to concentrate on me..and what | intend to do with this." Master 


Nikki brought the rope toy out from behind his back and held it in his fist, allowing the two ends to swing 


freely. His sub stared at it, seemingly unable to look away. 


"| made this, especially for you," the Master continued, as he used his free hand to stroke the two ends, 
running his fingers through the loose strands. "| promised you that | would use only my hands and the rope. 


l'm wondering just how close to the edge | can push you with this. Shall we find out?" 
His sub gulped hard before answering, "Yes please, Master." 


"Good answer!" Master Nikki replied. Carefully he wrapped the makeshift cat-o-nine tails around his hand 
leaving the shorter soft brush free. Blue eyes flew wide at the sight of it and Master Nikki hushed him as he 
slowly lowered the tendrils of fibre to his puppy's forehead and brushed it over from the furthest side to 


closest. 


"See, puppy?! Nothing to be fearful of," he said as he brushed his face with the bespoke implement. Master 
made sure that every piece of skin had been touched with light, consistent pressure to awaken the nerve 


endings, including carefully over his closed eyes, mouth and ears before moving on. 


Master swept his puppy's neck which was starting to dampen with a light sheen of sweat, down from beneath 
his ears and over the shoulders to the bulge of taut biceps and forearms, making sure that he'd touched each 
place at least twice. He noted that the younger man still held firmly to the rope even though he'd started to 
move restlessly against the bedding. 


"Colour?" 


"Mmm..." Jon hummed, "green, Master." 


"Good," Master Nikki nodded as he swept the brush down the underside of the closest arm, through the 
thatch of hair in the pit and down the bound man's side, taking pleasure in observing the muscles twitch and 
bunch as the soft tendrils of the brush touched erogenous zones, repeating the same exercise of the other 


side until his puppy was shifting slightly, seeking more. 


The younger man cried out softly when Master Nikki swirled the ends over the hard nubs of his nipples and 
through the thick mat of chest hair that had started to grey significantly. He followed the same repetitive 


actions until the once-flagging shaft was now standing fully erect again 


Down over the soft little pooch of his lower belly and hips, avoiding the obviously insistent cock, Master Nikki 
continued with his pleasure-pain over the writhing man's body, spending long moments on the areas that 


garnered the best reactions. 


"So responsive,” Master murmured, bending to anoint his submissive with kisses over the places he'd teased 


mercilessly with the rope fibres. "Colour, puppy?" 
"G-green, Master,” Jon replied as he tugged on the ropes in frustration. 
It was time to up the ante and he placed one buckled boot on the edge of the bed where his puppy had just 


turned his head to see them. He unbuckled them slowly, watching the younger man's chest bellow with each pin 


release. 


"Do you know what this means, puppy?" Master Nikki asked, pulling on the bow that held the laces closed. 


The zip of the laces as he pulled them free of the eyelets was a lovely echo to the swish of the lash 
happening on the other side of the room, eventually freeing one foot from the heavy leather. 


Jon panted, shaking his head. "N-no, Master." 


He placed the other foot on the bed and repeated the process, a little quicker this time. "It means, litte one, 
that things," Master Nikki explained as he pulled the last of the laces free from their holes, "are going to get 
real from now on" His boot hit the ground and Nikki slid his fingers into the top of his sock and pushed it down 
his foot, one then the other, taking the time to roll them together and place them into the top of a boot, 
deliberately drawing out the anticipation 


Master Nikki strode to the end of the bed, the blue eyes following his every move as his puppy raised his 
head from the pillow to look down his body. 


"Spread your legs, puppy," he instructed, grabbing the camera from the stand again and waiting until his orders 
were followed. "Wider. Bend your knees," he said as he took one large step up onto the mattress between the 
spread legs. 


" Fuck ," Nikki murmured to himself, breaking momentarily from his alter-ego, at the sight before him and 
bringing the camera to his face, focussing the lens on the man in front of him, he depressed the button to 
take a burst of photos, altering the focus again and repeating the shutter press. 


Checking the results in the small screen on the back of the camera, revealed a man on the edge of teetering 
into subspace. With a satisfied nod of his head, Master Nikki hung the camera from a hook on the end of the 
bed before kneeling down. He moved over Jon's prone body, allowing slight touches of his own to his softly- 
whimpering sub's as he reached for the length of double-ended rope toy where he left it near the top of the 
bed, placing it between his teeth like an obscenely malformed mouth, the red of the rope being the lips. 


Master Nikki settled himself comfortably on his knees, adjusting his own heavily erect cock within the confines 
of his leather pants, and ran his hands up from his puppy's ankles, through the crisp hair of his legs, feeling it 
becoming more sparse the higher he went. He continued down the soft inner thigh, leaving pretty red stripes 
with his fingernails on the pale flesh. Jon tried to close his legs at the teasing touch. 


"No!" Master Nikki admonished harshly after ripping the rope from his teeth, sharply slapping at the tender 
flesh. "They stay open until | say so, puppy. Otherwise, you will not find your release tonight. Do you 
understand me?" 


"Yes, Master. I'm sorry, Master." The reply was ground out through clenched teeth before he blew out a huff 


of breath and visibly relaxed somewhat. 


When Master Nikki was happy with how the younger man had relaxed, he retrieved the rope from where it lay 
between his legs with one hand while the other maintained contact with his puppy, edging ever closer to those 
heavy balls that retracted up against Jon's body, seeking to empty themselves. 


With the first touch of the brush along the underside of his puppy's eager cock, the bound man was 
vocalising; a mixture of soft pleas, moans and hitched breaths. Alternating between the brush and his hands, 
Master Nikki continued to bring his submissive closer and closer to the tipping point. 


Although he was busy discovering just how loudly he could get his puppy to moan, Master Nikki became aware 
that behind him the sound of flogging had ceased and that Thomas was collecting additional toys from their 
plentiful supply. 


"Agóri," Thomas snapped suddenly, stalking back to his apparently misbehaving sub. 


Never stopping the slow tickling of the brush, Master Nikki glanced across and saw Thomas dropping several 
items on the podium before yanking his Street Rat's head back. 


"Willful disobedience, yet again. You were told not to look that way so now," Thomas snapped a tie-on blindfold 
in his sub's face. "So now you won't see anything at all until I'm finished” 


It seems your lover is determined to test Thomas' resolve," Master Nikki commented casually to his own 


squirming sub. Leaning close he whispered, "Trust me..he won't win, as | know all too well." 


The Master was pleased to note that far from reducing his puppy's arousal, his words only seemed to 


increase the younger man's desperate writhing. 


"How about we step this up another notch?" he asked, changing his grip to free the lightweight flogger and 
making a few test swings. He noted that his puppy's eyes were glued to the tails as they made red arcs in the 
air. "What colour, puppy?" 


‘Green, Master," came the almost desperate reply. 


"Very well, puppy. Shall we begin?" Master Nikki raised the flogger and sent the first blow flying onto virgin 
flesh. Admiring the way his puppy's skin began to redden he launched the next couple of strokes, careful to 
keep the intensity at a level his novice sub would be able to handle. His intention wasn't to cause any pain, just 
to light up the nerve endings until the skin was almost unbearably sensitive, without bringing his sub too close 
to orgasm. Although he was sure that the younger man would previously have been edged by his lover, that 
was not part of his plan for the scene. What Master Nikki hoped was for his puppy to drop far enough to try 


one final position, before granting him release. 


A desperate but appreciative moan from the other side of the room reached his ears. Obviously, Thomas was 


enjoying his playtime with his Street Rat. 


Master Nikki continued the gentle flogging, constantly monitoring the younger man and keeping the torment 
more sensation than pain. It wasn't too long before the sapphire eyes started to lose their focus and glaze 


over and it seemed his puppy had finally slipped into subspace. 


Master Nikki paused, waiting to see how his sub reacted to the interruption and was momentarily confused by 
the distinct aroma of cherry. A look over at the other side of the room quickly offered the explanation 
Thomas was just kneeling down to offer water to his Street Rat who was down on his hands and knees, 
blindfolded, with the base of a large butt plug clearly visible in the crack of his ass. A bottle of cherry red 
Enslaved brand lube lay abandoned on the edge of the podium. Clearly, Thomas and his new agori had chosen 
that together, although the Master had to wonder why that particular flavour. He'd need to remember to ask 
his Street Rat about that afterwards. 


Sensing the observation, Thomas looked up and met his Master's eyes. Without interrupting his sub's much- 


needed refreshment, he silently held up his chosen tool and raised his eyebrow in question 


Master Nikki almost smiled at his choice, a large wooden paddle, wide through the body and smooth, it would 
cause a beautiful blush to the skin without breaking it, unlike Daddy's favourite punishment implement. He and 
Thomas had discussed many possibilities and eventualities for this session, one of which was that his Street 
Rat would resist the drop into subspace, be it consciously or not. It would appear that was exactly what was 


happening if Thomas was asking permission to take things up to the next level. 


Without leaving his puppy's side, Master Nikki looked his Street Rat over. Sweating heavily, his skin was a deep 
shade of pink crisscrossed with darker red stripes. The leather-bound cock throbbed with every breath and 
the plug in his ass moved as his muscles clenched around it seeking greater stimulation Satisfied that his 


oldest pet was in good condition to continue, the Master nodded his head in agreement. 


Returning his full attention to his own sub, he assessed the younger man again Lax muscles relaxed into their 
bondage, shallow but unpanicked breathing and a slightly tearful, glassy gaze, which followed his movements, 


were all indicators of a sub who had successfully made the drop into subspace. 


The realisation sent a rush of pride and gratitude through him. Pride in his puppy who had overcome so many 
of his personal demons to reach that state, pride in himself that he had been the one to lead him there and 
immense gratitude that his puppy had been able to grant him that level of trust. 


Although they had promised their guests that they would always have the option to safeword, Master Nikki 
knew that once in subspace there was a risk that a sub would not remember or be able to, or even worse 
might agree to something that they normally wouldn't. It was the reason that scenes were negotiated and 


limits agreed upon beforehand. 


This particular session was unusual in that, although they had discussed which actions were a hard no, they 
had not discussed the specifics of the scene. There were several reasons for this. Firstly the Master hadn't 
known exactly how far he would be able to push his puppy and, in consultation with Mistress J, he had made 


several plans to allow him to switch tracks quickly if his sub approached his limits. Furthermore, not knowing 


what the plans were in advance meant that if Master Nikki did have to curtail the scene, his sub would not be 
aware and so would not be disappointed in either himself or his Master. The final reason was more simple; 
what his puppy hadn't known about, he hadn't been able to worry about. 


Now, with his novice sub floating in the bliss of subspace, Master Nikki appreciated the precious gift he had 
been granted all the more. 


"Puppy, look at me," he said, garnering the younger man's attention, such as it was. "I'm going to release your 


hands now, okay?" 
His puppy shook his head. "No..no. Please, Master..need..need..” 


‘Its okay, puppy," he reassured as he reached for the first binding. "Trust me. I'm gonna make you feel so 
good." Carefully he unwrapped the rope, soothing the exposed red marks on the palm with his thumbs. 
Although he had been very careful not to tighten the binding, it appeared that his sub had been gripping the 
rope so tightly that it had left a lasting impression, minor abrasions in the flesh. Satisfied that there was no 
real damage he placed the hand on the younger man's stomach. He repeated the process with the other hand 
and then quickly assessed his options. 


Clearly, his sub was beyond following even simple instructions unassisted. 


"Sit up, puppy." Master Nikki held the younger man's hands and pulled him up to a sitting position. "On your 
knees," he ordered and helped his sub as he shuffled his legs underneath him and found his balance. Keeping 
one hand in contact at all times, he reached for the water bottle and offered it. "Drink, puppy.” 


A few sips later his sub nodded and said, "Thank you, Master." 


Master Nikki replaced the bottle and then spoke quietly to his sub. "We're almost finished, Puppy. I'm going to 
put you on your hands and knees and then rope you one last time. | will need to tie the rope, but I'll use a 
quick-release knot and I'll give you the end of the rope to pull if you need to." 


The younger man stiffened slightly at the thought of tying the rope, but relaxed again when the quick release 
was mentioned. Master Nikki was aware that his sub was no longer fully coherent but, even so, he asked, 


"Colour, puppy?" 
"Green, Master," his sub replied, a little dreamily. 


"Okay, lean forward, pup, and place your hands on the bed. Good. Elbows down..now, slide them back to your 
knees. That's it, perfect. Well done." Leaving his sub in position for a few moments, Master Nikki freed the rope 
from the bedhead and moved to kneel beside the bowed man. Gently he threaded the soft strand once around 
the back of his sub's knees and the inside of his elbows. Bringing the ends to the front he tied a knot that 


would easily pull loose and placed the short end into the now empty hand. 


"Hold that puppy," he instructed. "If you need to, pull and the rope will come loose." 
"Yes, Master," was the mumbled reply. 


Master Nikki moved to the end of the bed and pulled the camera off the hook. Walking slowly around the bed 
he took another set of photos of his bound sub and then a short video. He suspected that his puppy might not 
fully remember these events and he wanted to have evidence to prove what he had achieved. When finished 


he replaced the camera and moved to stand at the foot of the bed in front of his sub. 


"Look at me, puppy." Once the younger man looked up the Master reached for the lace of his leathers and 
carefully pulled open the bow. Taking his time, he unthreaded each eyelet, exposing more of his constrained 


girth to the hungry gaze. 
"Fuck me, Master. Please," his sub moaned. 


"Soon, puppy. Soon," he smiled. Pulling the last of the laces free, he pushed the plackets wide open, allowing the 
bound man his first sight of the fully engorged member. Reaching down he stroked himself slowly, enjoying a 


few moments of self-pleasure whilst teasing his sub at the same time. 


The Master turned his back to the bed, moved his hands to either side of the waistband of his leathers and, 
in a move that wouldn't have looked out of place in the Cathouse, pushed them slowly down his muscular legs. 
He pulled his feet free of the confining leather and turned back to see his sub's gaze, now glued to his 


throbbing erection 
"Please, Master. Fuck me," he begged. "Please..dear god, please?!" 


‘It will be my pleasure," the Master promised as he collected a bottle of lube from the rack on the bed, 


crawled onto the mattress and positioned himself on his knees behind his progressively more needy sub. 


He leaned forward, used his hands to pull the fleshy cheeks apart and blew on the still tightly closed pucker. 
Under his hands, the shuddering body was seemingly uncertain as to whether to push back into or pull away 


from the frustratingly limited stimulation. 
"More, Master," Jon whined pitifully. "Please, Master. Mmm..more, more, more..” 


"So greedy, puppy," Master Nikki intoned. "And | haven't even begun, as yet. | wonder what kind of noises 
you will make then, hmm?!" He bent and anointed a chaste kiss to the aperture before flicking his tongue over 


it quickly, briefly, and took pleasure in the way his puppy's body reacted. 


Master Nikki chuckled, deeply, dirtily, erotically, before lowering his face to feast on the tasty meal in his 
hands. Long slow licks fulfilled the initial desire to taste the smorgasbord of flesh before he returned to the 
more intriguing flavours with the tip of his tongue and nibbles with his sharp, white teeth. 


His fingers joined his tongue to touch and tease, making his puppy squirm, panting and moaning, pleading for his 
Master's touch. His puppy's balls were filling, heavy with unspent seed as he rolled them in his palm and 
against the body from which they hung as his cock cried salty, slippery tears. 


Master Nikki spat onto the pucker and smoothed it over with his long middle finger, pressing against the 


tightness with controlled pressure and timing, never letting it forget who was in control. 
"Oh god..Master, please," his puppy moaned, pushing back against the sweet assault. 


"Then let me in, my little puppy," Nikki crooned, resting his face against the ass he had been recently feasting 
upon, cheek to cheek. The thought amused Master Nikki and his mouth pulled into a wry smile before returning 
to his supper. 


He hummed in approval and appreciation as his finger finally pushed through his puppy's last defences. He 
continued to work at loosening the muscles there, diligently stretching and scissoring his fingers until his 


pretty puppy, with a loud cry, allowed all four fingers to breach him. 


"Just beautiful," he murmured, watching his fingers disappearing to the second knuckle easily and his cock 
jealously throbbed along with each thrust of his fingers. 


With one final slurp, Master Nikki pulled back and sat up, unconsciously wiping his excess saliva from his 
mouth. As he reached for the bottle of lube he chanced to look over at the other couple and almost froze 


when a sudden realisation hit him. 


Thomas was on his knees, buried balls deep in his Street Rat's ass. From his demeanour, it was clear that his 
oldest sub had also reached subspace, though his cherry-red skin tone was testament to just how much 
effort that had taken. His impressive cock was still wrapped in the strip of leather and he was moaning aloud 
with every powerful thrust Thomas made. He was going to be feeling the aftermath of that pounding for some 


hours to come. 


But it was Thomas who held Master Nikki almost spellbound. His subordinate had an aura of pleased 
satisfaction around him; the same one that Master Nikki had felt when his puppy had gifted him his trust and 
fallen into subspace. For all that Daddy and his boy had spent more than twenty years playing, prior to this 
occasion Thomas had only ever topped his boy. This was the first time Master Nikki had had the opportunity 
to observe Thomas in full-blown successful Dominance. He hoped that his Daddy attained that same satisfying 
glow whenever his boy dropped, though, obviously, he would never be in a position to verify that. 


"Fuck me. Please, Master. Fuck me, fuck me, fuck.please..” his sub's increasingly desperate pleas brought the 


Master back from his thoughts. 


Taking pity on his writhing puppy, Master Nikki quickly coated his cock with lube and moved in closer, rubbing 
the smooth head of his cock through the slick crease of his puppy's waiting ass. Master Nikki aligned himself 


to the greedy, grasping hole and, using the small moments of relaxation, pushed through in one thrust, both 


Master and submissive vocalising their satisfaction at finally being joined as one. 


Master Nikki pushed his hand down his puppy's spine, enjoying the feel of the bumps beneath his palm and the 
way the muscles shivered beneath his touch and in time with each thrust. Burying his fingers into his puppy's 
fur, he turned his head so that he had a full view of the mirrored wall and within that, of his lover being 


fucked as he was. 


As soon as the visual hit him, Master Nikki felt the slight stutter in Jon's movements and contraction of his 
ring around Nikki's cock. However, it only took moments before that constriction loosened and his puppy was 


pushing back into his Master's groin, seeking more. 


"That's it, puppy," Master Nikki crooned. "Do you see how my Thomas is fucking your husband? How his 
long," thrust , "thick," thrust, "cock is sliding in,’ thrust, "and out," thrust, "of my Street Rat?" 


‘Mmmm," Jon whined, breathing heavily with each roll of hips. Licking his lips before answering, he eventually 
managed to croak out a husky, "Yes, Master." 


Nikki bent forward over his pup, one hand sliding around his hip to fondle the straining cock between his 
puppy's legs as the other shifted from his hair to his chest, seeking out the closest nipple to pinch and tease. 


‘I've always wanted to know what my two beloveds would look like fucking," he purred into his pup's ear. 
"They're divine, aren't they?" When Jon didn't answer, Nikki pushed up straight and withdrew himself from his 
pup's heat. He reared his hand back and sent a resounding spank to the right flank. 


Jon yelled loudly and Nikki saw that Richie turned his head toward the sourd, still blindfolded for the moment, 
only to be reprimanded by Thomas. 


Master Nikki chuckled darkly. "Such strong will, that one," he said, almost nonchalantly as he pushed his dick 
back into his pup's ass. "You wouldn't dare be that willful, would you, puppy?!" he asked, snapping his hips 


forward, loosening another cry from the younger man. 


He felt the tremble in the legs that were flush against his, the straining of the muscles of the calves between 
his own and the toes scraping uselessly against the sheets. 


"| didn't hear you, pup!" Master barked with an almost vicious thrust against the ever-welling spongey spot 


within the smaller man. He matched the thrust with an equally sharp spank of his hand to the other flank. 


"Ohhh! Arghhh," Jon cried out harshly. "N-no, Master," he gulped. "Oh, please. Ple-please. I-I need.." his voice 


faded into silence. 


"What do you need, my beloved puppy?" Nikki crooned, soothing his hands over the reddened flesh before 


reaching for the smaller piece of rope and bringing it down over the heightened nerves as he continued to fuck 


his puppy. 
"M-more, Master!" his sub gasped. 


The blows rained down gently, in small swings, alternating between the lash end and the brush end, increasing 
the severity minutely until his puppy was a writhing, gasping, crying mess beneath him. It wasn't in pain, 
however, as Nikki could feel his tip plunge into the spongey flesh that was expanding with each passing moment. 


"That's it, my puppy," Master Nikki murmured. "So damn responsive. Just like my kgjiri. Just like my Street Rat. 
Look at him, puppy. Thomas is fucking him magnificently, isn't he?!" 


"Y-ye..mmmm..yes, Master," Jon moaned, his fingers twisting into the sheets below. 


"Thomas' cock is long, meaty without being too thick," Master Nikki continued. "He can target that spot," he 
punctuated his words with a well-aimed prod of his own, "with very little effort.” 


"Mmmm-ore," Jon groaned. "Please! Master..please..." his words trickling off into desperate whimpers. 


Master Nikki allowed himself a moment of self-indulgence as his eyes roamed over the other pair and watched 


them fuck like primordial beings. 
"Thomas," Master Nikki called out. "How goes your agóri?" 


Thomas’ sweat-slick face broke into a smirk in the mirror. "He has outstanding control, Master. He is ready, | 


believe." 
"Good! Take the blindfold off," Master instructed. "Let's finish this, shall we?" 


Thomas said something to his agori, meeting his Master's eyes in the mirror as he removed the blindfold from 
the man beneath him, put his arms around his chest and hauled him up onto his knees. Master Nikki was 
impressed by how biddable his submissive was for Thomas, how he allowed himself to be moved into position, 


how he allowed his body to be played with, teased beyond normal limits. 


Thomas would earn his own reward later for completing his first full successful scene that ended with them 


both fucking another person 


As if Richie knew that he was under scrutiny, his head lolled on Thomas’ shoulder so that his eyes met Nikki's 
in the mirror and not even a flicker toward his husband. Nikki gave his Street Rat a slow nod and smile as his 


reward for his good behaviour, which was returned briefly before his eyes rolled back as Thomas tugged 


gently on the leather that still bound him. 


Knowing he was reaching the limits of his control, Master Nikki found himself meeting and holding the gaze of 


his lover once more. Thomas was obviously also teetering on the edge too but it seemed that, even in their 


altered headspace, their entwined souls were crying out, each to the other. 


Thomas was now holding his Street Rat in his lap, controlling his movement with his large hands gripping his 
hips as he buried his full length deep inside time and again. From what the Master could see the only thing left 


between the sub and his orgasm was the leather strip binding his now purple cock. 


Beneath Master Nikki's own thrusting body his puppy was mewling his desperation between increasing pleas for 


release. It was time! 
Meeting Thomas’ eyes one last time, Master Nikki nodded. 


Thomas reached for the tie and pulled the knot free, releasing the straining member. There was no need for 
more as, with a scream any heavy metal vocalist would be proud of, his Street Rat erupted, totally untouched. 
Two hard thrusts later Thomas followed him over the edge, his yell may have been lower in pitch, but no less 
intense. 


Leaning forward, Master Nikki bent to speak close to his sub's ear, "Come now, puppy!" 


Jon emitted one last tiny mewl before his mouth dropped open into a silent Oh as his climax crashed down 
over him, his eyes rolling with the force of it. Nikki pulled quickly on the rope that tied his puppy's limbs 
before allowing himself to tip into the abyss of his own release. 


~~ 
Tommy POV 


His body contracted, spasming over and over again, expelling every ounce of fluid into the pliable man in his lap, 
whose body was going through its own throes. Tommy felt like his lungs were about to explode as he drew in 


deep breaths when the paroxysms had eased. He was drained; just a boneless meat suit. 


He held his companion close, soothing him with soft words and noises, laying kisses across his shoulders while 


his agori's tremors still ripped through him. 


Tommy's attention was drawn to his mate, his heart, across the room taking care of his puppy in a similar 
manner. Their eyes met for the longest time and Tommy felt the connection as keenly as if he were in Jon's 
place with his Master. 


When Richie had stilled somewhat and Tommy had softened a little, he withdrew his cock from the well-used 

ass and shifted Richie from his lap. "One final chore for you, my little agori," Tommy said, steadying Richie on 
his knees as he extricated and stretched his legs, working out the cramped muscles from holding himself and 

Richie upright while they fucked. "Clean your mess, and quickly. The sooner it is done, the sooner | can tend to 
you in bed" 


"Yes, Sir," Richie responded dreamily, still firmly in his subspace, as he bent forward and lapped at his cooling 


seed on the mat and floor beyond. 


Tommy stood on shaky legs and padded over to the first aid cabinet. He grabbed a packet of wet wipes and 
hurried back to his sub, not wanting to leave him alone for too long. Taking a visual check of his agéri's back 
and ass, Tommy was satisfied that there was no major damage. Yes, there was broken skin, no bigger than a 
scratch here and there, and some major bruising caused by the paddle, but nothing that their trusty salves 
wouldn't be able to soothe and heal quickly. 


Placing his palm in the centre of Richie's back and kneeling behind him, he murmured, "I'm just going to clean 
you up a little, agóri," as an alert before the coldness of the wipes startled him. Tommy cleaned his seed from 
the older man's still-gaping pucker as the scent of cherry lube mixed with sweat and male musk. He ensured 
that there were no tears to the delicate skin; the disposable cloth coming away blood-free with each swipe. 


"Enough," he said gently. "Stand now, agori, and face me," he instructed, steadying the older man as he rose to 


his full height. 


Tommy sat back on his heels and, whilst taking another visual check, ran his hands down his companion's hips 
and legs. "Relax, agóri. You have done well, little one," Tommy praised as he cupped the sac in his hand; now lax, 
pliable, empty, before moving on to check the impressive dick in front of his face. 


Tommy wrapped his hand around it and, with his thumb along the underside, gently milked the last of the fluid 
from it. He leaned forward and kissed the silken liquid from the tip. 


Tommy noted when his agori shivered, flinched or hissed with each of his touches. Releasing the member from 
his hand, Tommy inspected it more closely. There were a couple of spots of abraided skin where it had rubbed 
a little too hard against the leather once it had reached maximum fullness, and it would still be tender from 
being constricted for so long, but Tommy was satisfied that his agri was, in fact, merely a well-used 


submissive. 

He stood, face to face with his submissive once more. "Eyes to me, agri," he said softly and waited for Richie 
to comply, noting that they were still unfocused slightly. When the brown eyes met his hazel ones, Tommy 
cupped Richie's cheek and smiled at the older man. "Thank you, agóri. You've played a fucking awesome scene 
and come through in one piece." 

"Thank you, Sir. I'm happy | pleased you." 


"Very much so, agori. And our Master, too, no doubt.” 


He leaned forward and kissed Richie on the mouth, letting his companion decide how deep or long he needed the 


reassurance. 


When the kiss finally ended, Tommy took Richie's hand and helped him down from the platform before leading 
him to the bed. Waiting at the side for their Master's permission to climb in, Tommy held his sub close, 


petting Richie's hair as he curled up against Tommy's side. 

‘One moment, Thomas," Master Nikki said. He deftly pulled the soiled upper sheet of the double-layered bedding 
free from beneath his puppy, gently rolling him from one side to the other as if he were a critical patient in a 
hospital bed. 

"Can | do anything, Master?" Tommy asked, feeling Richie charge slightly, coming slowly out of his subspace. If 
Tommy had to guess, Nikki's voice had been the switch that unblinkered his eyes and allowed him to see his 
husband in almost a fetal position on the bed. 

"Just tend to your sub while | check this one over for any damage," Master Nikki said. 

"Jonny?!" Richie asked hoarsely, his voice still rough from their activity. 

"Come, agóri," Tommy said, drawing Richie's attention away from the other couple temporarily. "We need 
hydration, baby. You can help choose something for your Cowboy." Tommy deliberately used Richie's pet name 
for Jon and softened his own language since Richie seemed to be coming back to the here and now. 

"Yes, Sir," Richie responded, pulling away from Tommy and testing his muscles. 

"Master, we'll retrieve the first aid kit while we're gone," Tommy said. "Do you need anything in particular?" 
"Just the usual, | think," Master Nikki replied. "Thank you, Thomas." 

Tommy took Richie's hand again and led him through to the kitchenette. "Choose your treat, baby," Tommy 
said, opening the fridge. "Grab something for Jon too but don't forget to take water as well. The snacks are in 
the basket behind you." 

"May | use the basket?" 


Tommy smiled a little at Richie's still-correct manner of speaking but without the use of Sir. Yep, he was 
definitely fighting his way up. "Yes, of course." 


Richie nodded and started removing some items from the basket to the counter before loading the drinks into 


it, confirming with Tommy what he and Master Nikki required. 


Tommy double-checked the contents of the first-aid kit, yet again for his own satisfaction, before sending 
Richie back to Master Nikki as he zipped the pack up and followed. 


When Tommy arrived back in the main room, Richie was standing quietly beside the bed as The Master 
checked Jon over just as he had done with his agori recently. He handed over the first aid kit to his Master 
and asked, "Any damage?" 


"You doubt my rope ability, Thomas?" Master Nikki quirked his eyebrow at him. "Only self-inflicted" Master 
Nikki opened Jon's hands and Tommy saw the rope burns across his palms where Master's puppy had pulled 
too hard on his lead 


Tommy withdrew the salve from the kit that the Master had opened but left whilst unfurling Jon's hands. 
"This one should work well," he said, handing him the tube as Richie made a slight whimper. Tommy turned and 


saw that Richie was frowning, focused on Jon's hands. 


He immediately stepped over to him and relieved him of the basket, placing it on the bedside table. He 


recognised that he still had to tend to Richie's injuries as well as comfort his concerned companion 


He retrieved another tube of salve and instructed, "Kneel on the bed so that | can apply this to where your 
cock thought to escape from its bindings." Tommy helped Richie onto the bed, ensuring he was facing away 
from the other occupants, and quickly applied the soothing cream to the small abrasions, dabbing some on a 


few of the scratch marks Tommy had made unknowingly, on his chest, as well 


"Pass me the basket, Thomas," Master said, holding his hand out. Tommy handed the bounty over but not 
before retrieving Richie's preferred soda and some water. He popped the tab on the can and pushed it into the 
older man's hands. "Drink, baby," Tommy murmured. "You need to replace some of that energy before you 


crash out." 


Richie raised the can to his mouth and took a deep swallow, before looking over his shoulder and asking, "Is 


Jonny okay, Ni- Master?" 


"He's fine, little one," Master Nikki replied, fondly. "He's working his way through his first deep subspace. He'll be 


with you soon. Now drink your soda and continue to listen to Thomas for the time being.” 
Richie nodded and turned back, mumbling a response to the Master and sipping at the can again. 


"Lie down now, agori," Tommy said, taking the can from Richie's hand and guiding him down onto the bed. 
"Snuggle with your lover but leave me access to your back | need to tend to you as Master is tending to your 


Cowboy. 


Master Nikki arranged Jon on the bed after supplying him with some water and a few bite-sized choc-chip 
cookies, soothing him, talking to him and getting limited responses as Tommy had been doing. 


Richie lay down on his front, sighing whilst wriggling as close as possible to Jon He kept his head turned toward 
his partner, dropping kisses to Jon's shoulder point and laying his closest hand on his belly. 


Tommy noted with a soft smile how the older man circled his fingers through the heavy covering of greying 
hair, which made the puppy relax into the bedding further. Master silently passed Tommy the large tube of 


arnica. 


"Thank you, Master," Tommy said, taking mental stock of his lover as he popped open a can of soda for 
himself. The Master seemed to be retreating a little, as Nikki's face had softened slightly as he sat beside his 
puppy watching him closely, sipping on a bottle of water. Then, addressing Richie, he said, "I'm just going to rub 
some of this into your bruising, my little agori. Just relax. Sleep, if you feel you want to." He took a hefty 


swallow of his drink to stave off the trembling in his worn muscles temporarily. 
"Thank you, Tommy," Richie mumbled, already drifting toward sleep. 


Tommy worked the salve into the older man's back and ass with a soothing massage, alternating with the 
antiseptic cream on the slight patches of open skin as a precaution, being barely more than the fingernail 


scratches on Richie's front. 


By the time he'd finished, Richie's breathing had evened out and he was sleeping peacefully as was his husband 
beside him. Tommy replaced the caps on the two tubes and tucked them back into the first aid kit, zipped the 
pack closed and laid it on the floor beside the bed. 


"Have you completed your agori's aftercare, Thomas?" Master Nikki asked. 


"| believe so, Master," he nodded, feeling satisfied and weary now that his submissive seemed peacefully 
sleeping. He watched Nikki rise from where he was sitting beside Jon and walk around the bed to stand in front 


of him. 


"Then it is time for your rest, as well, my love," Master said, brushing a lock of hair behind Tommy's ear as 
he gazed down lovingly at him. "You've pleased me beyond measure this evening, with the way you've 
conducted yourself. You will receive your Master's pleasure later, Thomas." He bent and kissed him and Tommy 


opened his lips to deepen it, seeking more of his lover. 


Master Nikki broke the kiss and stood at his full height again. Tommy sighed happily and smiled. "Thank you, 
Master. | live to please you, Sir," he said, as Nikki nudged him back onto the bed before surveying the room. 


Tommy tracked Nikki with his eyes as he settled beside Richie, watching him make safe a few items here and 
there, before returning to his puppy's side. Master lowered the lights with a dimmer switch located beside the 
bed and laid down, finally, facing his underlings. 


"How long do you think they'll sleep for?" Tommy asked, resting his hand on the only part of Richie's back that 


wasn't bruised and should never be bruised from play, the area overlying his kidneys. 


"My Street Rat used to have an amazing recovery time, half an hour nap and he'd be ready to go again. But," 
Nikki shrugged, "that was over thirty years ago and, back then, there was minimal physical damage." 


"What the fuck?!" Tommy gasped, sitting up and taking another look at the bruises covering Richie's ass and 
upper back. "You said he was experienced. You should've warned me that he wasn't when we were discussing 
this. I'd never have gone so hard If I'd known that." 


"Thomas, you would never have got him into subspace if you hadn't," Nikki sighed. "As we suspected, he was 
resisting, although, | don't think it was deliberately. His mind wouldn't let go of the concern for my puppy until 


it was forced to. These two truly are soul mates." Nikki ran his hand down Jon's back, over the faded scars. 
"Yeah, but you encouraged me to push a novice..possibly too far," Tommy risked glaring at Master Nikki. 


"My Street Rat wasn't and isn't a novice," Nikki corrected. "You need to remember that when we were 
together, he was a working prostitute. Al demanded his kids were clean and unblemished, at least at the start 
of their night. To give the appearance of being untouched " 


"When we were first together he was still living in Al's flophouse where it would have been impossible to hide 
any marks. If he wasn't considered fit for work he would have been thrown back out onto the streets. Later 
on, when he had his own place, we occasionally risked a mild spanking, but nothing that would leave deep 
bruises. | wouldn't have put it past Al to strip search him in the street if he suspected any damage, despite 
him being one of his top earners by then." 


"He'd have done that?" 


"Absolutely, and thrown him to the wolves afterwards if he didn't like what he saw, but that wasn't the main 
concern. By that time, he'd rescued this one," Nikki stroked Jon's head, "who he'd found sleeping rough on the 
streets. Given what he'd been through, how do you think he'd have reacted if I'd left welts and bruises all over 


his roommate's ass?" 
"Not well," Tommy sighed sadly. 


"It didn't stop us playing though; stress positions, sensation play, oral, anal, anything that left no visible marks 


were fair game." 


"Hmm," Tommy hummed. Even with Nikki's explanation, it still felt uncomfortable that he may have gone too 
far with Richie. There was no doubt that he was going to feel it later and for the next few days. He was so 
caught up with his own thoughts that he hadn't realised that Nikki had fallen silent as he petted his puppy 


until he heard his lover sigh deeply. "That sounds ominous," Tommy commented. 


"Just considering..wondering," Nikki said softly, keeping his eyes trained on his submissive. "Did | go too far 


here? Did | push the memory button too hard?" 


"You won't know until he wakes," Tommy said. "But you know your stuff. You would have recognised any signs 


of distress." He yawned, drawing Nikki's attention 


"Rest, my love," Nikki said. 


‘Only if you promise me you won't worry too much or be too hard on yourself," Tommy replied, knowing that 


Nikki would do exactly that if it was left unchecked. 


"| promise," Nikki said with a soft smile, becoming less Master Nikki and more like Tommy's Nikki with each 


passing moment. "I will watch over you all before | take my own rest. | love you, baby." 


"I love you too, Nik-Nak," Tommy replied, grinning at Nikki's quick flash of delight over his old pet name from 


when Storm was little. 


He blew a small kiss to his lover. Nikki returned it before Tommy gave his submissive one last check He 


rested his forearm along the broad stripe of unbruised skin on Richie's lower back and closed his eyes. 


~ Ke 


Chapter Seven 


Author's Notes: 
I'm sitting here trying to think of something profound or interesting to impart this week..and I've got nothing 


really.. 


As if global warming and the pandemic wasn't enough to deal with, now we have a new conflict tearing the 


world apart and l'm just heartbroken. What kind of world are we leaving our children..? 


Not to make light of any of the above but | hope my stories bring a little escape from the real world for you 


all. 


This brings me to next week. Since this chapter rounds out yet another day in our foursome's week of smut- 
filled debauchery, l'm going to drop a fluff-filled, delicious treat into This Is Love, This Is Life just to shake 
things pO Q 


Love to you all and please stay safe% 
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Chapter 07 

Playroom 

Jon POV 

Jon woke with a gasp, blinking at the ceiling above him as he tried to figure out where he was. 


"Jon?!" Immediately concerned, green, sleepy eyes and bed-tousled black hair loomed in front of his face. 


"You're safe, puppy. We're all here, babe." 
"Ni- Master?!" Jon frowned and struggled to gather his scattered thoughts. 


“Shhh..the others are still sleeping," Nikki said, smiling down at him. "Do you remember what happened?" he 
asked. 


Jon turned his head to see Richie's face on his other side, the wrong side to where he normally slept although 
his hand was anchored to Jon's belly. It was then that it registered with Jon that he was naked. He looked down 
toward the end of the bed and noticed four pairs of legs in various states of entanglement. "Oh, shit," he 


swore softly when the fullness of his memories hit him. He went to sift his fingers through his hair but the 
movement of them caused him to hiss in shock at the slight pain it caused. 


Nikki chuckled darkly, delightedly, beside him. "I guess you do remember. Your hands will be sore for a day or 
so, puppy.” 


"What happened?" he asked, holding them up to inspect the chaffed palms. 


Nikki chuckled again, scrubbing his face with his hands. "You didn't want to let go when | gave you the chance," 
he said. "Come, puppy. Lets get you showered before those two wake up." 


Jon turned to look at Richie again. "What the fuck?!" he exclaimed when he saw his husband's back and ass. 
"Hush now, puppy," Master Nikki admonished, swiftly reaching out and turning Jon's face away from Richie. 
"He's fine. Thomas took great care with your husband. It looks worse than it is and he will heal long before we 
send you home. Come, now. They'll wake soon enough and you can get his assurances yourself." Nikki slid from 


the bed and held his hand out to Jon. 


Jon slid from beneath Richie's hand carefully, both wishing him to stay asleep but also needing to see his 
husband's eyes to know that he was okay. When he stood, Nikki held him steady until his legs stopped shaking. 


"Take your time, puppy," Nikki said 

"My elbows and knees ache," Jon replied, slightly confused as to why. 

"l'Il apply some salves to them to relieve the pain after you've showered," Master Nikki said softly. 

Placing his large hand on the small of Jon's back, Nikki guided him into the wet room and instructed him to 
empty his bladder first before the shower. Nikki did the same, flushed, then turned to the shower. Flipping on 
the taps, he quickly adjusted the temperature. 


"Come, puppy," Master Nikki said, beckoning Jon over closer. "Show me where it hurts.’ 


"They don't hurt," Jon said, "just a little achy in the bends." He flexed his arms as if to show that they were 


fine. 
"And | said..show me," Nikki countered more firmly, gesturing with his fingers and a quirked eyebrow. 
"Yes, Sir," Jon said, feeling thoroughly chastised like a child, or the sub that he so obviously was, sighed, and 


extended his arms out to Nikki. The older man ran his hands down Jon's arms, bending them back and forth as 
he felt around the joint assessing for injuries that may have been caused. 


Nikki then dropped to one knee and looked up at him. Jon felt something deep in his gut awaken at the older 
man at his feet. 


"Both knees?" Nikki asked, running his hands down the back of Jon's thighs. 


In his mind's eye, Jon pictured himself reaching for the man, fingers sinking into the mane of dark hair and 
sliding his hard cock into his waiting mouth. 


Instead, he grunted and shifted slightly when Nikki's fingers found a tender spot on his left knee. 


"Hmm," Nikki hummed standing. "You might've pulled a little too hard against the ropes there. Let's get you 
washed and I'll deal with that before you dress." 


Nikki guided him back under the spray and Jon let the warm water sluice over him from above. He turned his 
face into the water with intentions of washing quickly but was slightly startled by the feeling of strong fingers 
sifting through his hair, helping the water reach all the spots before Nikki's warm body pressed up against his 
from behind. 

"What-?!" Jon gasped. 


"Relax, puppy,” Nikki murmured, close to his ear. "Just let me do my job." He wrapped his free arm around 


Jon's waist to hold him still as he scraped his fingernails over Jon's scalp. 
Jon felt himself melting against the older man, allowing him to wash his hair thoroughly before Nikki took a 
cloth and washed every piece of exposed skin, paying close attention to the aching joints, massaging the 


stiffness out of them. 


When Nikki had finished and the water had turned off, Jon was fully alert but relaxed. He could also hear the 


low hum of his husband's voice and Tommy's counterpoint answers. 


"Guess we finished in time for the others to have their shower,” Nikki said, wrapping Jon in towels and starting 
to dry him. "How are you feeling, babe?" Nikki asked, not using puppy for the first time since yesterday. 


"Tired," Jon confessed. "How long did we sleep for?" 


"Almost two hours, but you're going to feel drained for a while yet," Nikki said, taking the towel to Jon's hair 


as Tommy could be heard leading Richie towards the bathroom. "Here come the sleepyheads.’ 
"Master?!" Tommy called from just outside the door. 


"Yes, Thomas?" 


Tommy's face appeared in the doorway before moving fully into view. "Have you readied your pup for..the 


reveal?" he asked. 
"Richie?! What's wrong?" Jon exclaimed, taking a step toward the door. 
"Puppy! Heel," Master Nikki barked. 


Jon stopped in his tracks and, with a momentary concerned look toward the doorway, dropped to his knees in 


front of Nikki. "I'm sorry, Master.” 

"| take it that was a no, not yet?" Tommy stated, rhetorically. 

"No," Nikki replied. "Keep him there and occupied for the moment." 

"Yes, Master," Tommy said, disappearing from view. 

"Puppy, look at me," Master Nikki said. 

Jon looked up at the older man obediently even though he was deeply worried about Richie. What were they 
not telling him? He'd been too out of it earlier to even register that Richie and Tommy had joined Nikki and 
himself on the bed. 

"Do not panic, puppy, your husband is fine," Nikki said, assuaging the worry slightly. "Thomas worked his 
submissive, my Street Rat, your husband, beautifully within their scene but there is some bruising. Do you 


remember much?" 


"No, Master," Jon said. Nikki had drawn his attention away and then almost instantly into the bathroom before 


Jon registered much after waking. 
"Hmm," Nikki nodded. "I witnessed his withdrawal from subspace myself. He is fine. There are some abrasions 
but it is only bruising. It looks worse than it is and in fact, your palms are in a worse state than his ass. Do 


you understand, puppy?" 


Jon inhaled, exhaling the breath slowly, using Tommy's lessons from a few hours ago to steady himself which 
earned him a smile and a pat on the head. "Yes, Master, | understand." 


"Good. Do not be afraid to ask questions, puppy," Master said. "From here on in, unless | say so or address you 
as puppy , you are free to converse normally. Have no doubt that | will be keeping an eye on you, however, for 
any adverse effects or signs of subdrop. Understood?" 


"Yes, Master..| mean..," Jon frowned and Nikki chuckled. 


"That's fine, babe," Nikki said, holding his hand out to Jon. "Off those knees for now." 


Jon accepted the hand up as Nikki called out, "Tommy?! Baby, you can both come in now." 


Jon watched the doorway with Nikki's comforting presence beside him as Tommy stepped over the threshold 
first and moved aside to allow Richie through. Jon looked his husband over as he walked toward him, albeit a 
little stiffly. "Hey, Mookie, are you okay? he asked, stepping forward to hug him but Richie staved him off with 


a raised hand. 

‘Im fine, Cowboy," Richie said. "You need to know that before | turn around” 

"0-okay," Jon said. "But you're scaring me, Mookie." 

Richie stepped forward and placed his hands on either side of Jon's face, tilting it upward slightly and dropping 
the holy trinity of kisses onto his forehead, the tip of his nose and his mouth, lingering there for a long 
moment. When he pulled back, still holding Jon's face, he said, "I'm okay, baby. Nothing to be afraid of. | was 
being rather a brat for my Sir and deserved the punishment.” 

"I have an idea," Tommy said, who had snuggled into Nikki's side, needing the comfort as much as their subs, 
while the others talked. He slipped from Nikki's hold and moved in front of the large mirror that ran across 
the wall behind the basin. 


Nikki nodded his approval when it became apparent what Tommy was up to. "Both of you close your eyes for a 


moment.” 


Jon was more curious than nervous about what was happening. He knew viscerally that he was safe within 


these walls but he still needed to know that Richie was okay. 

"Agori, come." 

Jon felt Richie being moved away from him and then moments later, warm hands guided him into place. Arms 
went around his shoulders and he was pulled closely against a body. Jon recognised Richie's scent and melted 
against his husband with a slight purr. 

"God, you two are too fucking cute some days," Tommy chuckled beside them. 

"Nicely marked, Thomas, now that | can see your agóri in a brighter light," Nikki's voice was on the opposite 
side to Tommy's, as though he'd moved close to them. "Puppy, open your eyes when you're ready. You should 
be able to look over Street Rat's shoulder to the mirror." 


"Yeah, and agori," Tommy added, "you can see yourself in the mirror too." 


Jon opened his eyes slowly, his head still buried against Richie's neck. He straightened up and exhaled before 
finally feeling as though he was able to look What he saw shocked him and he thought he gasped out loud but 


wasn't sure. "Oh, shit!" Nikki had mentioned some bruising but this went way beyond what his imagination had 


come up with. 

Richie's back was pink, red and in some places, purple, laced with crisscrosses of raised welts and the odd 
patch of what looked like broken skin but conversely, there was a broad area just below his waist, that was 
devoid of any markings, as though Richie had been wearing a wide belt. 

"Jonny..Cowboy, now you're scaring me," Richie chuckled nervously 

Jon caught a glimpse of his face in the mirror, clearly showing his shock and surprise. He shifted from in 
front of Richie, moving around to stand behind him. It looked..painful. He wanted to run his hands over his 
husband but was too afraid. 

"Does it hurt?" He managed to find one patch that looked the least angry and ran his fingers over the usually- 
smooth skin and felt the heat rising from it. Flashes of Master Nikki using the soft rope end on him in a 
similar manner sent a jolt of heat deep into his belly and between his legs. Perhaps it wasn't as abhorrent as 
he had initially thought. 

"Um..a little," Richie confessed. "It's still fresh; stinging in places and throbbing." 


"Take a look, agóri," Tommy said. "See what you feel. It wouldn't have been as bad if you had listened properly 
the first time. 


Jon shivered. He wasn't sure if it was from the cold or from the thrill of possibilities but Nikki spotted it. 
"Thomas, finish your agori's aftercare," Master Nikki instructed. "Are their clothes ready?" 


"Yes, Master, in the usual place," Tommy answered, separating the two submissives and leading Richie to the 


shower. 

"Puppy, come," Master Nikki barked and left the room leaving Jon to trail after him. 

He stopped at the alcove under the stairs and Jon saw piles of clothes neatly stacked on the shelves. Nikki took 
two pairs of soft, well-worn sweats from the shelf and some thick socks. He also opened the first aid kit and 
retrieved the arnica salve for Jon's knees and elbows. "These will do for the moment." 


"You keep clothes down here?" Jon asked. 


"Yeah, just a supply of loose but warm and comfortable stuff for after a scene," Nikki explained. "They might 
be a little long in the legs for you but that shouldn't be too much of an issue. 


He bent in front of Jon and scooped some of the salve from the jar and smoothed it into the skin behind and 
around Jon's knees. Nikki then held the pants for him to step into. The socks were next before dressing himself. 


He added an oversized plaid shirt to his outfit, leaving the buttons undone and his tattoos on display. 
"Do you want a shirt, pup?" Master Nikki asked, holding out a plain, white t-shirt. 


"M-may | have one f-from upstairs?" Jon asked, his stammer was more from starting to feel chilled and 


weary, rather than nervous. "One of Richie's?" 
"Of course, you may, puppy,” his Master smiled fondly. 


After applying the arnica to Jon's elbows and another different cream to Jon's palms, Nikki packed away the 
tubes and left the first aid kit on the bed for Tommy to use on Richie's wounds and bruises. 


Let's go, pup," Nikki said, holding his hand out to Jon. "These two will be down here for a little while yet. You 


and | can get to work upstairs, reheating the pasta" 


With a look over his shoulder toward the bathroom and hearing the murmur of voices beneath the sound of 
the running water, Jon nodded and stepped toward the older man, taking his hand and allowing himself to be led 
upstairs like a small child 


v% 


After their meal was eaten and cleared away, Richie choosing to eat while standing propped against the closest 
wall, the four men settled themselves into the living room. The lights were dimmed and music still pumped 


through the house speakers though it was more for background noise than anything. 


Tommy had poured everyone snifters of high-quality brandy with the caution of taking it easy on the alcohol, 
before snuggling down into the oversized chair with Nikki. Jon was in the corner of the sectional lounge suite 


and Richie had finally found a comfortable spot laying on his stomach with his head in Jon's lap. 


The conversation was easy, each of them worn out and dealing with the comedown from their activities 


earlier. 
"Cherry scented lube, huh?" Nikki asked. "Kinda pictured you more like an apple pie scent couple," he chuckled. 


"Fuck you, Sixx," Richie snorted, taking the comment in good humour. "Liqueur chocolate cherries hold a fond 


memory, don't they, Cowboy?" he asked, turning his head in his husband's lap. 


"Hmm?!" Jon hummed, lost in his own thoughts temporarily. "Oh! Your mom's surprise. Yeah! That was..a 
delicious treat, that night." He grinned, remembering the time in their bathtub and how he'd smeared the 


melting sweets all over Richie, taking the time to lick every morsel from his body. 


Richie's dirty chuckle reached his ears before feeling a pat on his groin that was obviously showing interest in 
the memories too. "Down boy, or you'll poke my eye out," his husband said but still nuzzled his face against 


Jon's obviously-recovered dick. 

"Fuck, Mookie," Jon grinned, pushing the dark hair back from Richie's face. 

| know | may regret this," Tommy said, "but how do your mom and liqueur chocolate cherries go together?!" 
| asked her for a favour," Richie explained, "and she went above and beyond" 


"They came in handy later..in the tub," Jon added, smirking uncontrollably. "They work well over a heat source 


like a few dozen candles." 
"Gotcha!" Tommy nodded with a knowing nod. 


Jon idly sifted his fingers through Richie's hair as they talked and with each flex of his hand, he was reminded 
of the red rope around them. Occasionally he found himself staring at his hands in consideration. What he didn't 
realise was that he, in turn, was also being observed. 


Jon trailed his fingers gently down Richie's back, remembering how he'd licked him clean and he was vaguely 
surprised that the unmarked portion of his back was cool to the touch. He was fascinated with the 


temperature difference. 
"Whatcha doing, Cowboy?" Richie asked. "Coz that both tickles and stings at the same time." 


‘Oh shit..sorry, Mookie," Jon inhaled. "It's..did you know there was..." he frowned, stilling his hand over the small 
of Richie's back. 


"Everything okay, puppy?" Nikki asked from across the room. 


Jon blinked myopically for a moment, realising his hand had stilled again, hovering over Richie's back. Jon shook 
himself mentally and nodded. "Uh..yeah," he said. "Yeah. |, uh, | guess I'm just a little stuck in my head still. Also, 


| was curious as to why there was this bare patch." 


"A Dominant never strikes over the kidneys,” Nikki explained. "The internal organs are mostly protected by the 
rib cage and the ass is simply all that muscle over solid bones. The kidneys, however, are rather delicate and 


also so close to the surface that it's just safer not to even go there. Kidney damage can be fatal.’ 


‘lm always very careful not to even venture close to them,’ Tommy said, "that's why there is such a wide 
band between the strikes on upper back and ass." 


“Speaking of stuck in my head," Richie interrupted, shifting slightly to push up on his elbows a little. "Sweet 
Transvestite?! Really Nik.can | blame at least some of these bruises on Frank N'Sixxer? | mean, how was | 


supposed to concentrate on behaving when he walked down the stairs looking like that?!" 


"Oh, man," Nikki chuckled. "There's a name | haven't heard in a while.” 
" Frank NSixxer?!" Tommy exclaimed with a laugh. "Fuck, man..you gotta spill on that story!" 
"No, he doesn't," Nikki replied over top of his younger lover. 


"Aww, c'mon, baby," Tommy coaxed, covering Nikki in kisses and fending off Nikki's attempts to quieten him. The 


stern Dominant of earlier in the evening had vanished and the playful lover had returned. "Please?!" 
Richie looked up at Jon with a grin on his face and Jon returned the smile, "What have you started, Mookie?" 
"Yeah, Ricky Horror" Nikki grumbled good-naturedly. "What have you started?! Hmm?!" 


" Ricky?!" Jon questioned his husband. He knew Richie hated that diminutive with a passion. His parents were 
the only ones to be able to get away with it and even then, he groused about it afterwards. 


"Ugh," Richie returned, snuggling back into Jon's lap, trying to hide. "Hasn't senility kicked in yet?! You know.. 


that's when you forget everything from your past and only other people remember what you've done?!" 
Tommy looked at him over his shoulder, "Nikki's got the memory of an elephant..and the di-" 


"Okay! Okay," Nikki said, slapping his hand across Tommy's mouth. "Since you brought it up, Ricky, you can tell 
the story." 


Richie settled himself a little more comfortably and said, "So..back when we were still dating, Rocky Horror 
already had a sort of cult following. You know, the midnight showings that fans turned up to dressed as the 


characters and played along with the movie?!" 


"I remember something about that," Jon nodded. "I think it was on the news or in the papers. | remember 
wanting to go see it, especially once they started one of their diatribes over the morality of it. Or lack of 
morality, | should say." 


"The outrage at the time amongst the puritans was significant, to say the least," Nikki agreed. "When we 
finally-." 


"Hey, Frankie !" Richie chuckled. "I thought | was telling this sordid tale?!" 
"Just get on with the story, already!" Tommy groaned in frustration, rolling his head back onto Nikki's shoulder. 
"Anyway," Richie started again, "we'd seen the movie a couple of times. It was so alive and vibrant. One viewing 


wasn't enough. Then when we'd heard about people actually dressing up and answering back to the characters, 


we went a couple more times." 


"You could say it became our favourite obsession," Nikki said in his best Frank voice which had Richie chuckling 


against Jon's legs. 


Jon watched the play between the two exes, their affection for each other was clear but each held their 
partners close, and in Nikki's case, continually touched, petted or kissed Tommy as the four of them spoke. 


"So we decided-." 


"No, babe!” Nikki interrupted again." You decided!" 


"After much discussion and coercion that may or may not have included some sexual favours," Richie said with 
a laugh, "that we would dress up for one of the midnight showings" 


"Ever seen a dark-haired Rocky?!" Nikki asked archly. "In the dead of winter?!" 
Fuckin’ froze my balls off," Richie grumbled. 


"You mean you..went out in-..?" Jon asked. He probably should be surprised at his husband's exhibitionist past 
but knowing how he was surviving back then, it didn't really startle him at all. 


"Dressed in just a pair of gold short shorts?!" Richie offered, grinning up at him. "I swear the frostbite went 


from my feet and worked its way up my legs but it had to be done." 

"We picked up the longest winter coats we could find," Nikki added. "Though | drew the line at wearing high heels 
in the dark. | didn't want to break my neck trying to run in them if we got jumped either on the way there or 
home again" 


"It was the best night!" Richie said to Nikki. "Good times, baby!" 


"They were," Nikki nodded. "Then these two came into our lives," he added, kissing Tommy's cheek, “and things 
got even better." 


"Man, I'd love to have seen that," Tommy said. "Would you dress up for me one night, babe?" 


"Hmm. thought | did tonight, kajiri," Nikki murmured against Tommy's mouth. "But for now, | want you and my 
pet to go and clean the playroom. Ready it for tomorrow. | need to debrief my puppy.’ 


"But I'm comfortable," Tommy pouted, 


"Kajiri," Nikki growled but softened it with a sweet kiss to his lover's lips. "| promise you it will be worth your 
while, my love." 


"Finel" Tommy sighed, unfurling his limbs from between Nikki's. "C'mon, agori. Or should | call you Ricky?" he 
asked, offering his hand to Richie to help rise from his position on the couch. 


"Only if you plan on regretting it later," Richie chuckled. 
‘Ooh..promises, promises," Tommy returned with a smirk. 


"ll be back soon, Cowboy," the older man said, dropping a kiss to Jon's mouth on his way up to his hands and 
knees before taking Tommy's hand. 


Jon nodded, suddenly feeling a little bereft and he watched Richie walk away with Tommy. 

"Come here, puppy,” Nikki said, patting the spot that Tommy had vacated. 

Jon felt the inexorable need to move to his Master's side. He stood, holding his Master's eye contact before 
lowering slowly to his knees and crawling across the room toward the older man Taking satisfaction in how his 
Master's eyes widened momentarily in surprise, as he watched Jon approach him. 


Nikki held his hand out to him when he was close enough and, taking it, Jon crawled up beside his Master. 


"You surprise me, puppy, with your eagerness to do as you're bid," Nikki said. "And to go above and beyond. | 


did not instruct you to crawl here, yet you did. This pleases me immensely.” 


"Thank you, Master," Jon murmured, averting his eyes until Nikki placed his finger under Jon's chin and 
brought his face around. Nikki placed a kiss on Jon's lips and he found himself yielding to it. 


When the kiss broke, Nikki caressed Jon's cheek and nodded. "Enough, for now, with the Master and puppy, 
Jonny," he said. "| want to know..how are you feeling? Mentally more than physically. Do you need anything 


from me? Any explanations? | need you to know that | can and will explain anything within my realm." 
"l'm." Jon stopped and took a moment to really search within himself. "l'm okay, | think," he continued with a 
nod. "Everything you've done, everything you've said, has made sense in one way or another..eventually, 


anyway." 


"Good, I'm glad," Nikki replied, smoothing his hand over Jon's hair. He reached over the side of his chair. "Close 
your eyes and hold out your hands." 


Jon did as he was told, curious but trusting Nikki as he'd done down in the playroom. He felt Nikki reaching for 
something, then a weight in his hands and he instinctively knew what it was. 


"Open your eyes, baby," Nikki said, still petting his hair, soothingly. 


Jon opened them to see the hank of red rope laid in his hands as it had been in the store the other day. He 
looked at it, conscious of the older man's watchful gaze, as he worked through his feelings. 


"What are you thinking right now?" Nikki asked, his hand never stilled in its soothing touch through Jon's hair. 


Jon met the green eyes that were watching him carefully, curiously, fondly, before dragging them back to the 
object in his hands. 


The fear had abated somewhat; it was still there but it wasn't the overriding emotion associated with the rope 
any longer. Pleasure was pushing its way forward, but the overall nothingness was what Jon found the most 


curious. 


"I feel..not nothing," Jon started, "because the memories are still there. But..they're not as big and ugly as they 
used to be either. And pleasure is definitely in the mix too. Does that make sense?" 


"Of course!" Nikki smiled. "That's exactly what | was aiming for, babe." 


"You know..| don't think I'll be able to go to Enslaved or Risky Business, which is the cheap, shitty place close to 
home, or even the hardware store again and see any type of rope without getting hard in public." Jon 


chuckled. 


Nikki chuckled in response and removed the coil from his hands, tossing it toward his feet at the end of the 


chair. 
"When did you bring it upstairs?" Jon asked. "I've been with you the whole time." 


"I got Tommy to bring it up with him earlier," Nikki said. Then after a moment of silence, he continued, "l'm 
very pleased we've had this time to connect, you and I. | know we've had our moments of not seeing eye to 


eye but we've always had the one thing in common" 


"Richie." Nikki nodded and Jon continued, "Tommy explained to me that you take care of the ones you love and 


because l'm with Richie, lm included in that." 
"He's not wrong," the older man nodded. 


"But | haven't always returned that courtesy," Jon said looking back into the sea-green eyes in front of him, 
"until now. | apologise, Nikki. For all the snark you've seen and all the stuff you haven't over the years. And..l 
want to thank you for looking out for him," Jon indicated with his chin toward where Richie and Tommy had 


disappeared, “all those years ago. It's like that movie where one moment could have changed everything.’ 


"| appreciated the honesty, Jonny, and accept your apology," Nikki said, caressing Jon's cheek. "Truth be told, 


Richie probably saved my life as much as you're giving me credit for saving his." 


"Well. whichever way, I'm grateful," Jon replied moments before a jaw-cracking yawn took over him. 
"Tired, little one?" 


"Fuckin exhausted!" Jon chuckled, dropping his head back on his shoulder. "I don't think I'll be swimming laps 


tomorrow morning. Or, at least, not as early as | was this morning.” 


"Well, how about you head off to bed," Nikki suggested, tapping Jon on the legs, giving him permission to rise, 
"and I'll go chase the other two to bed too if they've finished their chores." 


Jon stood, wrapping his arms around himself. "Ils there anything | should know about Mookie's back?" he asked. 


"If he's in pain or whatever?" 


"He shouldn't be too bad by morning," Nikki replied, standing also, collecting the rope as he did so. "But I'll make 
sure we send up some more arnica with him and if he's in too much discomfort, then just a couple of 


painkillers should help him sleep." 


"Okay," Jon nodded, feeling Nikki's hand at the small of his back, guiding him out of the living room. He turned 
and wrapped his arms around the older man's neck and hugged him close, "Thanks, Nikki. For everything," he 
said, feeling the hug being returned. 


"You're welcome, baby. Now, go wait for your husband. I'll send him straight up," Nikki said, gently disentangling 
himself from Jon, kissing his cheek as he did so. "Sleep well, little one." 


Jon smiled and turned toward the door of the guest suite, slipping through the door and closing it softly behind 
him with a sigh. 


~ ew 
Playroom 
Tommy POV 


For the third time that day, Tommy descended the stairs to the playroom contemplating the three varying 


reasons for his visits. 


He was tired and had been extremely comfortable in Nikki's arms but understood that the playroom and the 
equipment needed cleaning and setting straight just as much Nikki needed privacy to check in with his novice 


submissive for his own peace of mind. 


Tommy, even when he'd been safe in Nikki's arms, had been keeping an eye on Richie for any adverse reactions 
to their session together. So far, apart from the general physical stiffness in his sore body, Richie seemed to 


be mentally coping well. 


Tommy flicked the switch for the harsh overhead lights, illuminating the whole room in bright white light. It 
still smelled funky, making his nose and dick twitch, but the air purifier would take care of that overnight. 


"Wow," Richie chuckled. "Literally the aftermath of the lowdown," he said as he followed Tommy down the 


stairs and saw the remnants of their play. "Where do we start?" 


"The bed needs changing, the slipcovers on the mats need stripping and washing along with the bedding and the 
used towels. All the toys need disinfecting, washing, drying and putting away," Tommy said, listing off the 
important chores first. "After that, it's just a general tidy up, checking the emergency and first aid supplies 
and getting the room ready for tomorrow night." 


"To-..tomorrow night?!" Richie stopped in his tracks as Tommy continued further into the playroom. 


Lighting the obligatory cigarette and letting it hang from his lips as he spoke, he said, "Oh yeah, Nikki's got a 


couple of absolutely stunning pieces he wants to try on you." 


"Jesus Christ," Richie muttered. "Man, l- | don't know if my back or my ass will hold up under another night 
like tonight. | mean, | can't really lie down on the plane going home, can |?" 


"Well you could, if you'd hire one of those private jets," Tommy suggested as he wandered through the room 

collecting the used toys and handing them to Richie. "You'll find the cleaner in the bathroom but only use that 
on the plug and the paddle. We'll hang the flogger out in the sun tomorrow. When you've done that, rinse down 
the shower while | remake the bed the way Master likes it" 


"Okay," Richie nodded, shifting his shoulders uncomfortably as he studied the paddle, holding it in one hand while 
running his fingers over the smooth polished surface. It was the first time he'd been able to see the 
implement that had played his ass so thoroughly and, as Tommy watched, he shuddered and his gluteal 


muscles clenched in unconscious memory. 

"All good?" Tommy asked. "You're clenching..all over," he indicated with his hand that held the cigarette. 

Richie visibly relaxed his shoulders and tight muscles, nodding, "Yeah, my ass was having a flashback." 

"Are you in pain, Agori?" he asked. 

Richie shrugged. "A little," he admitted. 

"Let me get the arnica and I'll reapply it now and send some with you when you go to bed," Tommy said, 
walking around behind Richie, lifting the shirt and easing down the waist of the sweats to inspect his back and 


ass. He reached for the first aid kit, unzipped it and removed the tube of salve. "Strip and lie down, babe," 
Tommy instructed and waited for Richie to settle himself on the bed. 


Tommy knelt beside the older man and squeezed a generous portion out onto his hand, rubbing them together 


to bring the cream to body temperature before soothing it into the abused skin with gentle hands. 


He was looking for any obvious tender spots that he may have missed earlier but he confidently attributed 
Richie's soreness to a simple lack of practice. Nikki would have taken that flogging easily enough and probably 
egged him on to do it harder. Thinking about that, Tommy huffed to himself in mild amusement, there was no 
probably involved. His boy would definitely have acted the brat to ensure that Daddy was compelled to take 


proceedings to the next level. 


"You're done," Tommy said, capping the tube and setting it aside for Richie to take with him. "Get dressed and 
finish that cleaning. And make sure you take some pairkillers if the pain becomes too annoying during the 


night." 


Once Richie walked away, Tommy extinguished his cigarette before he retrieved fresh sheets from the storage 
area and quickly stripped the soiled bedding from the mattress, adding it to the washing pile. Even though the 
majority of Jon's body fluids were on the one that was already in the pile, the bed had had four sweaty, sticky 
bodies in it and fresh bedding was always a much-appreciated luxury to look forward to at the end of a 


session. 


"Clean and dry," Richie exclaimed, brandishing the anal plug used on him earlier, with the paddle securely tucked 
under his elbow. The used towels were draped over his other arm and the tails of the flogger were now 


hanging over his shoulder. 


Pointing to the array of toys on the shelf, Tommy said, "Drop the towels in the washing pile, return the plug 
and the paddle to the racks over there, then just walk around and put things straight while | finish this." 


"Sure," Richie replied and did as instructed whilst Tommy quickly finished making the final adjustments on the 
bed to Master Nikki's requirements. 


"I think I've done everything," Richie said, as he returned to stand beside Tommy. 


"Just let me sort out the first aid kit," Tommy replied, "then we're done down here." He set the tubes and jars 
straight and checked the content level of each. "Go, grab a tube of arnica from the cabinet next to the cooler, 
agori. Since I'm giving you this one to take upstairs then | need to put a new one in here," he instructed, making 


a mental note to replenish their supply later in the week. 


"And why do you think you might need more arnica, Street Rat?" Nikki's soft voice had both men turning to 
face the door. The Master was leaning casually against the wall in the shadow of the doorway, idly swinging the 
coil of red rope in one hand, clearly having been there for some time. In contrast to his previous entrance, 


neither of the room's occupants had been aware of his arrival. 


Tommy quickly finished repacking the first aid kit and returned it to its usual place, where it was easily 
accessible if needed Returning his attention to his lover he smiled, happy to see Nikki down in the playroom 


instead of waiting for him upstairs or even in the bedroom. "I've already applied some more arnica to Richie's 
back," he explained, "but I'm going to send a tube upstairs in case he needs it overnight." 


Nikki swivelled his head toward his ex-lover before strolling over to him. "Show me," he said, indicating to 
Richie to lift his shirt, which he did. Stepping behind Richie, Nikki ran his free hand over the flesh and hummed. 
"Getting soft in your old age, Street Rat?" he chuckled softly. 

"Maybe," Richie shrugged. "We've never really played so physically before." 


"True," Nikki mused, pushing the coiled rope up to rest in the crease of his elbow. "Though it was by necessity 
not by my choice." 


"Yeah, Al would not have been happy if I'd appeared for work looking like this," Richie sighed, looking over his 


shoulder. 


Nikki slipped both his hands into the loose waist of the sweats and pushed them down a little, assessing the 
still-warm flesh beneath his fingers. "You wouldn't look like this now if you hadn't been resisting so hard." 


"LI wasn't. didn't mean to..| mean, |..." Richie trailed off. 
"I know," Nikki said, giving the abused ass one final squeeze before releasing the sweats with a gentle snap and 
grinning at the wince it generated. "But that's exactly what you were doing and I'd like you to spend some time 


thinking about why that might have been." 


"Yes, Master, I'll do that," Richie agreed, before continuing a little hesitantly, "but I'm not sure..Sir said 


something..about tomorrow...” 


"You'll be fine," Nikki said, tugging the shirt back down "Do not worry about that tonight. You already have 
plenty to think about. Thomas, have you finished with your agori?" 


"He's free to leave with your permission, Master," Tommy said, standing straight and folding his arms across 


his chest. 


Nikki removed the flogger from Richie's shoulder and said, "Off you you go then, little Street Rat. Loverboy is 


waiting for you in your bed." 
"Thank you, Master, Sir," Richie murmured, acknowledging both Dominant males, and started for the stairs. 


“Agoril" Tommy called, picking up the tube of arnica. "You forgot this," he said and tossed the tube of cream 


across the room for the older man to catch. "Sleep well, agóri." 


Tommy watched Richie walk slowly up the stairs before he moved toward his lover. Winding himself around 


Nikki's body, Tommy could feel the alpha male vibes still coursing through the older man. "Sit down, Nik. Just 


for a minute," Tommy murmured and guided Nikki toward the old, battered couch. 


Nikki reclined in the corner with a sigh and smiled at him. "I hope you're going to join me, baby?" he asked, 
tugging Tommy down beside him. 


"Wouldn't dream of being anywhere else, Nik-Nak," Tommy murmured before Nikki's mouth claimed his in a 
soft kiss. Tommy slipped his hand inside Nikki's flannel shirt and brushed his hand over the strong pectoral 
muscle, teasing the ring that pierced his nipple. "Mmm..!'ve missed you today," he sighed when they parted. 


"Hmm," Nikki hummed, toying with the rope in his hand. 


Tommy noticed and took it from Nikki's hands, laying it on the floor. "Where did you leave the rope toy?" He 
shifted himself to straddle Nikki's hips. 


"By the stairs so | remember to take it up with me. Depending on how things go tomorrow | may need it again, 
and | want to check it over in the morning." 


"You think Jon might be able to play? With the cuffs?" Tommy asked. He was slightly concerned with the 


amount of tension still in his lover. He curled in closer to him as a service dog would for their seizing handler, 


still stroking the warm flesh under the shirt. 
"Maybe," Nikki shrugged. "But | suspect that will depend on how well Richie copes.” 


"Nik.are you okay?" Tommy asked after a moment of studying him. He carded his other fingers through Nikki's 
dark hair, scratching gently over his scalp and watching his lover close his eyes. 


Nikki sighed, lazily opening his green eyes and said, "It's been a long day, a big day. | guess I'm still carrying a 
little... stuff from earlier." 


"What can | do to help?" Tommy asked, stroking Nikki's cheekbones and forehead with his thumbs as his fingers 


continued their work in his hair. 
"You're doing it, baby," Nikki murmured, leaning into Tommy's touch. 


"Let's go upstairs, shall we?" Tommy leaned forward and dropped a barely-there kiss to his lover's upturned 
mouth. "You can get all that stuff out, on me..or in me," he smirked. 


"You gonna be my cum-slut, baby?" Nikki growled and Tommy couldn't restrain the shiver that ran through 
him. 


"Always," he breathed as Nikki's hand snaked up his spine and buried itself into his hair at the back of his 


head, drawing him closer. 


"As much as | want to make you scream my name, kajiri," Nikki said, his face close to Tommy's, his breath hot 


against his lips, not quite touching. 


Tommy tried to lunge forward to claim the kiss that was tantalisingly close but was restrained by the fingers 
that curled into his hair, holding him steady. He licked his lips, drawing the bottom one between his teeth and 
watched the fire in Nikki's eyes flare. 


"I think the Master needs to be put away until tomorrow, don't you?! And there's only one way to do that, 
isn't there?" Nikki continued as if nothing had happened. 


Tommy knew from years of playing together that once Nikki was in his Master's headspace, he needed to fuck 
himself out of it. That was Nikki's choice of aftercare. 


"If we go upstairs, will | need to take your favourite ball gag with me, kajiri?" 


Shaking his head, Tommy made a noise in the negative and, still biting his bottom lip, moved from Nikki's lap to 
stand beside the couch as Nikki watched him carefully. Tommy held out his hand to his lover with a soft 


smile. 


When Nikki did rise, Tommy snaked his arms around his neck and moulded himself to Nikki, giving him no doubts 
as to his intentions when they did reach their bed. "Eager, my love?" Nikki asked as his free hand splayed 


across the small of Tommy's back, his middle finger resting in the top of his ass crease. 


Tommy nodded again, not saying a word, just letting his eyes and his actions convey his feelings and started 


walking back to the stairs, behind them the red rope lay forgotten on the floor beside the couch. 


"My kgjiri," Nikki murmured as they stumbled up the stairs, still somehow entwined. "My Tommy," he 
punctuated each endearment with tender kisses, "My love." When they emerged from the lower floor, Nikki 


growled, "Mine!" and claimed Tommy's mouth hungrily, scooping his lover up. 


Tommy wrapped his legs around Nikki's waist as he was transported to the next level. They didn't make it to 
the bedroom though, as Nikki deposited Tommy onto the upper level landing whilst he was still a step below. 

Nikki stood over Tommy, gazing down at him as he rid himself of his shirt and pants before crawling cat-like 
up the stairs and over his supine lover. 


Tommy mewled when he felt Nikki nuzzle at his groin, the heat of his breath penetrating through the layer of 
soft cloth. 


"Shh, baby," Nikki said, looking up at him from between his spread legs. "Even though | think our guests will be 
sleeping like the dead, you've promised you'll be quiet, my love." Grinning devilishly, Nikki curled his fingers 
beneath the waist of Tommy's sweats and pulled them down just enough to set the head of his dick free. 


Pushing up to his elbows, Tommy breathed through the urge to moan as a very talented, pointed tongue 
circled the hard flesh, flickering over the sensitive V and into the slit. 


"I think | should take you here, on the stairs," Nikki purred, sliding Tommy's sweats as far down as possible 


without moving, exposing more and more rigid length. "Would you like that, my Tommy?" 


Without waiting for an answer, Nikki licked a broad stripe, from where the waistband stopped up to the tip, 
finishing with a tender kiss before blowing a cool breath over the damp skin 


With a shuddery inhale and a quiet, almost non-existent groan, Tommy's head lolled back on his neck. He lifted 
his hips and the pants popped free, feeling them being pulled all the way down his legs. 


As Nikki pushed Tommy's legs back to his chest, his feet slipped from the legs of the pants leaving him only in 
his shirt. Tommy was left feeling vulnerable and oh-so exposed as Nikki's eyes feasted upon him but fuck! if it 
didn't turn him on. He would gladly offer himself up like this on a daily basis if it meant seeing that look on his 


lover's face over and over again. 


Nikki licked his lips as though he were a starving man, exposing his sharp, white teeth with the next swipe of 
his tongue. With an animalistic growl, Nikki buried his face between Tommy's spread thighs. 


Tommy's breath lodged in his chest as his lover gorged himself on his body. Desperately in need of oxygen, 
Tommy exhaled with a wheeze, acutely conscious of his promise of staying silent whilst Nikki performed a very 


good imitation of a wild animal with a felled prey. 


As Nikki worked fingers and tongue into Tommy's receptive hole, he felt the familiar, heavy, warmth deep in 
his gut bloom larger with each stroke of Nikki's fingers over the patch of nerves. 


Tommy mewled in frustration and Nikki blindly reached up and shoved two fingers into his mouth. Tommy 
suckled on them desperately, wishing that they were Nikki's cock instead, as the older man took him deep into 
his throat finally. He wrapped his legs around Nikki's shoulders in some way anchoring them both; man to man, 
coupled to the solid ground beneath them. 


Nikki pulled his fingers from Tommy's mouth leaving a trail of saliva down his chin as he dragged them roughly 
down his throat and chest. He popped off Tommy's cock with a smack of his lips. Tommy glanced at his lover 
and saw that his face was slick and shining in the limited light coming from their bedroom at the end of the 
landing. He could also tell that Nikki was now wavering between his Master persona and the everyday man that 


Tommy loved. 


Nikki spat onto his hand and his lover's ass, giving the moisture a cursory swipe over the place both were 


concentrating on. "Kajiri.. Tommy, baby," he said, lining himself up. 'I need you. Please!" 


"Come to me, Nikki-baby..." Tommy replied, taking the cue from the name change that it was okay to become 
verbal. He held his hand out to the older man, beckoning him closer. 


With a grunt, Nikki penetrated Tommy's body smoothly, easily, and moved over the younger man, anointing his 
body with kisses as his rigid cock easily slid in and out. Their kisses were as hungry as their hands, roaming 


wherever they could reach. 


Nikki hooked his arm beneath Tommy's leg, opening him up even impossibly further. He felt as though Nikki was 
trying to split him two with his jackhammering cock. 


Tommy's body trembled with each thrust and rock of Nikki's hips. The illicitness of fucking on the landing, not 
having to worry about being discovered by their daughter and knowing their guests would be asleep, only 


enhanced the eroticism of the situation. 
“Tommy..dear god..help me," Nikki groaned as his rhythm started to falter. 


“Shhh, baby..! got you," Tommy murmured, wrapping his arms tightly around his lover. "Come back to me, Nikki. 
My Nik-..ch fuck," he gasped which morphed into a soft keening cry as his orgasm hit him out of nowhere, 
knocking him off his proverbial feet. With each wave, with each touch of Nikki's tip against his prostate, his 
molten centre spewed forth over his belly to follow the delineation of his abs to join the sweat and tears that 


had fallen from the man above. 


"Tommy... Tommy..l-l'm gonna.jesusfuckingchrist," Nikki managed to snarl before his body shuddered and 
contracted, forcing his seed deep into his lover. "Mmmm... fuck!" 


Tommy felt every pulse of Nikki's dick buried deep within him as he pulled his dark-haired angel down to him, 
claiming his mouth. Their teeth clashed, small unintended bites that often drew blood and if anyone had been 


watching, it would seem they were about to devour each other alive. 


But as their bodies calmed and slowed, so did their kisses. Nikki softened, both in body and frame of mind, 
slipping free from the warmth that he was being held in. He rolled to one side, wincing in disgust when his 


naked ass pressed against the wall. 


Tommy chuckled but when he looked into the sea-green eyes, he could tell that Master Nikki had finally been 
vanquished for the time being. He groaned and stretched his legs, working the stiff muscles out. 


Nikki propped himself up on his elbow and asked, "Are you okay, baby? | didn't hurt you?" 


"No," he said, working himself out of the shirt he still wore. Wadding it up, he cleaned Nikki's stomach and then 
himself up with the old sleeveless tee. "Not exactly a washcloth but itll do for now." 


Nikki chuckled, scraping his hand through his hair and yawned. "Fuck, I'm done, babe." 


"Me too," Tommy agreed, gingerly sitting up. Stretching his back out, he continued, "Let's get to bed, huh? Big 


spoon or little spoon?" 


"Little. Do you mind?" Nikki asked, tracing his fingers over Tommy's arms and naked thighs. 


"Never, my only heart, / méni mou kardia ," Tommy replied, slipping into a Greek endearment and Nikki smiled up 


at him. "C'mon..want another shower?" 
"Nah," his lover shook his head, yawning again. "If | don't move soon, this is where I'll be sleeping.” 


Tommy shifted first, pushing to his feet and holding out his hand to Nikki to help him to stand. He pulled his 
dark-haired lover into his arms and held him close, losing himself in the strong arms that wrapped around his 


back. 

"Nikki?" he asked with a frown. "Is everything okay?" 

Nikki took the last few steps to be on equal footing. "Everything is perfect, my baby," he replied. "You're 
perfect and | count my blessings every day. Thank you for understanding about this week. You don't hold any 
judgement or jealousy and | am so fucking blessed to have you and Storm. 

Tommy didn't know what to say but was keenly aware that Nikki needed to do this, his way. 

"The stairs were perfect for a quick fuck but tonight, you deserve to be loved in every conceivable way. And 
yes, | want to worship you as you deserve to be. | want to make love to you, take you to the highest high," 
Nikki continued, cupping Tommy's jaw. "But | think we both need to sleep right now, so expect to be woken by 


my kisses." 


"Not if | wake you first, babe," Tommy grinned, waggling his eyebrows. "I'm big spoon tonight, remember?! | can 


take your ass whenever | feel horny." 


~ Ke 


Chapter Eight 


Author's Notes: 
Here we are.almost at double digits! 


| never envisaged this one to be so long. A couple of chapters, some kink, a major fuck scene..et voila! Over! 
But nooooo, the boys want to show you *everything® they got up to. 


If you haven't worked it out or if | haven't mentioned it previously, I'm trying to break them up into *days*, 
with the fluff chapters in between. This day you're about to embark on is, so far, three chapters long. 


Anyway, dear readers, enjoy this week's chapter. 
| hope you all stay safe, stay well and take the time to be grateful for something in your life. 
Mine is..youl 
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Chapter 08 
Next Morning 
Tommy POV 


Tommy woke, blinking slowly in the mid-morning light filtering through the trees. He clapped a hand over his 
eyes and cursed the fact that they'd forgotten to close the curtains last night. 


He wasn't sure what woke him but laying still, Tommy listened for movement downstairs, wondering if it could 
have been Jon going for a swim. Twin snores from below soon put paid to that thought. He wasn't ready to 
face the day yet himself so he mentally checked in with his bladder to see if he had to extricate himself from 
Nikki or not. He decided it was probably prudent to do so now rather than later, judging by how heavily his 


lover was also sleeping. 


Tommy carefully slid his arm out from beneath Nikki's neck and stumbled to the bathroom to relieve himself. 
As he stood there, letting nature do its thing, Tommy yawned and scratched at odd itches over his body and 


let last night's activities flood his brain Recalling images of Richie's tanned hide and his lover fucking Jon, he 


felt the familiar downward spiral of blood to his dick, which proved interesting, as it was still draining another 


fluid. 


Nikki in his preferred Master's outfit was always a sight to behold and it never failed to send frissons of lust 
zapping through his circuitry, as it was doing right now. He finished in the bathroom, unfortunately feeling 
more awake than he wanted to be but that was because he was suddenly horny as fuck If he remembered 
correctly, he did allude to Nikki that, being the big spoon, he could take him any time, to which there had been 


no protest. 


Tommy stood in the doorway of the bathroom for a minute or two, greedily raking his eyes over the sleeping 
man and the way the daylight was creeping up his naked legs. Tommy wished it were him that was moving up 
Nikki's legs instead. He licked his lips, instantly ravenous. Pushing away from the door, Tommy went from 


window to window, pulling the curtains closed, plunging the room into a somewhat more civilised semi-darkness. 


Lying back onto the bed carefully, Tommy shuffled as close to Nikki's back as he could, his burgeoning erection 
nestled between the two firm ass cheeks, and started to trail his fingers over the darker skin. Nikki snuffled 
and shifted in his sleep causing him to stop until Nikki's breathing levelled out. With his lover calm again, 
Tommy continued his exploration, already knowing where to avoid so that he didn't wake him. Tommy knew that 


he'd only get this morning to top Nikki before he began his ascent back into his Master headspace. 


Nikki rumbled deep in his chest, still sound asleep when Tommy gently fondled the sleeping man's dick, feeling it 
stiffen under his attentions. Tommy placed tiny, tender kisses over Nikki's shoulders, dipping his tongue to taste 
the sleep-tinted skin. He was torn; he wanted Nikki to get all the rest he needed but he also wanted to see and 


feel the man he loved. 


Nudging a still-pliable Nikki into a position that would enable him to sink his now-impatient dick into the 
unsuspecting ring of muscle. He scooted into position whilst wetting his fingers with as much saliva as possible 


before gently pressing against the entrance. 


Nikki mumbled and shifted yet again, seemingly seeking more of the touch that was rousing him from his 
dreams. Tommy pushed forth before retreating only to repeat the action until he'd worked two fingers in 


easily, alternating between caressing the magic button within and scissoring them to loosen him. 
Tommy growled softly into Nikki's neck as his cock brushed against the vulnerable crease of skin at the top of 
Nikki's thigh. He withdrew his fingers and his lover whimpered. Tommy smiled knowing that he was no longer 


the only one awake which meant that he didn't have to be quite as restrained. 


Tommy rolled away from his lover momentarily to retrieve the lube beside the bed He coated himself liberally 


before returning to his spot. He used his lube-covered hand to stroke Nikki's now-rigid length. 


"I told you I'd take your ass whenever | felt like it," he breathed over the dark bed-mussed hair. 


"Boy scouts..keep their promises,” Nikki mumbled, pushing his ass back into Tommy. "Please..light my fire, my 


Tommy." 
"Thought | had," he said, squeezing the cock in his hand as his own pushed through into Nikki's body. 
"Fuck..ngh...yeah, baby," Nikki moaned. 


"Jesusfuckingchrist;" Tommy exclaimed as he pushed further into his lover. "Fuck, | missed you yesterday. This. 
| missed this." 


"Mmm," Nikki hummed, curling his fingers into the bedding below him. "| missed you too, baby. Tommy..my 


Tommy." 


Tommy slowly started to rock his hips, losing himself to the sensations and noises that the older man was 
making. He shifted over Nikki's back to give himself a better angle of penetration and Nikki widened his legs 
further in encouragement. 


The more conscious Nikki became, the more active he became. Dragging his knees beneath him, he forced 
Tommy to withdraw temporarily. Taking the opportunity, Tommy delved between the proffered cheeks as Nikki 
positioned himself comfortably, and teased the gaping entrance with the point of his tongue. 


Oh..fuck, yesss," Nikki snarled as Tommy feasted. "As..as much as l- oh god..as much as | love your tongue, 


baby, it's not what | need right now." 


Tommy groaned, leaving the puckered hole with a final kiss, he dragged his open mouth up Nikki's spine to his 
neck, covering his lover's body with his own "What do you need, Nik?" he breathed across Nikki's ear, feeling 
the older man shiver beneath him. "Do you want the stars from the sky? Shall | capture the moon for you 


too? You name it, my love, and it's yours.” 
"All | need, baby," he replied, twisting his face toward Tommy's, "is you." 


Tommy slid an arm under Nikki's chest before sitting back on his heels, bringing his lover up with him. Using 
his free hand, he held himself steady, guiding himself into the waiting heat as Nikki settled in his lap. "You got 
me, Nik Take what you need," he said, reaching for and taking Nikki's lips with his. 


Using Tommy's shaft to pleasure himself, Nikki did just that, rocking back and forth, up and down as Tommy 
used his hands to heighten his lover's arousal; stroking his rock-hard dick, flicking and pinching at nipples or 
caressing and fondling the more sensitive areas. 


Creating a symphony of murmurs and sighs, it wasn't long before Nikki was groaning, "I'm..ch, baby..I'm gonna 


come." 


"Right with you, Nikki," Tommy huffed, the exhale turning into a long, drawn-out groan when Nikki clamped 
down around him mid-downward movement as he bucked through his orgasm. Tommy dug his fingers into 
Nikki's hips, holding him down as he pumped his seed deep into his lover, with Nikki spilling fruitlessly onto the 
bedding. 


As he had with Richie the previous night, Tommy held Nikki close until he was sure he was okay before 
lowering him to the bed, carefully extricating himself at the same time, collapsing onto his pillows next to Nikki 
"Shit..." he puffed, scrubbing his hands over his face. 


Nikki dragged himself onto his side, flopping his arm heavily across Tommy's torso, forcing an Oof from 
him.Sorry, love..lost feeling for a moment," Nikki chuckled and rubbed the spot that he'd abused as Tommy 
raised his legs in the air, stretching them. "Morning," Nikki continued softly, with a very satisfied grin, as he 
shifted his hand and caressed Tommy's face. Nikki rolled closer and kissed Tommy; long, slow kisses that 


demanded or expected nothing from him in return 


Its definitely morning, babe," Tommy mumbled against Nikki's sweet lips. "And it was not only good, that was 
fucking unbelievable." 


Nikki shifted closer to Tommy and grimaced when his knee found the cooling puddle he'd left behind. "Guess we 
have to change this bed now." 


"There's a shit load of towels and bedding from the playroom too." 

“After...” Nikki mumbled again, his eyes sliding closed again. 

"After, what?" 

"Coffee..," the older man growled, placing his hand over Tommy's mouth. "Sshhh." 


Tommy smiled beneath the large paw and darted his tongue out, teasing the webbing of whatever fingers were 


directly above. 


"How old are you?!” Nikki chuckled, pushing to his elbow. "Even Storm didn't go around licking things when she 


was a toddler. You don't know where my hand's been" 


"Yeah, | do," Tommy mumbled from beneath the hand covering his mouth. "Around your own dick and my 


tongue's been up in your ass." 


Nikki dropped his head to Tommy's shoulder and laughed which turned into an amused groan. "I'm not gonna get 
back to sleep, am |?!" 


Tommy shook his head and gripped his lover's wrist, and, with a final swipe of his tongue, pulled Nikki's hand 


away from his mouth. "And even on my best days, you're not gonna keep this machine going on just a load of 


my cum every day," Tommy joked, giving Nikki's belly a pat. 


"Is that your way of telling me you're hungry, Tom?" he asked, rolling toward the edge of the bed and planting 
his feet on the floor. 


"You picked up on that?!" Tommy replied, archly as he bounded from the bed and did a few stretches. He and 
Storm had taken up yoga recently but they were still trying to convince Nikki to join them. Tommy had been 
reluctant at first but would now admit that he was starting to feel the benefits of looser muscles after a few 


morning stretches. 


"Can you stop being so full of energy, baby?!" Nikki chortled, smacking Tommy on the ass on his way through 
to the ensuite. 


‘lm dragging you along to the next class, Nikki," he replied over the sound of his lover's ablutions. "Storm and | 
will tie you up and throw you in the car if we have to.” 


"Oh, you never said that rope play was involved!" Nikki joked as he reappeared. 


Tommy straightened. "Smartass," he grinned, reaching for the sleep pants that had fallen to the floor. He 
tossed a pair to Nikki before pulling the others on 


"lm gonna have a quick shower before | come down," Nikki said. 


"Okay. I'll just straighten up in here before | go," he replied, reaching for his cigarettes and lighter. It was then 
that Tommy noticed all the rope threads and offcuts and started to gather them up to throw out. 


"No! Leave them, babe, please?!" 

"Its trash, though, isn't it?" 

"Yeah..kinda," Nikki replied. He'd moved to Tommy's side and pried open his hand to sort out several of the 
longer threads and put them back where they were. "I have an idea for Loverboy." He kissed Tommy quickly 
and continued, "I'll explain when | come downstairs. The rest of that," he indicated to Tommy's hand, "can go in 
the trash." 

"What are you going to do?" He tracked Nikki's progress back to the ensuite. 

"You heard of worry beads?" Nikki asked, turning the taps on in the shower. 


"Yeah," Tommy shrugged as he leaned on the doorframe. 


"I thought I'd do something similar," he said, stepping under the spray and taming his bed-hair with the steamy 
water. "Something that will remind him of last night." He squirted some shampoo into his hand and started 


lathering it. "Not sure if Ill give it to him today. | still need to make it. I'll see how it works out when | get out 


of here." 
"Okay. I'll go and make the coffee then," Tommy said. 


"How about we go out for breakfast, huh?" Nikki suggested. "We can take the boys down the coast to that new 


place." 


"Sure! I'll take a shower once the coffee's been made and we sort out plans," Tommy said. Nikki gave him a 


thumbs up to show that he heard as he ducked his head under the spray to wash the suds out. 


Tommy left him to finish his shower and trotted down the stairs, smiling as he remembered their tryst on 
the landing last night. He quickly put a pot of coffee on and headed outside into the sunshine for his first 


cigarette of the morning. 
we 
Richie POV 


Richie shifted in his sleep, rolling onto his back. It took a few moments for the slight pain from the bruising to 
register in his sleep-fog brain, bringing him to consciousness. Blinking blearily at the ceiling, he sorted through 
his brain wondering what had woken him. He grunted when his ass started protesting about being laid on and 
rolled restlessly back onto his side. Jon reached for him in his sleep in an effort to calm him, tapping him on 


the arm before falling still again. Closing his eyes, he tried valiantly to go back to sleep. 


And he was almost successful until he heard movement upstairs, the deep rumble of male voices filtering 
through the floorboards above his head, but not clearly enough to eavesdrop on their hosts’ conversation 
Though judging by the odd groan here and there, Richie assumed they were Nikki and Tommy were fucking. His 
cock gave an interested twitch but slept on peacefully, still recovering from yesterday's session in the 


playroom as much as his back and ass were. 


The more he tried not to listen to the activities above him, the more his body protested about lying still. Then 
when the shower started above him, he knew sleep was gone for good for the morning and suddenly his head 
was filled with thoughts and images from last night. He hadn't meant to resist Tommy as much as he did, but 
it had happened and now he was paying the price. 


He looked over at Jon, whose head was almost buried beneath the pillows as he usually did, his mouth had 
fallen open and a damp patch on the sheet below was a good indication that he'd been drooling at some stage. 


Richie smiled at his husband's sleeping habits before sliding from the bed and grabbing his pyjama bottoms. 


Closing the door to the ensuite, Richie blinked painfully at the harsh overhead light as he aimed into the toilet 
and emptied his bladder. He winced at the slight marks left on his dick as he held it. They weren't painful but 


he certainly wasn't used to seeing them there. 


It had been a disturbed night as his brain had been as restless as his body and it showed when he turned 
toward the mirror. He hated the bags and lines that had started to appear around his eyes but he'd never be 
vain enough to have them fixed That was for the youngsters or the foolish. 


He spied the painkillers on the vanity that he'd fumbled for at one stage during the night. Popping a couple into 
his hand, Richie threw them into his mouth before turning on the tap, placing his mouth beneath the stream 


of water and swallowing them down. 


Finally stepping into his pyjama pants, Richie killed the light and crept out of the bedroom, leaving Jon soundly 
sleeping. He would have liked to have checked on the rope marks on his hands but they were now buried 
beneath the pillows beside his head. Richie huffed out a silent, amused breath. He could never figure out why 
Jon liked to burrow under the pillows like that some nights. But then Jon liked to sleep on his belly whereas 


Richie was more of a side-sleeper. 


He heard the sliding door open as he walked through to the kitchen moments before the sound and aroma of 
freshly poured coffee reached his nostrils. At this stage, he could have been a cartoon character being lured 


through the air on the promise of caffeine. 
"Coffee," Richie groaned, seeing Tommy in the kitchen 


"Morning, dude," Tommy chuckled, pushing one of the already-filled cups toward him. Reaching for another 
empty cup, he asked, "How'd you sleep?" 


"Like shit," Richie replied, wrapping his hands around the mug gratefully. 
"Sore?" 


"A little," Richie nodded. "Just took some painkillers. But between that, this," indicating to his head, "and you two 
fucking and showering above us this morning.. What are you two anyway?! Rabbits?! Or have you taken up 


shares in Viagra manufacturing?!" 


Tommy grinned, sipping his own coffee. "| haven't showered yet but Nikki sure needed it," he scoffed proudly. 
"More importantly though..are you okay?! | thought you would have been exhausted enough to sleep through.” 
Tommy, placing his cup down, moved to stand behind Richie. 


Hands, warm from the coffee, moved over Richie's back. "Not too bad here. Most bruising is yellowing already. 
The broken skin is healing," he said, more to himself than to Richie. "Drop ‘em and bend over," he said, tugging 
on the waistband of Richie's pyjamas. 


Richie placed the mug on the counter and tugged at the cord holding his pants up. Pushing them down over his 
ass, he let them pool at his feet before leaning his elbows on the marble top. He shuffled his feet back a little 
to ease the stiffness in his back. 


Couching down behind Richie, Tommy probed every bruise and skin break, making him wince even though the 


hands were gentle in their inspection Tommy hurmmed in thought as he squeezed the muscled globes. 
"Starting the party early, gentlemen?" 


Richie swivelled his head toward the voice and saw his husband standing slouched against a wall but the look on 
his face was pure imp, complete with the slow blink of his lust-filled, questioning eyes. 


Tommy stood, unhurried and with a tap on Richie's leg, indicating that he was finished. "You're fine. You 
shouldn't have a problem sleeping tonight especially when Nikki is done with you," he said in explanation to their 


seemingly-compromising situation. "Morning, Jonny," he continued. "Coffee?" 


"Its a good looking ass, isn't it?!" Jon stated, not expecting an answer as he strolled over from where he stood. 


Shit! What the tuck kind of mood is he in?! Richie thought as he straightened up after reaching for the pants 


around his ankles. Tommy dropped a kiss on his cheek on his way past him to the coffee machine. 


"Coffee sounds almost perfect, Tommy," Jon purred. "Hey, Mookie," he said with a dirty smirk, offering up his 
lips to his husband. 


Richie exhaled, growling lightly in the back of his throat at the seductive look he was on the receiving end of. 


‘Mmmorning, Cowboy," he said and obliged him with a kiss. "| can expla-." 


"Is okay, Mookie," Jon smiled, placing his finger across Richie's mouth to silence him. "While we're here, and 


only here," he dragged his thumb over Richie's bottom lip, "you can do whatever you want." 


"Huh?!" he asked, the crease in his forehead couldn't go any deeper at his husband's change in attitude. "What 
are you talking about?" 


"I get it now," Jon shrugged, "and for the rest of our time here, if you're asked to..," he flicked a look toward 


Tommy, "do whatever then I'm not gonna run out and file for divorce." 


"Now that's what | like to hear, puppy!" Nikki's voice floated over them from the landing. "Can you appreciate, 
Street Rat, what a gift you've just been given?" Nikki continued as he walked down the stairs to join them. His 
hair, whilst still damp, was spiked out in all directions and only partially tamed by the obligatory bandana 
around his forehead. 


"l- um..l'm stunned actually," Richie stuttered as he looked between them and Tommy chuckled behind him. He 
was even more thrown off when Nikki approached Jon and kissed him deeply without any fightback from his 
husband. 


"Well done, puppy," Nikki praised the blonde. 


Richie almost laughed out loud in surprise when Jon, his husband, his Cowboy, almost swooned as their 


daughter would over whatever boyband graced her room at the moment. 


Nikki his green-eyed attention to him next. He reached for Richie, dragged him close and said, "You and me, 


Street Rat. Tonight," then Richie felt the full force of Nikki's seductiveness as he repeated the intense kiss. 
Tommy started clapping and exclaimed, "Oh, fuck yeah!" 

Nikki released him and Richie needed to lock his knees into place to stop him from falling down As Nikki moved 
away to Tommy who was almost vibrating with suppressed impatience, Jon slid into his arms, with a small 


chuckle, "Okay there, Mookie?!" 


Tommy almost leapt on Nikki and pushed him up against the closest surface, knocking a small oof from the 
older man. "That was fucking hot, baby," he said, gripping Nikki's shirt collar. "But now its my turn" 


"You had your turn, Tom," Nikki sniggered. "Remember?! You left your load in my ass not even an hour ago." 


"Yeah, and then you went and showered it all away," Tommy huffed like a toddler. "Now | wanna do it again, 


baby. Please?! Please, please, plea." 


Nikki cut his lover off with a searing kiss. "Later," he said, pointedly. "Right now, | need you to go get me one of 


the long-wear plugs from downstairs. | had a thought while | was in the shower." 
"Does it involve me filling your ass again?" Tommy asked, hopefully. 

‘One-track mind, baby?" 

‘Storm's away, daddies get to play," he replied, waggling his eyebrows. 


"So who's ass is it for, Nikki?" Richie asked and almost regretted opening his mouth when those devilish green 
eyes Turned his way. 


"Yours, my little Street Rat," Nikki smirked "I seem to remember you coming home from meeting up with Al 


one night with one shoved up your ass for some minor misdemeanour. | want to see if it has the same effect." 


Richie cringed at the memory, even if he didn't recall that exact episode. Then again it didn't surprise him 


either, knowing his ex-pimp. 


"You know what?!" Nikki said, extricating himself from Tommy's spirited attempts at removing Nikki's clothes. 
"Jonny, keep this one amused while | steal your husband." 


"Have fun, Mookie," Jon grinned and stepped toward Nikki who gripped his wrists. 


Nikki checked Jon's hands and wrists quickly and with a nod of satisfaction pushed the two young ones 
together. "You can brief Loverboy on what's happening this morning, babe," Nikki said. "We won't be long so no, 
babe, no time for a quick fuck either." Nikki caressed Tommy's cheek and purred, “Besides, baby..| want you to 
save it up for tonight, okay?!" 


"Fine," Tommy huffed, his bottom lip pouting. 
"Cimon, Street Rat," Nikki said and strode back toward the stairs, taking them in a jog downwards. 


With a final look toward his very relaxed husband, Richie followed Nikki down the stairs. Richie found him at 
the shelving that stored all the toys and lube, choosing and rejecting a variety of plugs before turning to him, 
brandishing a long, slim toy and the bottle of cherry-scented lube from last night. 


| wanted to talk to you without the youngsters,” Nikki started, placing the items in his hands on the arm of 


the couch. 
"0h?!" 


| wanted to explain why I've planned these nights the way | have," Nikki continued as he strolled around the 
room, touching odd items here and there as though he couldn't settle. 


Richie wasn't sure what Nikki was up to so he just stood behind the couch and waited. 


"You see, baby," Nikki said, "all those years ago when you told me about what those sick fucks did to you, | had 
murder in my veins. | freely admit that. But it was too late; Al's enforcers had already taken care of the 


trash." 


"Ever since, even though Tommy and Storm have kept me loved, busy, safe and sound," he smiled, "I've had 
this empty hole that was just filled with impotent, raging, frustration over the fact that | hadn't been there 
for you or personally dealt with those that hurt you." 


"But Nik-," Richie started but Nikki held up a finger to silence him. 


‘| eventually turned that into thinking of ways to help you both," he shrugged. He came to a stop at a fairly 
non-descript wall that had some kind of floor-to-ceiling storage unit with a recessed door that Richie hadn't 
noticed previously and leaned nonchalantly against it. "I've been unconsciously working toward this..for you and 
Jon..since then. | never thought it would happen though..until-." 


"Until Jon gave this the green light," Richie offered, waving his hands around to indicate himself and Nikki as 


well as the room and its contents. 


"You got it, babe." Nikki flipped out the little hidden handle and opened the door. 


Reaching inside, Richie heard the rattle and chink of chain as Nikki drew something out of the unit. His blood 
ran slightly cold as, on a track that blended into the dark ceiling, Nikki pulled a block and tackle across as far as 
it went. The noise was caused by the lengths of chains attached to the device. Swallowing heavily over the 


lump in his throat, Richie looked at Nikki askance. "The fuck?!" he swore softly, shaking his head. 


"Your husband had the same reaction to the rope at the store, baby," Nikki spoke quietly but firmly, "and look 
how far he's come. I've enjoyed these myself," he deliberately rattled the chains, "Tommy's enjoyed them. Now... 


| want you to." 


When Richie offered nothing in return, Nikki said, sternly, "Look at me , my Street Rat." He moved to stand 


between Richie's wild-eyed stare and the chains. "You mean as much to me as Tommy and Storm..." 


"But they've never been there," Richie snapped, allowing his unease to surface as anger. "They've been 
protected. They've never been strung up. They've never been raped!" Richie stared fixedly over Nikki's 
shoulder, at the point where the chains hung from the pulley. 


"No, they haven't. And | intend to see that they never will," Nikki replied calmly. "The past is the past and it 
can't be changed. Not for Jon, not for me and not for you. But it is possible to work your way past that and 
drive those demons back, if not completely away. It worked for Jon last night..and it worked for me." 


"What? When?" 


"Remember | mentioned one occasion when | called red while | was with Mistress J and Adrian?" When Richie 
nodded Nikki continued, "At the time everything stopped and they simply held me until | was ready to talk. 
Afterwards, though, my Mistress insisted that | work with her to find out what my trigger was and if we 
could discover a way for me to work around it. It was difficult, just as it was for Jon last night, but, with help, 


we both found a way through. Now | want to do the same for you." 


| will not harm you." Nikki gripped his face, forcing Richie to look at him. "I will not hurt you. But.. will help heal 


you and have my vengeance against those sick fucks that took something from you. Please?!" 
Before Richie realised, Nikki moved to stand behind him, snaking his arms around his chest as if to hold his 


wildly thumping heart from breaking out. He felt slightly ill, off-centre somewhat, and Nikki had somehow 
sensed that. That reminded Richie of all the times he'd melted into those safe arms as a kid on the streets. 


Rubbing soothing circles over his sternum, Nikki softened his tone and said, "Before..and after the pain though... 


Ill give you so much pleasure, baby. Just like we used to. Hmm?!" 
Richie swallowed heavily and rested his head against his old friend's. He nodded, trusting Nikki implicitly. 


Large hands turned him around and he was met with concerned green eyes. "Thank you, Richie," Nikki said. The 
older man leaned forward and captured Richie's mouth with his. The kiss was full of heartfelt love and history 


and Richie let himself be carried along with it. But as with Tommy in the kitchen, when Richie tried to disrobe 
Nikki, his hands were stilled. 


Nikki gripped his wrists and, when their kiss had ended, brought Richie's knuckles to his mouth and brushed his 


lips across them. "Later, baby, | promise." 

Instead, Richie found himself turned away swiftly and bent over the back of the couch with a curt, "Stay." 
Fingers tugged on the drawstring of his pants and hands tugged them down over his half-filled erection and 
exposed buttocks, making no apologies for the groping that they also performed. 


"Tommy did a great job on your ass," Nikki said, squeezing the large muscles and scooping his hands up Richie's 
back before dragging his fingers back down. 


Richie groaned softly, shifting under the attention 
"Shame you made him work so hard," Nikki continued as his fingers slipped through the crease between the 
cheeks, running teasing circles around the puckered entrance. "Why? Why did your Sir have to work that hard 


to get you to where you needed to be?" 


Nikki stood and reached for the lube, making a show of drizzling a small pool into his hand and rubbing it 


between his fingers. 


Richie stayed silent, mesmerised by the glint of light off the gel on Nikki's fingers. His ass couldn't make up its 
mind whether to shut tight at the inevitable intrusion or to greet the fingers in a welcoming gape. 


‘lm going to ask you again," Nikki said as he coated the anal plug in slippery liquid. "Why were you resisting?" 
"| don't know," he shrugged. 


"Didn't you trust your Sir?" Nikki capped the bottle, tossing it haphazardly onto the worn, saggy cushions 
before he moved back around him out of Richie's line of sight. 


"Yes, of course," Richie replied, biting back the annoyance over Nikki's questioning. If he was gonna get plugged 
instead of fucked, he'd rather do it sooner than later. "You trust him, so | do." 


Nikki pinched his ass, making Richie yelp in pain and surprise. "The fuck, Nikki!" 


"Aww, did that hurt, little one?" Nikki asked, pressing his thumb into the pinch. The more Richie wiggled to get 
away from the pressure, the more Nikki applied. "Now..this is what we're gonna do. | ask you the questions and 


you answer. Sounds simple, right?!" 


"Y-yeah, | guess," Richie hedged. He knew he was pushing Nikki's buttons at the moment but he hadn't actually 
taken the time to really think about why he'd pushed back against Tommy dropping him into subspace. He 


rather suspected he was about to regret that oversight. 

"Here's where it could get a little messy," Nikki continued. This time, however, his thumb moved to Richie's hole 
and started an annoyingly delicate, circular rub. "You give me proper answers and I'll make it feel good. If | don't 
get the answers l'm looking for," Richie mewled softly when the rubbing stopped, "expect your ass to pay the 


price again tonight. You got me?!" 


Richie grunted and teeth clenched when his elder pinched the same spot as a moment ago. "Y-yes, Master," he 


growled and heard Nikki's dark chuckle behind him and the brief dip of a finger into his ass 
"Were you scared of letting go and reaching subspace?" 

| dunno, maybe a little." The finger retreated. 

"Why? You've never resisted me like that." 

"| don't know why." Those annoying little touches had returned instead of the insertion 


| think you do." Nikki's clean hand roamed ominously over his ass cheek. "I think you were paying too much 


attention to other things” 
"No, | wasnt" He grunted when he felt the pinch again 

"Yes! You were. You were watching Jon Why was that?" 

"Im not sure. Fuck!" Another pinch right beside the previous one. 

"Were you scared that | would hurt Jon?" 

"No, never!" Richie protested, grappling with his thoughts now, doubting them, digging deeper, "But... 


"So you thought that you would watch. That meant Thomas had to go harder on you than he originally 


planned." 
"Possibly." The slick fingers returned to their designated activity of teasing his opening. 


"Did you realise the only time my puppy needed reprimanding was when you distracted him? Your cry when 


you forced Thomas to up the game almost brought punishment down on your lover?" 
"You didn't..." 


‘Of course not. | fold you | would be careful and | was. Did you really think | would allow anything to hurt my 
puppy? Even you?" Nikki pressed his finger into Richie, slipping easily past any resistance, smearing the gel 


around as he massaged the ring of muscle. "I couldn't, however, control the damage he did to himself when he 


heard you." 


Richie blinked against the tears that were stinging the backs of his eyes. He'd seen Jon's hands last night and 


even though there was no major damage, it was still there. 


"So, little one," Nikki continued, "tell me why? Tell me why you resisted when you knew that it was for your 


benefit?" 


Richie battled to open his thoughts as easily as Nikki was working his ass open. He knew the reason was right 
there, just out of reach. In his mind's eye, Richie saw Jon tied on the bed, the red rope around his hands, and 
even though he knew..he absolutely knew ..that Nikki would never hurt Jon, the urge to snatch him out of the 


situation, out of harm's way, was a powerful need. 


Richie gasped as his mind wrapped its fingers around the thought and yanked it into his consciousness just as 


surely, albeit unobtrusively, as Nikki had managed to slide the toy into his ass. 


"IFs my job! | have to protect him..and | couldn't..." Richie exclaimed thickly, his throat sticky with emotion. 
"He's my husband, my family..my life..and | couldn't protect him. Not from you..not from them | | failed, okay?! 
| failed." 


Nikki paused as Richie continued to lance the wound that he'd been carrying with him ever since he met Jon, 
spilling the mental pus out of the infection and into the ether. "What..what you see now on his back is nothing 
compared to what | saw that first week | vowed that night that I'd never let anything like that happen to him 


again. No human..no animal ..deserves to be treated like that, let alone a little kid." 


Richie backhanded the angry tears that dared to spill over his lashes and he was grateful that he hadn't been 
looking directly at Nikki otherwise he would be howling like a child at this point. 


"And..and | failed him." 


Nikki pulled Richie up from the couch and wrapped his arms around him, soothing him until he'd calmed. "Look 
at me, Street Rat." 


Richie sniffed, scrubbing his hand over his face before he could do what he was asked only to have his face 
gripped between Nikki's large hands. 


"You. Did. Not. Faill" He shook Richie's head a little. "He is here. He is healthy. He is strong..both mentally and 
physically. He. Is. Still. Here. Do you understand me?! You did not fail, my love." 


"But" 


"No! No, buts..unless you're talking about your very green and purple, naked one, right now?!" Nikki said, 
quirking his eyebrow at him and Richie appreciated the circuit breaker. "I saw how you two were destined for 
each other and if | hadn't have had Tommy, then it would have shattered me to lose you. We both won, Street 


Rat, don't you see?! We've all survived our demons." 

"Tommy has demons?" Richie asked. 

Nikki smirked and answered with a chuckle, "Yeah..the one in his pants." 
Richie snorted in amusement. 


‘Seriously, though, baby," Nikki continued, "no more of that | failed shit, ya hear me?! We're gonna work 
through this tonight, | promise you." He kissed Richie before releasing him and guiding him back over the couch. 
"And. hopefully Jon will be better behaved than you were when it's you in the uncomfortable position and he is 


the observer." 


"Now, how does that feel?" Nikki asked without waiting for an answer, twisting and pulling at the toy to make 


sure it was situated properly. 
It's fine," he replied. "No pain but | can feel it" 


With a final check and twist of the plug base and a solid slap on the hot skin, Nikki left Richie made his way 


over to the racks of stored toys, pulling out something from a rack Richie couldn't quite see. 


"Am | going to need to use this?” Nikki asked holding up a clear plastic cock cage for Richie's inspection as he 
straightened up again. 


"No Sir," Richie replied quickly. 


"I thought not. But, you know, | think I'm gonna take this with me," Nikki said putting the toy into his pocket. 
"Just in case. Come now. We're going out for brunch and, although they do make for easy access, pyjama pants 


are not de rigueur at the restaurant." 


"There should be more places where pyjamas are acceptable," he replied, bending to retrieve his pants from 
around his ankles. He inhaled sharply at the unexpected, yet expected, the touch of the toy against to prostate. 
Today was going to be interesting. 


"Oh! And no touching!" Nikki said, shaking his loose fist back and forth. "You might want to consider underwear 
if you think getting hard in public is going to be an issue," he continued as he made his way toward the door. 


Richie followed close on his heels but just before he reached the stairs his step faltered. Unable to resist he 
turned his gaze to the waiting chains, taking a hesitant step in that direction Suddenly he was grabbed by the 


shoulders and swung around to face his first love. 


"Remember Street Rat, | will not harm you but | am going to string you up with those chains..tonight.” Nikki's 
hands left Richie's shoulders and Richie felt a reassuring strong grip as Nikki took his hand to and pulled him 
away and up the stairs. 


Richie was still two steps from the top when Nikki suddenly froze. 
"What the fuck?! Kajiril" Nikki abruptly dropped Richie's hand and strode into the kitchen 


Wondering what he would see Richie ascended the last couple of steps and peered cautiously around the 
doorway. Jon was bent backwards over the same countertop he had so recently utilised, clearly in the midst of 


an intense orgasm. 


In the process of standing up between his husband's splayed legs, Tommy's mouth was dripping cum but, as he 
pulled back, startled by Nikki's shout, Jon's continued pulses of ejaculate painted Tommy's face and were sliding 


unchecked down his chin. 
‘Oh..shit," Tommy groaned. "Master, |'m-" 


Richie recognised the two non-verbal commands that Nikki gave to Tommy, crossing his index fingers before 


pointing to the space in front of him. 


Richie watched Jon straighten up, looking sheepishly at him as Tommy made his way, in a good imitation of 
their teenage daughters’ reluctance to do as they're told, to stand in front of Nikki. Jon started to follow 
Tommy but Nikki held his hand up in a stop. 


He then laced his fingers together when Tommy was slouched in front of him. Richie didn't recognise that 
signal as a standard one but it was made clearer when Tommy huffed but laced his hands behind his head, 
bracing his legs at shoulder width. 


Nikki waited until Tommy settled somewhat before making a Tsk noise at his lover. "Kajiri, you've got the libido 
of a teenager that's just hit puberty," he said, circling the younger mon. "Was | not enough for you this 
morning? Did you not empty enough into my ass to cool your jets for a little while?" 

"Yes, baby, but-." 

"Silence! Do not make me gag you," Nikki sighed. He reached into his pocket and pulled out the plastic cage. "I 
knew there was a reason | brought this upstairs," he said, twirling it around his finger, the small padlock and 
key jangling against it. 


"Aww shit," Tommy breathed, unnoticed by Nikki as he turned to face his newest submissive. 


"Puppy," Nikki called to Jon. "Heel!" 


"Sir?" Richie questioned whilst Jon hurried to Tommy's side, dropping to his knees. Richie recognised his 
husband's post-orgasm face clearly; flushed cheeks, sleepy-looking eyes and the slightly satisfied curl of his 


mouth 


"You stay where you are, baby," Nikki said, returning his attention back to the others. "Puppy, | know that you 


are not to blame in this," he continued, reaching out to pet Jon's hair, "but you will watch while | deal with this 


bratty one.” 


Richie watched as Nikki circled Tommy again, finally coming to a halt behind him. "So, we're in brat mode today, 


are we, kajiri?! Hmm?!" 


Richie noted Tommy's smirk and a lick of his lips but his words were something completely different. "No, 


Master." 


"Liar," Nikki chuckled darkly into Tommy's ear. "And because of your indiscretions this morning, you're going to 
get the pleasure of wearing this today so that you learn control. Do | make myself clear, kajiri?" 


"Yes, but-," Tommy started before he was silenced again by Nikki's hand going around his throat and squeezing 
it. 


'| will gag you if necessary and make you go out in public with it, kajiri," Nikki growled. "A cock one, maybe? Or 
a pretty pink pacifier?" 


"N-none, Master," he replied hoarsely. "Please..l'll behave, Master" 


"Good! See that it stays that way!" Nikki release Tommy's throat and strode around to his front, dropping to 
his haunches in front of his lover. Addressing Jon, Nikki said, "Note well, puppy, this is what happens to bratty 
subs who don't listen the first time." He expertly enclosed Tommy's cock into the plastic, clicking the padlock 
shut with a snap. 


"Right! That's taken care of you for the moment, kajiri," Nikki exclaimed, giving the cage a cursory pat as he 


stood again, face to face with the younger man 
Tommy's eyes were bright and full of mischief and Richie had to stop himself from reacting when Nikki turned 
to him. "Take Loverboy and go get ready to go out. It seems a fine day to spend watching the waves roll in, 


don't you think? Because tonight, we're all in for one hell of a ride." 


~ Ke 


Chapter Nine 


Author's Notes: 
Hello my lovelies 


| hope life has been treating you kindly this week?! 


There is nothing profound to say about this chapter. You will see a surprise encounter early on in the chapter. 
And | think our East Coast boys are missing home. There's a little tension between them and phone calls to the 
kids. 


Thank you again for all your support. | love to read your comments even though I've sucked lately at replying 
within a decent timeframe. VO 


Anyway, hope you enjoy it.. 


J 


Lunchtime 
Laguna Beach 
Nikki POV 


It was around midday by the time the four reached the restaurant. Nikki chose to drive and, by the time they 
arrived, he felt like he was herding a bunch of toddlers. Tommy pouted for most of the trip, letting his bratty 
tendencies ride high, whilst Richie did nothing but fidget and squirm. Jon was the rather withdrawn, 
suspiciously quiet one; the one that you never knew when he was going to do a complete turn-around and 


become the most outrageous one of them all. 


Nikki didn't think it was subdrop considering his relaxed demeanour this morning. It could just be a simple case 
of embarrassment being caught out getting blown by Tommy, or perhaps there was something else behind his 


behaviour. Regardless, he was going to keep a watchful eye on Jon 


He and Tommy were spotted by a few of their regular club patrons but Nikki didn't take into account Richie 
being recognised as much as he had when they walked through the main restaurant to the outside area, Heads 
had swivelled, eyes followed them and a few braver souls approached him for photos; it was all rather 


umerving if he thought about it too hard. 


They were shown to a table out on the deck overlooking the ocean and the beach below. Nikki waved away the 


menus and ordered coffee all around, juice for himself, mimosas for everyone else and a full breakfast for 
them all. 

When the drinks arrived, Nikki raised his glass for a toast and the others held their glasses aloft. "Here's to 
health, hard dicks and full asses!" he said with a sly grin, making the other three laugh, and said just loud 
enough for the woman at the next table to overhear and glare at them. 

"That kind of talk is not appreciated," the woman sneered, "and if you continue to talk in such a crass way, I'l 


have you removed. Your kind should not be permitted in such a fine establishment She returned to her 


conversation with her companion, assuming that her words would be enough to be a deterrent. 
" Our kind ?!" Tommy replied after a beat. "And what Kind is that, bitch?!" 
"Tommy," Nikki cautioned his bratty lover. 


Tommy ignored Nikki's warning. "And if wearing all that gaudy-looking, shitty costume jewellery makes you 
better than us, then you're sadly mistaken. We got.. 


Nikki hooked his arm around Tommy's neck, hauled him in for a kiss and flipped the woman off. "They can't 
touch us, babe," he mumbled against Tommy's lips, continuing to kiss his lover while the two society matrons 


grumbled their distaste. Richie and Jon, the more conservative couple, looked at each other and smirked. 


Richie's show of solidarity was to haul Jon in and kiss him too, albeit in more of a perfunctory manner than 


the dental inspection that Nikki was giving Tommy. 
"Well, | never!" the woman gasped and the two women tittered amongst themselves in outrage. 


When the words homosexuals and their proclivity for sleeping around were mentioned with such disdain, Jon 


turned in his chair and said, "And you can mind your own business, thank you, /adies" 

"You can't be carrying on like that in public," the other woman said, finally finding her voice. 
‘Jonny..what are you doing?!" Richie chuckled. 

"Now, Rich, l'm just setting these /adies on the right path," he replied, leaning closer to his husband. 


Tommy broke free from Nikki's kisses and both turned to watch. Nikki was curious to see Jon in this mode, 
especially considering how quiet he had been, and he assumed that the slurs were the tipping point. 


"Now," Jon said, addressing the women, "you don't know anything about us. Do you?!" He continued when there 
was no answer, "No, you don't. So what gives you the right to comment on a toast between friends and a 
simple kiss between husbands?" Jon held up his left hand, pointing to his wedding ring. 


Nikki watched Jon keenly, impressed with the way he was dealing with the pious, sharp-faced women. He would 
have to reward his puppy appropriately later. 


"It was inappropriate!" the first woman protested. 

"No, inappropriate would be if | told you that he," Jon said, pushing his sunglasses up into his hair and looking 
the women straight on and pointing to Tommy, "sucked me off this morning in their kitchen," Tommy stood and 
took a bow as Jon ignored the surprised laughter coming from his table, "while this one," Jon reached for 
Richie's hand, "had a toy shoved up his ass by tall, dark and sexy over there." 

Nikki tipped his imaginary hat at them and applauded his puppy for his balls. 

"Well, | never!" the woman gasped. 

"I highly... highly .. recommend starting the day like that. You need to try it one day!" 

"Come, Lois. We're leaving.” She held her hand up, indicating for the check. 

"Have a nice day, ladies," Jon said, slowly lowering his sunglasses and turning his back to them. 


Tommy was clutching his belly in laughter and high-fived Jon. "Well played, dude." 


"Well, if it isn't Richie Sambora as | live and breathe," a deep male voice boomed. "How the fuck are you, 


mate?!" 


"Hugh!" Richie exclaimed, the chair scraping against the floor as he stood up to greet the newcomer with a 


warm hug. "Good to see you, brother, take a seat. You got time?" 

Releasing Richie, the newcomer turned around and moved toward a spare chair at the next table. 

"Oh! Mr Jackman!" one of the women tittered. "Its such a pleasure to meet you" 

"Thanks," Hugh said, off-handedly with a small smile. "You dont need this chair, do you?! Cheers." Swifty taking 
the chair from the women's table, ignoring them both, Hugh turned it around at the end of the mens’ table 


and straddled it. 


"Sorry | didn't come over earlier," the Australian said. "I was with my manager. It's Tommy, right?!" Hugh 


asked, holding his hand out. 
"Yeah, dude," Tommy said, shaking his hand. "We met at one of Athena's fundraisers.” 


"That's right! How is Athena? And..'m sorry, I've forgotten your daughter's name," Hugh said, pulling a face. 


"Storm," Nikki provided. Storm had been slightly overwhelmed to meet the star that night. 


"That's right," Hugh grinned. "Good to see you, too, Nikki. See, it's all coming back to me now," he said before 
turning to Richie. "And | wasn't expecting to see you and Jon here, Rich?! What brings you both out to sunny 


California?" 
"We're actually on vacation," Richie replied. "We're staying with Nikki and Tommy." 


"Is that right?!" Hugh exclaimed, looking between the four. He turned back to Tommy and Nikki, "And how do 
you know these two reprobates?" he asked, hooking his thumb at Richie and Jon 


"We're old friends," Nikki offered. "Richie and | knew each other way back in my old Jersey days." 


“Small world, huh?!" Hugh said. "Still wouldn't want to paint it, though." He checked over his shoulder as the 
women huffed and left with as much noise as they could muster, their noses pointed high in the air. "| 
overheard what you said to those two, Jon. That was some specific information in that tale you told," Hugh 


chuckled. "Well played, mate! Well played!" 
"Thanks, man," Jon smirked and casually sipped on his drink. 


Nikki knew that Hugh had no idea that it was the truth and not just some fabrication but it was still amusing 


to see Jon blush over the compliment. 
"Rich, I'll see you at that benefit in August, yeah?!" 
"Yeah, man," Richie nodded. 


"Good! Looking forward to it," Hugh smiled. "Listen, | won't keep you from your meal. | gotta run anyway. Take 
care, guys" The actor stood and replaced the chair at the table before giving a final wave goodbye and 
disappearing through the tables. 


Their meals arrived and what was left of the morning proceeded in a much calmer atmosphere. When it was 
time to leave, with full bellies and feeling re-energised from the sun and the sound of the waves, Nikki called 
over the waiter and asked for the check. He waved away Richie's attempt to pay and reached for his wallet. 


It was then that Nikki remembered that he'd slipped Jon's handmade gift into his pocket at the same time as 
his wallet. He put his credit card into the billfold, after adding a generous tip and signing for the final amount. 


The waiter murmured a discreet thank you and stepped away to process the payment. 


"Puppy," he said, drawing Jon's attention to him. "| have something for you. | had planned on giving it to you 
later in the week, sometime before you left for home, but after your performance today, | think you deserve 


it now." 


"Oh, is this the..." Tommy started saying before Nikki cut him off with a look. "Sorry, Sir," he said meekly. 


Nikki reached back into his pocket and withdrew a simple plaited wristlet made from the rope offcuts that he'd 
saved from Tommy's clean up that morning. He held it out over the table, in front of the younger man. "I want 


you to wear that as a reminder of this week and the hard work you did to earn it." 


He watched Jon hesitantly reach out and rub the strands through his fingers before taking a deep breath and 
releasing it slowly. "Thank you, Master," Jon said and met his gaze confidently. "Um..please..would you put it on 
me, tonight?" 


"If that is what you wish, puppy, of course," Nikki said inclining his head in the affirmative. He took the wristlet 
back from Jon, returning it to his pocket, before pulling his chains free from his shirt collar and adjusting 


them. 


Among the heavy pendants, one special necklace held his memories, the key to Richie's old apartment that he'd 
never returned and dog-tags with his and Tommy's name on one and Storm's on the other. Now matching red 


strands hung from the hole in the top of the key. He looked at Jon and patted the mementos. 


Jon pinched his mouth closed and nodded again as Richie tugged him close. Nikki noted the rather wobbly smile 


Jon gave Richie. 


The waiter returned with Nikki's card and receipt. He tucked them both into his wallet without even looking at 
them. "Let's get outta here, shall we?" he said, standing. 


Nikki waited for the others to stand, with Tommy and Richie adjusting themselves discreetly as their individual 


predicaments made themselves known. 


He linked his fingers with Tommy's, drawing him along behind him, allowing his lover a little privacy as they 
wound through the tables to the exit. Richie had done similarly, guiding Jon ahead of him as they followed. 


Nikki settled into the driver's seat once more and, as he turned the key to start the engine, he felt his 
dominant headspace start to settle softly over him. Unlike the previous playtime, tonight, he decided, would be 
all about pleasure. Hauling an unsuspecting Tommy to him for a passionate kiss, then breaking it off as 
suddenly as it had happened, Nikki tore out of the parking lot with a spin of his wheels, suddenly hungry again. 


we 
Jon POV 


Almost as soon as they'd left the restaurant, Tommy's phone had started blowing up as he dealt with an issue 
in regards to staffing within one of the clubs. One of his full-time managers had been involved in an accident 


on the highway and was in pretty bad shape. 


"Shit!" he swore as he hung up. "Goddamn it." 
"What's happened, Tom?" Nikki asked, concern clear in his tone. 


"Kai's in surgery," Tommy replied. "The car he was in was sideswiped and he bore the brunt of it. They're 


trying to put him back together right now." 

"Damn." Nikki said. "He's a good kid. | hope he pulls through." 

"| need to get home and look at the rosters. Shuffle them around,” he said. 

"Anything we can help with?" Jon asked. They both knew what it was like to lose staff members unexpectedly. 
Meg had been on duty with her second child when her waters broke suddenly, three weeks before her due 
date. For a few moments, they'd thought she was going to have the baby in the middle of the bar during the 
lunch rush. 


"No," Tommy shook his head. "But thanks, though, Jon. | just need to go home and make phone calls." 


"We can make ourselves scarce for a couple of hours," Richie added. "Let you both work in peace. | need to 


check in on Rosie's anyway." 

"We're about ten minutes away from home, baby," Nikki murmured, placing his hand on Tommy's bouncing leg. 
Richie shifted in his seat for what seemed to be the thousandth time since getting back into the car. 

"You okay, Mookie?" Jon asked as a yawn took his voice from him. 

Yesterday had been so draining, both emotionally and physically, but Jon thought he'd had enough sleep. That 
was until he put the moves on Tommy and enticed him to suck him dry. It was like watching a force of nature 


coming toward him, taking his breath away with the first touch of his mouth on his cock. 


Jon had certainly had some revelations happen on this vacation, and it was only day two or three. He'd lost 


track of time. 


"Yeah..yeah, I'm okay," Richie replied. Jon noted, though, that his voice was a little strained as Richie slipped his 
fingers through Jon's and drew his hand into his lap. 


Jon flicked his husband a smirk when he felt the heat and hardness beneath the back of his hand. "You're not 
supposed to touch," Jon murmured, casting a look toward Nikki to see if he were listening but he and Tommy 


were talking amongst themselves about the business. 


‘lm not..technically," Richie breathed as he pressed Jon's hand against the hard bulge. "You are." 


"Think we'll get away with a technicality, babe?" Jon asked, schooling his features into a neutral facade as he 
shook Richie's hand free and laid his palm over the heated length and gave it a firm squeeze. They'd spent 
many a night in tour buses pleasuring each other silently as the rest of the band members slept in their 


bunks. 
Richie groaned softly, chewing on his bottom lip, "M-maybe not here," he pouted, 


Jon tried to remove his hand but Richie gripped his wrist, preventing him from withdrawing it so he kept up 
the periodic squeezes for the rest of the ride home. 


Nikki guided the car into the garage a few minutes later and Tommy almost leapt from the car, hurrying inside 
as he took yet another call, leaving the rest of them to exit in a more sedate manner. 


‘lm going to help Tommy since we'll probably end up shifting staff from Sixxty9," Nikki said, closing the driver's 
door once he'd exited. "We'll try and wrap this up as soon as we can. But make yourselves at home. You know 
where everything is by now.’ 


"Sure thing," Jon nodded. "Let us know if we can do anything.” 


"Thanks," Nikki said as they made their way through to the main part of the house. Nikki shrugged out of his 
jacket and continued, "Oh! And Street Rat..no touching!” He winked and pointed to Richie's crotch before 


disappearing up the stairs to the office from where Tommy's voice could be heard. 


Without bothering to answer, Richie grasped Jon's wrist and dragged him into the bedroom and kicked the door 
closed. 


Jon was caught by surprise at the eagerness of Richie to get him undressed as he was pushed up against the 
wall. He submitted to his husband's desperate kisses, pushing back against him until they both tumbled onto 
the bed. 


"Suck it, Cowboy," Richie whispered hoarsely. "Please!" 

Fingers tangled into Jon's hair as he was encouraged down Richie's body, and he complied willingly, leaving a trail 
of kisses and litle nibbles in all of his favourite spots. Richie shoved his hand over his mouth to quell the 
noises that were coming from between his lips as he rocked his hips against Jon's, encouraging him to hurry. 
Jon's hands roamed unfettered down Richie's body as they tumbled side-by-side. Scooping his husband's leg 
over his hip, before wandering between the cheeks, he touched the flat, silicone disc that was hiding his 
favourite playground. Suddenly, Nikki's face appeared in his mind's eye, in all his Master's glory. 


Oh! And Street Ratno touching! 


"Shit!" Jon swore softly and rolled onto his back. He had the proverbial angel and devil sitting on his shoulders 
and he knew that if he looked, they'd be there. But they wouldn't be in cartoon form. No, they had to be in the 
form of their hosts. 


Cmon, dude, you know you want to. Youre both as horny as fuck! He's gonna be so full of that liquid gold You 
know you love fo feel it dribble down your throat. Look what you did to me this morning. You could do the same 
for him! 


You'll be disobeying your Master if you even faste one drop of precum. Punishment could be severe. You dont like 
it when he's in pain Just look at his ass today, how bruised it is What if he did it fo you too? 


"Jonny?! Cowboy, don't stop now!" Richie growled, softly. "Need you to finish..." he said, shifting over Jon to 


resume proceedings. 


"No..we were told no touching, remember?!" Jon pushed at Richie's shoulders, sliding out from under his 


husband 


"Oh, come on! Surely you don't think Nikki's gonna know if | blow a load before tonight or not?!" Richie exclaimed 
in a harsh whisper, rolling to his back and frowning at him. 


"| don't know! That's the whole point, Mookie," Jon snapped back in a similar volume. "All | know is that you paid 
the price last night for disobeying Tommy. What the fuck would Nikki do for not following Ais rules?!" 


Jon stood from the bed as Richie dropped his face into the pillows and voiced his frustrations. "And yet, just 
this morning, Cowboy," Richie growled, sitting up only to swear and shift uncomfortably, "you enjoyed the 
pleasure of a good blow job from Tommy.” 


"Okay but that was.." 


"Save it, Cowboy. I'm going to check in with Rosie's," Richie grumbled, reaching for a pair of shorts and his 


phone, taking a moment to dress before leaving the bedroom. 


"Damn it," Jon swore, internally debating whether or not he should go after him. Figuring he'd let his husband 
cool off a little, Jon reached for his phone. 


He scrolled through his numbers and, calculating the time difference, hit the green button on Lia's and waited 


for it to connect. 
"Daddy?!" 
"Hey, Babygirl," he said, suddenly missing his daughter. 


"Did you and Papa have a fight?" Lia asked. 


Jon pulled the phone away from his ear and peered at it curiously. "What gives you that impression?" he asked 
after a moment. 


"Coz | just had a missed call from him," the teenager sighed. "He sounded..off. | was about to call him back but 


you rang from your phone, so..you're obviously not joined at the hip like you usually are." 


Jon snorted. "When'd you get so smart, Li-Li?" he murmured, neither admitting to the accusation nor denying 


it. 


"So what's up?" she asked. "Oh but you have to hurry coz Uncle Matt and Aunt Ronnie are taking Oma and me 
out for dinner tonight." 


"In that case," Jon smiled, "go! Have fun. Papa and | will be fine. We always are, right?! Give everyone there our 


love. Tell Oma I'll talk to her when we get home at the weekend. Behave, you hear me, Li-Li?!" 


"| always do, Daddy," Lia said sweetly. Almost a little too sweetly, Jon thought. "Love you, Daddy. Tell Papa l'm 


sorry | missed him. 
‘Love you, too, Babygirl,” he said, smiling. "And I'll tell Papa. Bye, Li-Li." 


Left with a beeping phone in his hand, Jon had to chuckle at Lia's accuracy about him and her father. He 
decided to call Seb to see if he was as intuitive as his sister, although knowing his son, he would be spending 


his waking moments, when not working, with either Jordan or whichever conquest was currently in his bed. 


He hit the call button and waited, flopping onto the bed, but it went straight through to his son's message 
bank. 


"Hey, Monkey..itts Dad. Just checking in. Call me, or Papa when you can. Love ya, buddy." Jon shut the screen 


down on his phone and stared at the ceiling. 


"Ahh, Mookie..." Jon sighed, scrubbing his hand over his face. He should have just given Richie the blow job 
instead of panicking. Surely, Nikki wouldn't know. Would he?! Probably not but Jon didn't want to take that 
chance. If Tommy had managed to colour Richie to that extent, what would a full-blown Master do for any 


misdemeanours® 


He groaned and rolled off the bed in search of a pair of shorts in amongst the pile of clothes spilling out of his 
suitcase. Finding a pair he'd worn before and deciding they were clean enough for a second wear, Jon pulled 


them on and, leaving his phone behind, went in search of his husband to make amends. 


Walking out of the guest suite, Jon saw Richie out by the pool leaning up against one of the large panes of 
glass that made up the fencing around the area but still afforded the view. He was turned from the house and 
by his stance, Jon guessed he was still on the phone. 


Jon stood behind the glass sliding door for a moment, Tommy and Nikki's voices floated down from above, 


business-like but interspersed with genuine affection toward each other. 


Richie seemed to have finished his call but hadn't moved from the edge of the outdoor area. Jon sighed, 
opened the door as silently as he could and padded over to where the older man was standing. He stopped just 


behind Richie and laid his hand on his husband's warm flesh. 


‘lm sorry, Mookie," he said, gently. "l-I guess | panicked" Trailing a finger over the yellow-green areas, he 
continued, "| didn't want to see you." Jon chuckled mirthlessly as he acknowledged that he was about to 


attribute his own failing on someone else. "I was scared. l-l don't like seeing you all beat up." 


Richie was silent for a long moment before he looked over his shoulder at Jon. "I know you were," he said. "But, 


Cowboy..Nikki and Tommmy..they're not the Baxters." 


"I know!" Jon whined, laying head against Richie's back. "| do know that, Mookie. And | should have just trusted 
the process." He slid his hands around Richie's waist, worried since his husband wasn't budging an inch. "I'm 
sorry, baby. Do you forgive me?" He started to move a hand lower but Richie gripped his wrist and turned. 


"Or are you pissed about this morning too?" 


"l'm not upset, Jon," he said He opened Jon's hand to reveal the rope burn marks that slashed across his palm, 
rubbing his thumb across them softly. "| understand you need to release those memories in your own time. 


You suffered for a lot longer than | did and even | still get freaked out occasionally. It happened today actually.” 


"Oh?!" Jon frowned. Richie's thumb was over the pulse point in Jon's wrist, he felt the dub-dub of his 
heartbeat against the digit. "Wanna talk about it?" 


"Not really sure what Nikki's got planned for tonight," Richie said, finally taking Jon into his arms. "But it 


involves a pulley..and chains." 


"What the fuckl? Why chains? He knows what they did to you." Jon pulled Richie tight against him, instinctively 
trying to protect his lover. "He has to know chains are a trigger for you. Why would he do that to you?" 


"Yeah, he does know," Richie sighed, pushing back slightly and raising Jon's right hand between them. "Just like 


he knew that ropes were a trigger for you." 


Jon froze for a moment as Richie's thumb brushed the still reddened skin again. The mild pain seemed to focus 


his mind and the full realisation hit. "He's gonna push you..the same way he pushed me last night" 


"| think so," the older man sighed, dropping the hand and tightening his arms around Jon again. "I trust Nikki, | 
always have and | always will. tellectually | know that he would never hurt me, but viscerally..well..its not 


quite so easy." 


Jon held his lover tight, not saying anything, just letting his presence reassure the older man, Gradually he felt 
Richie relax into the offered comfort. 


"Do you want to do this?" Jon asked, eventually, breaking the silence. "You know that Nikki won't do anything 


without your agreement." 

"| guess so," Richie shrugged. "I'm just. want..ah fuck! Honestly..l'm just terrified," he muttered into Jon's neck. 
"| get that," Jon reassured, as he reached up to rest his hand on the back of Richie's head. "Believe me, | get 
it. But | also know that what Master Nikki did yesterday helped me. | feel..lighter somehow, like a weight, | didn't 
truly recognise was there, has been lifted. | may never be completely relaxed around ropes but, when the 


Master laid that rope in my hands at the end of the night, | didn't have that usual gut-clenching reaction" 


"Really? | didn't see that. It really helped that much?" Richie lifted his head and met Jon's eyes, apparently 


searching for confirmation. 


"Yeah," Jon replied, firmly. "When you were in the playroom with Thomas, Master handed me the rope..and | 
felt..well, not totally calm but not panicked” 


Richie didn't reply, but relaxed back against his lover. Jon waited, knowing that his lover needed this time to 


sort out his confused feelings. 
"l'm gonna let him do this, aren't |? 
"I think so," Jon nodded, "but you know that its always your choice." 


"I know," Richie sighed. "I guess I'd better get ready. The Master does not like to be kept waiting," he finished 


with a weak grin. 

"Come on then, Mookie," Jon said, stepping back and reaching for his lover's hand. "Let's go back to our room. It 
sounded like the guys will be busy for a while yet. If we get the unpleasant part of the preparations done 
quickly then | may be persuaded to give you a massage afterwards. It might take your mind off everything.’ 


"That sounds good," Richie agreed, allowing Jon to lead him back into the house. Leaving the outside world 
behind, they were moving toward their suite when Nikki came down the stairs. 


"Everything okay?" he asked, Nikki's green eyes swivelling between them both. 


Jon didn't doubt that, inside his head, Nikki was taking in every minute detail, not unlike in the Terminator 


movies. 


"Do | have time to give Richie a massage, Master?" Jon asked, using Nikki's title. Jon noticed the slight widening 


of the older man's eyes at its use. 


Nikki checked the time and nodded, "Plenty. Enema, shower, the whole lot" Nikki walked into the kitchen and 
grabbed a couple of sodas as he spoke, holding two out before retrieving another two for himself and Tommy. 
Jon took them with a murmured thanks. 


“Actually..'m feeling generous today," he said, slinging his arm around Jon's shoulders and pulling him hard 
against his side. “Listen up, Street Rat..puppy, | give you permission to remove that plug." 


"Thank you, Master," Richie sighed gratefully. 


"But! Puppy, | want you to clean it and return it to the shelf downstairs. Then you get to choose a new one. 
Make it..bigger. Make it..felt. Coz you're gonna clean him out, fuck him then plug him. Got that, puppy?!" 


"Yes, Master," Jon replied eagerly. 

"Good boy," Nikki said, ruffling Jon's hair. He looked at Richie and said, "You look worried, Street Rat." 

‘| am a little, Master," he replied. 

"| promise, babycokes," Nikki purred, releasing Jon and taking a step toward Richie, tugging him close by the 
drawstring of his shorts. "Tonight is gonna be all about your pleasure," lifting a hand, Nikki cupped the back of 
Richie's head and kissed him deeply. "I don't wanna have to tan your hide, you hear me?! So you listen to your 
Master and you listen good." 

"Y-yes, Master," Richie panted, his tongue darting out to catch Nikki's taste before it disappeared, 

‘| want you both ready at six o'clock sharp," he said. He grabbed the sodas he'd left on the counter and strode 
toward the stairs, "Puppy, you're to go downstairs and wait on the couch with Thomas. Tonight you are to 
watch and listen to everything Thomas tells you." 


"Yes, Master," Jon acknowledged. 


"Street Rat," Nikki said to Richie, "at the top of the stairs, there will be a mat to kneel on | want you to wait 


in position for me there, okay?" 
"Yes, Master," Richie said, blowing out a nervous breath after his acceptance. 


"Good," Nikki said. "Um..we're almost finished up there. The good news is that Kai will pull through but he's 
going to be out of action for months. He's one of Tommy's best night-time duty managers. Takes no bullshit” 


Music suddenly filled the house through the hidden speakers as it had done the right before, making Nikki 
smirk, chuckling, "And that's my cue. See you at six, my pretties." 


Neither he nor Richie moved until Nikki was up on the next level and the murmur of voices carried down 


through the void. 


Jon took the soda from Richie's hand, grabbed his wrist and tugged him into their room and pushed him into 
the bathroom. 


"Go take a warm shower and let me know when that plug is out," Jon said, handing Richie the enema. "By the 


time you've finished with that," he indicated the box, "I'll have chosen a new one." 


"You seem way too eager to shove things in my ass, Cowboy," Richie remarked, allowing himself to be herded 


along. 
"As long as one of those things is me," he chuckled, "then yeah." 
"Then why don't you take this one out for me?" Richie asked, pushing his shorts to the ground. 


In his eagerness, Jon almost shoved his husband over the basin then knelt behind him to gently work the 


silicone free. With a cursory kiss, Jon sent Richie into the warm shower while he hurried off to the playroom. 


He trotted down the stairs and opened the door, grateful to find the lights had already been turned on for him. 
This was the first time this trip that he was able to truly look at the room without other thoughts, or lack 
of thought, clouding his mind. 


He wandered through the room taking in the equipment and really appreciating it all now for what it was and 
not just as curiosities and predilections of a fucked up mind. He was actually curious as to how some of the 


larger pieces of equipment worked, standing in place as if he were the one it was intended for. 


He was so enthralled with the spanking bench that he stepped back without looking and felt the cold of the 
chains against his bare back. Gasping at the chill and in surprise, Jon turned, getting himself tangled in them 
slightly and making them tinkle against each other. 


"Fuck," he muttered, following the floor-length chains to the ceiling and saw the pulley system on a rail 
embedded into the ceiling and disappearing into a concealed storage cupboard along the wall. Jon pushed at the 
chains and realised that the pulley ran freely along the guide rail. 


"No wonder Mookie is so rattled," Jon said. He blew out a breath and wondered what else Nikki had in store for 
them both. Keeping a wary eye on the chains as though they were going to come alive, Jon made his way to 
the wet room and found the toy cleaner in the vanity space. 


He cleaned the used plug twice, just to be on the safe side, before drying it thoroughly. Returning to the main 
playroom, he looked for an empty space on the shelf, amongst a variety of other toys all neatly arranged into 
some kind of perverse painting, the crowning glory, if you will, being the large red, horn-like plug that twisted 


in a way that made Jon's ass clench closed. He remembered that one from their first visit when Seb was a 


toddler. 


Jon returned the toy back into its vacant spot and chose a new ore. Brushed stainless steel this time with a 
decorative, engraved end, significantly heavier and slightly wider than the previous one. Jon figured that Richie 
wouldn't be wearing this new plug for quite as long, so he'd be able to put up with the extra weight. 


Satisfied with his choice, Jon skirted around the perimeter of the room, snagging a bottle of the cherry- 
scented lube and another of massage lotion as he went. At the top of the stairs, he closed the door behind 
him and hurried back into their guest suite. 


‘lm back, Mookie," Jon said, placing the heavy object on the bedside table along with the two bottles. 


"Just finishing up," Richie replied, and Jon walked into the bathroom to see his husband stepping out of the 


shower with the empty container. 
"How do you feel?" 


"Fresh as a daisy," he replied, dropping a kiss on Jon's mouth as he reached for a towel. "Inside and out. My 


ass is ready for anything you and Nikki wanna dish out." 


"Hmm," Jon hummed, skimming his hands down Richie's damp sides, "then | think you're gonna love what | 


found." 
"Is that right?!" Richie smirked at him, stepping a little closer, crowding Jon against the vanity. 


Under his husband's intense gaze, Jon's blood started to heat and thicken, making it pool heavily in his gut. 
Fingers sifted through his hair, tugging gently on the ends which sent white-hot bolts of electricity straight to 
his dick, stealing his breath away. Jon felt himself fill and thicken, brushing the lightly haired thighs against his, 
frustrated that he was still in his shorts. 


"Jonny." Richie breathed. 


Nothing else was needed. No words, no songs, no prayers. Richie's soul spoke to his. It always had. Like a siren’s 


song, it had drawn Jon to him, even before they knew each other. 


Jon touched his lips to Richie's, an angel's kiss, barely there. Linking their fingers together, Jon led Richie back 
to the bed and encouraged him down. "Get comfortable, Mookie." 


As the older man squirmed into position, dragging pillows beneath him in strategic positions, Jon slipped his 
shorts down and kicked them in the vague direction of their luggage before retrieving the lotion and the lube 
from the nightstand, leaving them closer to hand. So far Richie hadn't seen the metal plug. 


"Do you want to see what | picked out for you, Mookie?" 
"Does it have a fluffy tail?" he asked over his shoulder. 


Jon chuckled, "No, no fluffy tails. Besides, | think Nikki would be more likely to bestow those on me if they have 
them. Its on the nightstand if you want to look" 


Richie shifted, reaching for the toy. "Metal, huh?!" he commented, weighing it in his hand. "Jesus, it's heavy 


enough." 


"Yeah, but | think the end will look good between these cheeks," Jon replied, giving the muscles in question a 
hefty wobble. Richie grunted and clenched them together as he turned the plug to inspect the engraving 
before passing it to Jon who threw it on the bed with the other two items. 


He straddled Richie's thighs and drizzled a good portion down the spine, making him grunt from the chilled 
lotion It was so disconcerting to see Richie's back in such a state, though the arnica had softened the 
colouring to pale purples, greens and yellows on his back, his ass was still significantly darker in colour. "Tell me 


if I'm hurting you, okay?!" he said and smoothed the lotion from the hollow of his spine to his neck. 


Jon had just started working when his phone rang. Stretching to reach for it, his cock dragged through Richie's 
ass cheeks and he squeezed them closed just as Jon answered the call from their son. "Ung..hello? Shit, 


Mookie!" 
"Dad?!" Seb chuckled. "Everything okay?" 


"Er..yeah, | just caught myself on something," Jon replied and poked his husband in the ribs when he started 
laughing. "Jesus Christ," he murmured to himself. 


"You rang earlier? Whassup?" Seb asked. 


‘Nothing really," Jon said, putting the phone on speaker and laying down on Richie's ass. "I was speaking to Lia 
earlier and just thought I'd check in on you too. So what are you and Jordy up to this week?" Jon squeezed a 
little more lotion onto his palm and rubbed his hands together to warm it, making a squishy, slurpy noise, 
before resuming the back rub while talking. 


"Nothing actually. He got called out of town to visit a sick relative or something. | dunno, he was being a bit 
vague about the details." 


Hitting a particularly tender spot, Richie groaned his displeasure. "Oh, yeah, Cowboy..right there. Do it again, 
baby." 


"Eeewww," Seb cried out in disgust. "What the fuck, Dad?! Are you two are goin’ for it while we're talking... 
that's just..thats just fucked up. I'll be scarred for life." 


"I see you got Papa's dirty mind too, Monkey,” Jon chuckled and was being bounced in his seat on Richie's 
thighs from laughter. "Papa's got a kinked back. I'm working it loose," he added, which saw Richie bury his head 
in the pillows to hold in the laughter, but only succeeded in forcing an air bubble, caused by the enema, to 


escape closer to where Jon's phone was instead. 
"Oh my god," their son groaned. "I'm outta here. Ring me..later, much later. Love you, guys." 
‘Love you, Sebby," he and Richie chorused. 


"Think he'll be okay?" Richie chortled over his shoulder. 


"Is brain bleach a thing yet?!" he replied with a grin, leaning forward to drop a quick kiss on his lover's mouth 


and dropping the now-silent phone down onto the bed, before resuming the massage. 


Jon worked diligently but gently to relax his beloved enough for Richie to fall into a light doze, before switching 
the lotion to the lube. Jon coated his fingers liberally and drizzled a generous dollop into the top of his lover's 
crease making him shift slightly, restless beneath Jon's weight. 


Moving to one knee, he shifted and moved Richie's leg from beneath him. He smiled when his husband drew 
that knee up, forcing his ass to pop up slightly in an invitation. Jon had a feeling that his Sleeping Beauty was 


no longer sleeping. 


He worked the lube down to the stretched ring of muscle and his fingers slid in easily. Jon knew what Richie 
liked and soon had them both ready for when his cock replaced his fingers. 


"Took you long enough," Richie's growl reached from the nest of pillows as Jon covered him. 

"Thought you were sleeping," he replied, bracing himself enough to still be able to roll his hips. "Fuck, you're so 
open, Mookie." Jon wondered if Richie would even be able to feel him if it were the larger metal plug he'd just 
removed. 


"Mmm. Don't worry, Cowboy," Richie moaned. " Fuck ... Just..." he shifted under him, "yes! Just there!" 


With the difference in angle, Jon was able to feel the head of his cock push into the spongy patch that was 


causing the most wondrous noises to come from the man beneath him. 


Shifting restlessly again, forcing Jon to withdraw, Richie rolled to his side facing Jon. "| needed to see you, 
Cowboy," he said and threw his leg over Jon's hip. 


With a little manoeuvring that they'd worked out long ago, Jon returned to the warmth of his husband's body. 


Their kisses were long, deep and emotional as their rhythm steadied but the tempo increased. Richie clung to 


him and, when Jon wrapped his hand around his husband's length, matching his hips, he whimpered, "Cowboy... 


can- | can't last much lon-ungh!" 

The words had barely been uttered when Jon felt the immediate pulse of Richie's orgasm in his hand and the 
way his ass clenched down around his cock. Jon struggled to stay in the moment as his release was battering 
at the resistance he was putting up. 

He lasted a nano-second longer before riding the wave of his own climax which came crashing down on him. 
Richie's mouth sought his as though they were performing some wildly erotic CPR on each other while Jon 
spilled copiously into the body of his lover. 

When the tremors receded, Jon extricated himself, panting, "Don't move, Mookie," as he fished for the lube and 
the metal plug. Richie groaned but did as instructed, using his forearm to balance in place. Jon quickly lubed 
the toy, guiding it into the still convulsing entrance, using Richie's spasms to his advantage. When it was fully 
seated, he stared at the intricate filigree trying to take a mental snapshot, idly wondering if this plug had been 
used on his Master or Thomas previously. 

"How's that? Not hurting in any way?" he asked. 

"S fine," Richie replied sleepily. 

"Good," he said. "Hand me my phone?" 


Richie groped around on the nightstand but came up empty. "Cant." 


"Where'd it go?" Jon then remembered he'd dumped it out of the way after Sebastian hung up on them. "Roll 


over, Mookie." 


Rolling to his front, revealing the perfect imprint of the device on the fleshy part of Richie's hip, Jon snorted 


in amusement and asked, "I wonder how many ass shots I've got on my camera now?" 
"Lucky you love my ass then, huh?!" Richie said, making a move to stand 

"Wait! Don't move just yet" 

"What for?" Richie asked, flopping back into the bed 

"Coz the ass pic | want is one with that plug in if," Jon growled. 


"Oh!" he replied and arranged himself saucily. "Like this?" he asked, peering over his shoulder and fluttering his 
eyes at Jon. 


"Dumbass," Jon muttered but took a series of shots anyway, laughing when Richie pulled more and more 


outrageous poses. 


Jon shut the camera down and saw they were running out of time. "Shit. twenty minutes left. Do you need to 


shower again?" 

"No, but you might," Richie suggested. 

"ll run the gauntlet with just a washcloth," he said, moving into the bathroom and wetting the one he'd been 
using. Giving himself a cursory wipe down and misting his whole body with a light aftershave, Jon fished out a 


clean pair of pants and a dark t-shirt. 


Richie moved around him and performed a similar freshen up as well as brushing his teeth and gargling with 


mouthwash. 

"| feel so underdressed," Richie said with a rueful grin. 

Jon shook his head. "You're absolutely perfect, Mookie. | wouldn't change anything for the world." 
"| guess it's time then," his husband said, holding out his hand. 


Leaving the guest suit hand in hand, Jon turned and kissed Richie at the top of the stairs where the kneeling 


pad was waiting for him. 


"Whatever happens, Mookie," Jon said, wrapping his arms around Richie's waist and laying his head on his 


shoulder. 


"Whatever happens, my love," he replied, leaving a trail of kisses from Jon's ear to his mouth. "Off you go. 
Least you won't be a distraction for me tonight" 


Jon chuckled, "Depends on what Thomas has in mind, doesn't it?! | love you, Mookie, see you on the other side. 
With a final kiss, Jon left his husband at the top of the steps and trotted down to the playroom. 


The first thing he noticed was the lighting had been changed and the couch had been pushed back out of the 


way against a wall 


"Take a seat," Thomas said in his deep, measured baritone from behind him, unlike the lighter, playful voice he 


usually used, 


Jon spun around in surprise and Thomas raised his eyebrow at him. Swallowing hard, Jon nodded, dropped his 
gaze and walked to the couch to do as instructed without argument. Thomas lowered the lights even more 


before he joined him on the couch. 


"The show is about to begin" 


~ Ke 


Chapter Ten 


Author's Notes: 


*Opens door * Hi everyone, welcome! 
Please come in and make yourselves comfortable. Master Nikki will be with us shortly. But before we get 
started, do you have refreshments handy? Maybe a cooling device of some sort? Comfy pillows or blankets? 


Oh and this ride is not suitable for small children or pregnant people. 


Last week we knew that Nikki and Richie caught their younger spouses misbehaving, this week we get a little 


sneaky peek into what happened while the two exes were down in the playroom. 


Gone are the floggers and paddles for tonight but do not doubt that Richie will be in a whole lot of pleasure- 
pain inflicted by Master Nikki. 


And just a little behind the scenes glimpse; we'd reached a certain point in the plotline that the length of the 
chapter had become an issue. We found an appropriate place to break but it meant that this chapter would 
have been on the shortish side then. Those that write will attest that it's a fine line to tread. 

Anyway, my amazing beta (and you all know who that is), decided that this chapter *had* to reach X number 
of pages. With a wave of her magic fingers, far superior brainpower and 490+ alterations later, we were both 


happy finally with the length of this one and we were already powering well into Chapter I. 


Anyway, big love to you all, hope you're all reasonably healthy (@live_wiree, I'm looking at you, honey!) and 
relatively happy in this crazy, mixed-up world we live in 


See you on the other side.. 


J 


Playroom 
Third Night 
Tommy POV 


"Take a seat," Tommy said in his Dominant voice. "The show is about to begin" 


Thomas watched the puppy become submissive, dropping his gaze immediately and following his instructions. 
The Dominant in him was impressed at the ease with which Jon appeared to have changed his attitude toward 


all of this; both the kinky fuckery and Nikki himself. 


Over the years when all four of them gathered together, Tommy had noted Jon's standoffishness where Nikki 
was concerned, especially when it came to his relationship with Richie. Tommy had long suspected it was mild 
jealousy mixed with a fear of being rejected for a previous lover. In many ways he could understand that, it 
had taken several years for Tommy himself to relax whenever Nikki met Richie. Tommy was never sure if 
Nikki had noticed Jon's attitude though, knowing Nikki, he probably had and had chosen not to make a big deal 
over it. When Richie had called to explain that Jon had had a change of heart, Nikki had been delighted, to say 
the least, and Tommy had been the more-than-happy recipient of that excitement. 


Once again, Master Nikki had sent Tommy down to rearrange and prepare the playroom while he got himself 
ready. Tonight was planned to be more of a casual session, with the emphasis on pleasure rather than 


discipline. 


Though Tommy didn't think he'd be having much pleasure when his cock was still caged. Perhaps playing the 
brat over morning coffee hadn't been his brightest idea. He could only hope that he'd please Master Nikki and 


be released as his reward. 


Taking a cursory look around the room to confirm whether everything was in place as his Master wished, 
Tommy walked to the kitchenette. He pulled a couple of bottles of water out for Jon and himself, having 


previously ensured that the numerous water stations around the play area were full. 


Turning back to the couch, Tommy noted Jon's frown as he glared at the chains. "Everything okay?" he asked 
casually, handing Jon a bottle before flopping down beside him on their battered but well-loved couch. 


"Hmm?!" Jon hummed, looking at him myopically for a moment. "Oh! Sure. | think. Sir.” 


"No need to be formal with me tonight," Tommy said. "I only pulled the voice thing to get your attention 
Tonight is all about Master and his pet; we are simply..observers." 


"Richie told me about the chains and | saw them when | was cleaning the plug, but..." Jon sighed. "This will be 
like me with the rope, won't it? For Richie." 


"Uh-huh," Tommy acknowledged. "You can't move past your fear until you face it head-on That's the first 
step. Whether you conquer that fear is up to you..or, in this case, it's up To Richie." 


"We thought we had," Jon scoffed. "H's not as if we can completely avoid ropes or chains in our daily life. We 
frequently come across them at Rosie's. As you'd know, they're just part and parcel of load-ins of stock. Not 
to mention the chains used for the lighting rigs when Rich is out on the road. So why has it affected me so..so 


viscerally?" 


"Probably because you've associated them with day-to-day working life and you've had others around you to 
buffer the memories," Tommy offered, "whereas Nikki's drawn your focus to them in a far more personal 


manner. But | would bet you've had occasional zone-outs while doing those things, right?!" 


Jon huffed a mirthless laugh. "Yeah and almost had a load of kegs come loose on me coz | couldn't hang onto 


the rope. Fuck," Jon swore, scrubbing a hand over his face. "| never thought, | never realised." 
Tommy didn't reply, allowing Jon to work through this new perception of their progress in his own time. 


"| don't know how we're ever gonna thank you and Nikki for this," Jon eventually spoke again, turning against 


the arm of the couch and drawing his feet up to face the younger mon. 


Tommy smirked at Jon. "Well..from what | know, tonight is the last of Master's formal plans," he said. "And, 
after that, Master will have earned his reward too. So, | was thinking that before you guys leave..we could 


return the favour, so to speak, and give him a right of pleasure play." 
"You mean." Jon started to say and Tommy nodded. 


"I think my ittle boy is gonna need a good, long time-out on the spanking bench over there," he pointed to the 
apparatus he'd moved into the corner. 


‘I've always been curious to observe how you go about that," Jon admitted with a duck of his head. "I mean, 
those photos you sent all those years ago..the ones of Nikki's punishment..l'll admit they were hot! But I'd love 


to bear witness to it" 
"| think it might involve more than just witn.." 
"Come, my pet!" 


Tommy heard Nikki's voice from the top of the stairs and cocked his head toward it. Kissing Jon quickly, he 
said, "We'll need to talk more about this afterwards, okay?!" 


"Sure," Jon nodded and fell silent. 


Nikki's footfalls could be heard descending the stairs followed by Richie's, obviously Master had given his sub 
permission to walk down rather than crawling on hands and knees and Tommy wondered how Master was going 


to be dressed tonight. He wasn't disappointed. This was a very casual Master in comparison to the previous 


night. 


Black leather pants were de rigour but gone were the vest, boots and jewellery. The only adornments were his 
tattoos and a wide leather belt that Tommy knew Master liked to use. Even his face was softer with only a 
touch of eyeliner. He had, however, worn Tommy's favourite aftershave, filling the room with a seductive, 


spicy scent that went straight to his restrained dick making it extremely angry about the confines. 


Master Nikki barely offered Jon and himself a glance as he entered the playroom, turning back to consider his 
pet's progress. Once at the bottom of the stairs, Master gave the hand signals to kneel on the mat that 
waited on the platform. 


"So obedient tonight," Master Nikki praised his pet as he hurried to comply. 
Tommy watched his handsome lover as he waited until Richie was settled. Even though he wasn't on the 
receiving end of Master Nikki's attention tonight, he still felt that deep yearning to please this man in any way 


he desired. Master had that innate sexiness and allure that drew all to him. 


He groaned and palmed his throbbing, caged cock which drew Jon's attention The blond sent him a sympathetic 
smile, laying his hand on the back of Tommy's neck, gently rubbing at the tension 


"Stay," Nikki said to Richie after completing a circle around him to check on his positioning. Nikki turned his 
head toward the couch, reaching into the front of his pants as he took large strides to the opposite side of 
the playroom. 


"Puppy, hold out your wrist," Master Nikki instructed, 


Tommy was pleasantly surprised when Jon slid from the couch quickly, dropping to his knees first before 


offering his arm. Master Nikki quickly placed the wristlet around his puppy's left wrist. 

"| want you to wear this and, when you do, remember the hard work you went through to face your fears 
last night," the Master intoned as he securely tied the ends, leaving enough slack for it to be comfortable but 
not to slip off easily. "Tonight, it's your husband's turn | promise you that he will not be harmed any further 
than he has already suffered due to his own actions. He's holding a lot of self-inflicted guilt, which is inhibiting 
his ability to let go of his fears." 


"Self-inflicted guilt?" Jon questioned, flicking a look toward his naked husband and unconsciously rubbing at the 


new accessory on his wrist. 

Tommy was also curious about the comment. Nikki obviously knew something of particular pertinence. 
"You'll see," Master said, reassuringly patting Jon's cheek. "Now, back to Thomas with you, puppy.’ 
"Yes, Master," Jon murmured and climbed back onto the couch. 


"Thomas, my love, you know what to do," Nikki said, groping his lover between the legs. "Do well in your 


assignment and this will come off sooner rather than later." 


"Thank you, Master," he nodded, breathing heavily as Nikki released his dick and stalked off around the room. 


Tommy shifted into the corner of the couch and beckoned the smaller man to him, settling him between his 
legs and hooking an arm over his shoulder. His other hand lay on Jon's thigh, which earned him a coy look as 


his ass wiggled back against him and he relaxed against his chest. 


Resting his chin on Jon's other shoulder, Tommy recalled Jon's kisses this morning as the blonde had wound 


around him, cat-like, almost purring with his seductive words. 
ee 


"You know what?!" Nikki said as he extricated himself from Tommy's spirited attempt to remove his clothes 
‘Jonny, keep this one amused while | steal your husband" 


‘Have fun, Mookie," Jon grinned at his husband. 
Nikki reached for and checked Jon's hands and wrists quickly before pushing Jon towards Tommy, 


"You can brief Loverboy on what's happening this morning, babe," Nikki instructed. "We won't be long so no, babe, no 
time for a quick fuck either." Nkki caressed Tommy's cheek and purred, "Besides, baby../ want you fo save it up for 
tonight, okay?!" 


Fine," Tommy huffed, deliberately pouting his bottom Ip. 


"Cmon, Street Rat," Nikki said and strode back foward the stairs, Richie trailing in his wake, leaving the two younger 
men together. 


"Well Tommy, you heard the Master," Jon smiled wickedly. "How would you like me to amuse you?" 


"Dude," Tommy chuckled "You dont have to keep me amused." Something in donss eyes was making him itch 
uncomfortably between the shoulders. Something he'd never seen before. 


"Hmm," the blonde purred, sliding his hand from his neck slowly. "That's a shame." He cocked his head and stepped 
closer to Tommy, blue eyes raking over him, apparently studying him. "Here | was thinking that you and | could 
have some time together..some quality time together." 


don bit his bottom lp and looked up through his lashes and Tommy couldnt help but groan lightly. Who the fuck was 
this Jon? Where had he been hiding all these years? This Jon, who looked like he could be a whole lot of fun, instead 
of the uptight, straight-laced one that they'd seen on previous visits. 


"You see../ve been thinking about our kiss out by the pool You know..when it was just you and me..the two us..all 


alone. Like we are now." 


‘Ah..but..," Tommy stuttered but was silenced with a finger over his lips 


Shhh," Jon whispered "We can be quiet about this now, cant we, gorgeous?" 


Tommy was startled when Jon pushed gently, but irresistibly, against his lips, pressing his index finger inside. 
Something dark triggered in Tommy and, with a groan, he eagerly pulled the digit into his mouth and suckled on it 
Placing a palm in the centre of Jon's chest, Tommy luxuriated in the feel of the thick chest hair against his skin 
and pushed him back to lean against the counter. 


Pulling his finger free from the hot mouth, Jon dragged the moist digit down Tommy's chin, and over his Adam's 
apple following the finger with his eyes. He licked his lips and Tommy gasped softly when Jon rolled his hps, their 
heated lengths rubbing one against the other through the thin material separating them. 


"l wonder what my dick would feel lke down your throat," Jon asked rhetorically. "I bet youd eat me whole. Are 
you hungry, gorgeous?" he asked as his finger shifted lower and bumped through the hollow at the base of 
Tommy's neck then continued moving down his centre line, down between his abs, leaving what felt like a line of 


fire behind if, before stopping just shy of the waistband of his pants. 


‘Fuckin’ starvin, dude," Tommy breathed, finally giving his hands permission fo move, which they did The hand on 
Jon's chest slid to the right and captured his nipple, teasing it fo a tight litte nub, making Jon purr contentedly. Hs 
free hand roamed downward between them. He gripped Jon's wrist and placed it on the erection that was now 
insistently tenting his lounge pants. "And gettin’ hungrier by the minute." He lunged forward and caught Jon's mouth 


with his own, in a forcetul kiss 


Tommy was shocked at the enthusiasm and outright abandon with which Jon attacked the kiss in return He was 
beginning to think that Nikki might have been mistaken when he'd once described Jon as white toast and vanilla. The 
writhing, sexy man in his arms certainly was no blushing virginal prude; far from it. At that moment Tommy was 
convinced that Jon was a sexual demon of the highest level One that he was seemingly incapable of resisting. 


He idly wondered whether, in another realm, Jon would be a succubus, a demon who preys on men, or an incubus, 
one who preys on women. And if he was a succubus but was male, wouldnt that make him an incubus? Or possibly 


a combination..a sincubus? 


Hs random thoughts were interrupted when Jon wrested his lps from Tommy's and growled, "Be like Alice and eat 
me, gorgeous!" He placed his hand on the top of Tommy's head and pushed downward 


Tommy fell fo his knees willingly, hurriedly dispensing with the soft fabric that hid the tasty meal within. Jon's 
waiting cock filled his hungry gaze. Stretching out his tongue he flicked the tip around the bulbous head in the 
manner of a child with an ice cream cone. Opening his mouth he allowed the rigid length to sink deep into his throat 
as Jon thrust his hips wildly forward. 


h no way was this a man only used to vanilla sex. At the very least he was tutti-fruitti or possibly chocolate chp 
cookie dough 


Tommy worked the smaller man quickly but insistently, conscious of their partners being only one level below. By 
an unspoken agreement, Jons vocalisations were breathless, only just able to be heard over the lower rumble of 


voices filtering up the stairwell from the playroom 


When Jon grabbed his head and met his eyes, asking for permission, Tommy realised he was definitely in the hands 
of someone with hidden rocky road tendencies. Nodding his agreement he relaxed his throat and willingly gave 


control to the sensuous creature Jon had unexpectedly become. 


'Fuck..oh..oh, yeah, baby," Jon groaned softly as Tommy repeatedly swallowed around the compact but meaty dick 
in his mouth. Thicker, slightly saltier precum dribbled down the back of his throat before he felt the subtle swell 
and the steady throb of the major vein on his tongue. 


Arching backwards over the countertop, Jons whole body went rigid and Tommy felt the first pulse fill his waiting 


mouth 
"What the fuck?! Kajiri!" 


Startled by Nikki's shout, Tommy hurriedly pulled off and, with Jon's fresh cum dripping from his mouth, tried to 
stand As he did so, Jon's continued pulses of ejaculate painted his face and slid unchecked down his chin 


‘Oh..shit," Tommy groaned turning to face Nikky knowing there would be hell to pay for his weakness. "Master, Im." 


Master Niki glared at him and gave two non-verbal commands, crossing his index fingers before pointing to the 
space in front of him. Behind him, at the top of the stairs, Richie had stopped abruptly, apparently frozen in place. 


Unconsciously dragging his feet Tommy made his way towards his Master. Glancing behind him he saw Jon 
straighten up and quickly retrieve his pants. Giving both he and Richie a sheepish grin before he started to follow, 
but he was stopped by another swift and unmistakable hand gesture from Master. 


Feeling somewhat chastened, Tommy stopped in front of Master Nikki and waited for further instructions, his head 
at an impudent hilt. Nikki quickly laced his fingers and with a reluctant huff, Tommy complied, lacing his hands behind 
his head, bracing his legs at shoulder width and settling in to wait for his Master's pronouncement. 


"Tsk, tsk, Kajiri you really do have the libido of a teenager thats just hit puberty," Master said, circling the younger 
man. "Was | not enough for you this morning? Did you not empty enough into my ass to cool your jets for a little 


while?" 
"Yes, baby, but." 
‘Silence! Do not make me gag youl" Nikki sighed and reached into his pocket, pulling out the plastic cage. "I knew 


there was a reason | brought this upstairs," he said, twirling it around his finger, the small padlock and key jangling 
against it 


"Aww shit," Tommy breathed, unthinking and was relieved that his words went apparently unnoticed by Nikki as he 


turned to face his newest submissive. 
"Puppy," Nikki called to Jon "Heel!" 


"Sir?" Richie questioned whist Jon hurried to Tommy's side, dropping to his knees beside him. While Nikki turned to 
speak to his Street Rat, Jon exchanged a fast remorseful look with Tommy before dropping his gaze. 


‘Puppy, | know that you are not to blame for this." Tommy's head snapped in Nikkis direction as his Master 
continued to speak, petting Jons hair, "but you will watch while | deal with this bratty one." 


Wait! What?! Jon was the one that came onto him! Tommy mentally railed at his lover. 


İt was not like Nikki fo miss something like that. He could accurately pinpoint when staff had lied about missing stock 
or money from the nightly takings so why did he miss the fact that he, his lover, his partner, was 
the innocent party?! 


Well. yeah, okay, not entirely innocent. He could have resisted Jon's seduction a httle more forcefully, he thought, 
fighting against the smirk that pulled at his lips, but why waste a perfectly good opportunity when it was so 
enticingly displayed 


If Nikki had noticed, and Tommy wasn't prepared fo believe that he hadn't, then the only reason that he wasnt 
punishing Jon too would be because Master didn't think that his new puppy was quite ready for that level of play. 
So it was apparently up to him to take the blame. Then again, if it meant having Master's undivided attention 
afterwards then it would be well worth it 


Tommy lowered his head again as Niki circled him, coming to a halt behind him. "So, we're in brat mode today, are 


we, kajiri?! Hmm?!" 


Tommy smirked, and licked his lps, but spoke deferentially, "No, Master." Fuck it! He was going to get punished 
anyway, so why not jump in feet first and enjoy it? 


‘Liar," Nkki chuckled darkly into Tommy's ear. "And because of your indiscretions this morning, you're going to get 
the pleasure of wearing this today so that you learn control Do | make myself clear, kajiri?" 


"Yes, but..." Tommy made a half-hearted protest before he was silenced again by Nkkis hand going around his 
throat and deliberately squeezing it. Oh Fuck, yes! A zing of pleasure shot through him. 


"l will gag you if necessary and make you go out in public with it, kajin," Nikki growled "A cock one, maybe? Or how 
about a pretty pink pacifier?" 


‘N-none, Master," Tommy replied, feigning a hoarseness that wasnt really there. "Please..lil behave, Master." 


No, | won't, he smirked to himself: He wanted to see how bratty he could be before his Master would decide to 


increase his punishment. A cock cage was nothing in the overall scheme of their usual play. 


‘Good! See that it stays that way!" Nikki released Tommy's throat, strode around him and dropped to his haunches 
in front of him. He expertly fitted Tommy's cock into the plastic, teasing the delicate skin before carefully 
attaching the top piece and clicking the padlock shut with a snap. 


‘Note well, puppy. This is what happens to bratty subs who don't listen the first time," Master said to Jon who was 
alternating between looking guiltily at him and staring wide-eyed at the cage. Out of Nkkis view, Tommy gave his 


partner-in-crime a smug grin and quick reassuring wink. 


‘Right! That's taken care of you for the moment, kajin," Nikki exclaimed, giving the cage a cursory pat as he stood 
again and checked his lover's face. Tommy hurriedly schooled his features into that of the remorseful submissive 

his Master expected Apparently satistied with what he saw, Nikki turned to Richie and said, "Take Loverboy and go 
get ready to go out. It seems Ike a fine day to spend watching the waves roll in, dont you think? Because tonight, 


were all in for one hell of a ride." 
~ Ke 


Now he was sitting here with an aching dick and balls that were about to burst, with the smaller blonde man 
wiggling his damned, fine ass all over him. He tightened his fingers on Jon's thigh in an effort to quell the 
movement but only received a breathless chuckle and a sudden raising of his leg forcing Tommy's hand into 


the crease of his groin. Jon squeezed his legs together, making his growing interest well known to Tommy. 


"Stop," Tommy growled in his tormentor's ear, nipping sharply at the pierced lobe. "Or I'll tell Master who was 


really responsible for this morning's little indiscretion . You owe me big time, koutavil" 


‘| owe you whatever you want, whenever you want, Sir," Jon purred, the corner of his mouth curved upward 


as he whispered over his shoulder. The last word dripped like honey with unspoken promise. 


Meanwhile, Master Nikki had been stalking the room as if considering his options. Richie knelt facing the bank of 


mirrors, following Nikki's reflection with his eyes, frowning with each pass and rattle of the chains. 


Eventually, Nikki approached Richie, standing behind him, his feet on either side of Richie's. Using both hands, 
Nikki petted Richie's hair, shifting his fingers through the greying strands that he vainly kept touched up to a 
certain extent. "Don't look so worried, my pet," he said. Nikki lowered to his haunches beside him. "Have | not 


promised you pleasure tonight?" he asked, turning Richie's face to his. 
"Yes, Master," Richie's wavering voice carried across the room to Tommy. 


He sounded nervous, which he hadn't been the previous night. The only difference between now and then was 


the presence of the chains that were now on clearly on display. Tommy remembered when Nikki had had them 


installed. He'd been skeptical at first but, after having been on the receiving end of using them as restraints a 


few times, he could fully appreciate their potential now. 


Tommy also noticed how the blonde shifted nervously in his lap, his anxious eyes glued to his waiting husband. 
"Shh, he's fine," Tommy whispered and nuzzled against the warm skin of Jon's neck in an effort to distract him. 


| have a gift for you, my pet," Nikki said, a little louder, rising from his haunches. "A gift from me to you, my 
pet. Just as | gifted your husband the rope as his freedom," he popped off the edge of the platform with a 
jaunty step and strode to the shelves that housed all their play toys. "I hope this will unlock yours as well." 


Tommy grinned when he remembered being sent on the errand to place the box there, overhearing their 


guests enthusiastically fucking as he passed by the closed guestroom door on the way to the playroom. 
Nikki retrieved the black box and walked back to the platform. 

"What is it?" Jon asked quietly. 

"You'll see in a minute," Tommy replied. "Nikki's put a lot of thought and effort into finding these." 


Once Nikki had returned to stand in front of Richie, he casually flipped the lid off, tossing it to one side to 
reveal the contents. Tommy watched Nikki's face closely, the slight pinch of his mouth that he recognised and 
knew to be the only outward sign of his lover's nervousness over the gift. 


Pulling the cuffs from the box, Nikki held them in front of Richie for a few moments, allowing his pet time to 
admire the beautiful craftsmanship, but not long enough to sink too deep into his thoughts. 


"Hands," Master instructed briefly. Richie raised both of his arms, offering up his hands palms upward as 
requested. "| had these made especially for tonight, especially for you, my pet," he said, guiding Richie's hand 
into the correct position before buckling the first padded leather strap securely. 


Jon, who had been watching closely, turned to look at Tommy, a frown creasing his brow. "Handpieces? What 


are they for?" 


"Patience, koutavi. You'll see soon enough," Thomas murmured, squeezing his hand closed as a warning where it 


lay, still between Jon's legs. Jon grunted softly but turned his attention back to his husband and Master. 
Nikki finished buckling the second cuff but continued to hold the bound wrist in his hand, twisting the arm 
slightly to view the other side. With a satisfied sigh, Nikki said, "They look good on you, my pet. How do they 


feel?" 


Richie rolled his free wrist a couple of times and nodded, "Comfortable, Master." 


"Good! Now, | want to explain..these here," he indicated the catch beneath Richie's thumb, "are quick-release 
buttons. These are the equivalent of red, do you understand, my pet? If you feel like you need to opt-out 
quickly, you press these," Nikki depressed the button in a demonstration, "and the catch will open and you'll be 
free at your own will. You do not need to call red and wait for me to free you. Just press those buttons." 
Tommy caught Richie's glance of surprise toward Nikki at the notion of self-release within a scene. 

Still holding Richie's encased hand, Nikki stepped back around him so they were both facing the mirror. "Bring 
your other hand back here, pet," Nikki said and Richie complied. Nikki clipped the open hook on the cuff he held 
to the closed one on the other behind his back. "Now, try it..release yourself” 


Tommy knew from first-hand experience, the craftwork that had gone into the mecharism, to be able to hold 


his weight securely, yet the ease and swiftness of the release as though it were magic. 
Jon was watching intently, leaning forward slightly, unconsciously rubbing his ass against Tommy's groin. When 
Richie pushed the catch and his arms flew apart, Jon turned to him with a look of surprise. As Nikki praised 


and secured his pet again, Jon whispered, "But..how?" 


Tommy just shook his head and smiled in reply tugging him back into place. He was enjoying the comfort of the 


blonde in his arms, even if all of his wrigglings was giving his confined dick hell. 


"God, you're magnificent, pet," Master Nikki intoned, drawing Tommy's attention back to his partner. "I've waited 
a long time to have you back at my feet like this." 


Richie glanced at himself in the mirror before lowering and tilting his head away from the sight. 

"Why are you looking away, pet?" Master asked, casually strolling around his kneeling submissive. 

"Because I'm not what you say | am, Master," Richie spoke rather sadly. "lm far from magnificent ." 

Nikki made a noise of derision and shook his head, "Then you're not seeing what | see, my pet." He casually 
leaned against the wall that held the mirrors. "Head up, pet. Look at yourself and tell me what you see. Let's 


get this shit outta the way first and if you do this right, pet, you'll get an early reward" 


Richie sighed, his shoulders visibly rising and falling before he lifted his face. "Greying hair, puffy eyes, 


wrinkles, fa." 
"No! Think beyond the physical, pet," Master snapped, cutting Richie off mid-checklist of faults. 


Richie stared at himself, a frown creasing his brow, "Husband, father, business owner, guitarist, singer..ex- 


prostitute," he sighed. 


"You're missing one," Nikki said. 


"|-| don't." 
"From earlier, pet," Nikki prompted. "The one you think you failed at." 


Reflected In the mirror, Tommy watched Richie's eyes slide from Nikki's to Jon's. Tommy could sense the 
confusion and tension rolling off Jon. He suspected that whatever Master Nikki was digging for was not going to 
be easy for Jon to hear. Surreptitiously he prepared himself to comply with Master's orders to keep Jon calm, 
quiet and, more importantly, out of the way. 


Silently, Richie shook his head, before dropping his eyes to the floor again 


" Answer me!" Nikki roared, stalking up to stand in front of Richie, grasping his chin in his fingers, his powerful 


voice bouncing off the walls. 


In Tommy's embrace, Jon jerked violently. Tommy felt the smaller man's muscles stiffen but the sudden 
trembling was the thing that concerned him the most. He twisted slightly to peer at the blonde's face and saw 
the sheer terror in the blue eyes. It appeared that Nikki might have unintentionally hit another trigger for Jon, 
but they would have to discuss exactly what that was later. Right here, right now, Master was fully engaged 
in working with his pet and it fell to Tommy to handle Jon, 


"Jon..." Tommy spoke quietly, not wanting to distract the Master, but he received nothing in return. Turning 
further, he rubbed his hand up and down the rigid man's back, trying to soothe the trembles and bring him 


back from whatever dark place his mind had catapulted him into. 


In his peripheral vision, he saw Master Nikki bend, going face to face with Richie, still holding the bound man's 
face in his hand. "Why are you still carrying this shit?! Huh?!" Master barked, saliva that sprayed from his lips 


caught in the light and gave the appearance of shards of glass raining down. 


"No!" Jon grunted, twisting and jerking violently, trying to wrest free. Tommy had to physically restrain him to 
prevent him from leaping from the couch. Wrapping his long legs around Jon, Tommy was surprised by the 
sheer amount of effort that he had to exert to keep the smaller man under control. A panicked Jon was 


certainly stronger than he looked. 


"Jon!" Tommy hissed, but there was no response. "Koutavil" he tried again a little louder and finally Jon swung 


his head Tommy's way. The blue eyes were still wild and unfocussed but at least now he had his attention. 
"Sir?!" Jon questioned hesitantly. 


"Yes, koutavi," Tommy answered, relief flooding him as Jon reacted to his more Dominant tone. He kissed Jon's 


cheek, watching tiny shudders continue to run through the stiff limbs as he slowly came back to the present. 


"What do you think you failed at?" Master demanded of his submissive, ignoring or possibly unaware of the 
situation Tommy was handling. He strongly suspected the former; Master Nikki rarely missed anything that 


occurred here in his Domain. 
Richie silently shook his head again but Master Nikki persisted. "What?! What did you fail at, pet?" 


"Protector. Being a protector, Master," Richie struggled to answer. Tommy could hear the thickness in the 
usually confident voice. 


"Eyes on me, koutavi," Thomas ordered, allowing his Dominant personality to surface since Jon appeared to be 
responding to his Sir. "Just keep looking at me. You're safe. Your husband is safe. Master is not hurting him." 
He continued his litany of murmurs, interspersed with light kisses and soothing hands until he felt the terror 
begin to leech from Jon's body. 


"IIl ask again.who did you fail, pet?" Nikki softened his tone and released Richie's face. Thumbs that had 
painfully gripped now tenderly brushed Richie's tears from his cheeks. 


"Jon!" Richie snarled. "I failed to keep him safe from those people ." 
"No! Mookie." Jon gasped, beginning to fight to extricate himself from Thomas’ steady grip again 


Master Nikki, who had dropped to his haunches in front of Richie, pulled the distraught man close against him, 


kissing his face and hair, murmuring to him. 


"l-I know we didn't know each other then," Richie explained, "but my soul..my soul knew Jonny's from the first 
night. It's..it's like we'd both been here before. We'd both been us before. l-l can't explain it any better than 
that." 


Master Nikki waited, holding Richie close, knowing that he needed to work through these painful revelations in 


his own way. 


‘Lovers, partners, male and female, as we are today or even in animal form..all | know is that | knew | 


Something in me knew that night we met and it hurt..it fucking hurt that | hadn't been there to protect him." 


Within the confines of Thomas’ arms, Jon continued to struggle strenuously, which drew Nikki's attention to 
the pair on the couch. 


"Thomas," the Master nodded, then indicated Richie with his head and Tommy prepared to relax his hold. 
"Puppy, come comfort your husband but afterwards you must return without argument to your Sir," Master 


Nikki instructed. 


Tommy released his grip and Jon stumbled across the playroom to the two older men, his husband and the 
Master, as Nikki moved back slightly to allow his puppy access to his husband. 


Dropping to his knees in front of Richie, Jon wrapped his arms around his lover's neck. Tommy looked at Nikki 
and received a slow blink and a nod to indicate that whatever had just taken place was within his approval. 
Tommy couldn't hear what Jon was saying to his partner but he could hazard a guess about the emotion and 


sentiments that would have been overflowing. 


Some indeterminate time later, Nikki again indicated wordlessly to him with a throw of his chin. Thomas stood, 
understanding that enough time had elapsed and called out, "Koutavi, come." 


The blonde's head snapped his way before a brief final kiss was exchanged. "Thank you, Master," Jon said with 
a respectful bow of his head to Nikki. With a last lingering look over his shoulder, Jon returned to the couch 
and knelt in front of his Sir. 


As Nikki dealt with Richie, praising him and checking in on his colour code, Thomas petted Jon's hair and said, 
"Have you calmed down now, koutavi?" 


"Yes, Sir," Jon replied, turning his face impudently up to look at his Sir. 


"Good," Tommy said, relaxing his demeanour and returning to his seat on the couch. He saw that Jon's cheeks 
and lashes held the leftover traces of tears and reached out to brush them away before patting his lap and 
saying, "Come up here and let's see if we can get back that fun Jonny who knew exactly what he was doing by 
wriggling his ass against my caged, and very upset, dick" 


Jon flashed a coy smirk and crawled up onto the couch between Tommy's legs again. "Once you're out of that, 


Ill make it up to you, Sir." 
lm gonna hold you to that, baby," Tommy replied. "Now, no more antics, you understand, right?!" 


"Okay, Sir," the blonde replied, smiling innocently but shifting to sit in a way that had a hand draped across 


Tommy's groin 


Back on the platform, Master had dried his pet's tears as well and was now standing in front of Richie. "The 
hard part is over now, my pet. | am so fucking proud of you right now. And I'll say it again..you're magnificent, 
little one." He stepped aside so Richie's view of himself was unobstructed. "Look at yourself now. See how much 


straighter your spine is? How your shoulders are squared off?" 


"And | did say you'd be rewarded, didn't |, pet?" Master continued, bracing his legs and hooking his thumbs into 
his low-slung belt, his hands splayed either side of his cock as though framing it to draw maximum exposure. 
Waiting until Richie's attention was squarely centred on him, Nikki slowly unbuckled his belt, sliding it from 
around his hips and shifting it to lie over his shoulder. "What do you want, pet? Do you want pain or pleasure?" 


"Pleasure..oh, please, Master." 


Nikki's mouth curled up at the corner as he stepped forward, brushing his hand through Richie's hair, 
tightening his fingers at the back of his head before forcing his pet's face into his crotch. "You want this, 
pet?! You want my cock, baby?" he asked as he rubbed himself back and forth against Richie. 


"Yes! Yes, please, Master," the dark-haired man begged, his voice muffled. 
"Let's see if you remember how | like it, huh?" Nikki smirked. "Undo me." 


Tommy watched his lover's face as the other man took the cord of Nikki's pants in his teeth and tugged the 
bow open. It was unusual to see that look on his lover's face without being the instigator of it. He had a brief 


moment of discombobulation over it until Jon inhaled shakily against him. 


"Shhh, koutavi," he murmured and, in response, Jon's hand ventured lower between Tommy's legs. He grunted 


when that exploring hand tucked under his balls and started gently rolling them. 


Meanwhile, Richie had worked Nikki's leathers open and had started to worship his Master's hardening shaft. 
"That's it, pet," Master encouraged him. "Just like that..you remember well, little one." Nikki slid the belt from 
his shoulder and draped it around the back of Richie's neck, holding him in place as his hips started to roll back 
and forth. 


Soft gagging sounds were coming from the platform, just audible over the hum of the music that was still 
playing through the sound system. Tommy felt Jon's breathing escalate, as did his own when the blonde 
increased the attention he was paying to Tommy's balls, deliberately nudging the caged cock as well. 


Tommy gripped the back of Jon's neck and turned his head to face him. With his pointed tongue, Tommy licked 
the side of Jon's face before taking his mouth hungrily. The smaller man hummed into his mouth but returned 
the kiss equally and Tommy took it as a cue for his own handsy exploration 


"Ahhh..so good, pet," Nikki moaned from across the room. "You still know how to work a cock in your mouth," 


he growled. "No wonder you were Al's biggest earner. 


As Richie's mouth slurped and suckled Nikki's length, Tommy released the fastenings of Jon's pants and slipped 
his hand inside, taking the man's swiftly growing shaft in his hand and sliding the loose skin up and down the 
hardened flesh beneath, exposing the sensitive glans beneath the sheath. 


"Enough!" Master Nikki growled. 


The command was loud enough to startle Jon who wrenched his mouth from Tommy's and swivelled his head 


toward the voice. 


"He's not talking to us," Tommy whispered, giving his wrist a twist and watching Jon's eyes flutter in response. 
From the corner of his eye, he saw Nikki scoop his hand beneath Richie's arm, ready to help haul him to his 
feet. 


Once he saw Nikki holding Richie steady as he got his feet underneath him, Tommy returned to concentrate on 
Jon, centring his nibbles from the corner of the blonde's mouth, over his jaw and down his neck When he hit a 
particular place just below the ear, Jon sighed and let his neck go lax, his head dropping to his shoulder. 
Tommy noted that and concentrated his attention, determined to keep Jon calm through the next phase of 
Nikki's plan, 


He removed his hand from Jon's pants, making the man whimper in protest until Tommy slipped it beneath 
Jon's shirt, carding his damp fingers through the thick mat of hair on his belly and chest. He absently noted 
how different it was to Nikki's, and even Richie's smooth, hair-free bodies. It made finding nipples a little more 
challenging but the noises Jon was unintentionally giving off was a sure indicator that he was getting closer and 


closer to losing his control. 


On the other side of the room, Master Nikki was moving on to the next part of his plan. Chains rattled 
ominously when he shoved a reluctant Richie into place beneath the pulley, the loops of chain creating a 


sparse, almost menacing curtain behind him. 


Jon stiffened a little, hearing Richie grunt and snarl in protest when Master Nikki released his arms from 
behind his back only to reattach them each to a loop of the chains, one on either side of him. Tommy 
maintained his close watch on Jon as Nikki soothed his agitated submissive. 


"I know this is mentally difficult, pet," Nikki murmured, reassuringly, "but you do trust me, don't you?!" 


Richie tugged on the chains with hands that were still by his side at that point. Tommy knew that it didn't take 
much to put the pulley system into action, he'd almost dislocated a shoulder when it was first installed, by 
Nikki tugging the chains too quickly through the well-lubricated pulley block. They'd learned over time, to take 
things slowly rather than the enthusiastic pull that Nikki had made initially. 


"IIl ask you again, pet," Master said He was standing up close to his pet, caressing his face and neck, "Do you 
trust me? What colour?" 


Richie shifted, rattling the chains again, his breathing was heavy and his gaze kept returning to the metal links, 


but somehow he snarled out, "Green, Master." 

Tommy felt Jon relax a little at his husband's verification and Tommy rewarded him by pushing up his shirt, 
latching onto Jon's nipple with his teeth. The blonde groaned and moved a hand to the back of Tommy's head, 
encouraging him to continue. 


‘I'm very pleased to hear that, pet," Master said. 


vo 


Chapter Eleven 


Author's Notes: 
Well, here we are again! 


| hope everyone's week has been pleasant, if not at least sufferable. 


The teenagers have so graciously passed on their colds to me just in time for their school holidays and 
considering hubster kissed my nose, completely missing my mouth yesterday, I'm expecting MAN FLU to kick 


down the front door and make itself at home within a day or two. 


Anyway, | digress. This week sees the temporary end of the big playroom scenes. There will be a wrap up of 
this night's activities next week then a break story before moving on to the next portion and hopefully the end 
of Jon and Richie's vacation. 


My question is..for the break story, would you, my lovely readers, like to see something outside this AU or 


keep it within this realm? | have plenty of options for both so let me know in your comments! 
Enjoy! Stay safe! In the words of Ringo Starr - peace and love, baby, peace and love ¥ 


J 


Nikki POV 


Stepping behind Richie, Master Nikki gripped the chains opposing the ones that his pet's cuffs were affixed to 
and pulled them down slowly. The clink, clink, sound of the metal links moving through the block above them 
echoed like a death knell through the room. 


When Nikki had originally thought of this apparatus, it hadn't been for pleasurable pursuits. After Richie had 
told him of the details of his assault, he'd imagined stringing the perpetrators up by the neck with the chains 
but, considering he hadn't known what those pieces of scum looked like, they always took the form of his 


mother's boyfriends. 


He'd also had a lot of explaining to do to Tommy when he first floated the idea of having it installed. And, yes, 
they'd used it in their pleasure play..but not often enough. 


It had been for Richie. 


And now that Nikki had him there, his arms slowly being brought above his head with wave after wave of 
anxiety rolling off his ex-lover, Nikki would even consider dismantling it, or at the very least, locking it up in its 
storage cupboard, never to be used again after this week. It would have served its purpose. 


"That's it, pet," Nikki said. "Almost there. Don't resist it otherwise, you'll hurt your shoulders." 


When Richie's arms were almost fully extended and his heels were starting to rise from the floor, Nikki 
stopped pulling and let the chains fall against Richie's back. Nikki admired the view from behind as Richie's 


muscles worked hard to keep balance. 


"So fine," he murmured. "Steady now, pet" He moved the chains to one side and got as close as he possibly 
could behind Richie, just letting him feel his presence without touching him. "You're safe. You will come to no 


harm with me. What is your colour, pet?" 


Richie's breathing was laboured, heavy, and he emitted small grunts and whimpers as he battled his internal 


demons. "G-green, Master," he finally managed to answer. 
"Good boy," Master praised, running his hand across his pet's shoulders watching them twitch at the touch. 


Nikki slowly moved his hand around to Richie's front, taking his time to caress his pet and not startle him. 
Bringing his other hand around to join its mate, Nikki spent long moments soothing his sub as though he was 


the finest of thoroughbred stallions that needed gentling. "That's it, pet. Just relax. | got you, little one." 


A needy whine caught his attention from across the room. Without pausing his attention on his pet, Nikki 
raised his eyes to the couch and he couldn't help the smirk that tugged at the corner of his mouth. The 
younger men were intertwined on the battered couch that had seen many days and nights of his and Tommy's 


copulation, especially before they'd installed the bed. 


"Take a look at our lovers, pet," Nikki said. "Does that turn you on? Seeing your husband with my lover? I'm 


sure they'd be fucking by now if Tommy wasn't caged. Should | break them up, do you think?" 


Nikki was talking just for the sake of keeping Richie calm and pliable as he ventured his hand down over his 
pet's belly, skimming his fingers through the edge of his pubic hair while the other started teasing his nipple, 
alternating between light touches and harder pinches and twists. He knew the moment that the scene before 
them registered when he felt the brush of Richie's dick against his hand, seeking attention. Nikki chuckled 
darkly as he took his hands away from his pet and stepped back 


"No!" Richie exclaimed, spinning around in his bindings to look for his Master. 
"Eyes forward, pet," Master instructed and waited for Richie to turn back before he strode over to the 


shelves that displayed all their toys. He chose a set of clamps that were chained to a cock ring, one that sat 
firmly beneath the head of the cock with a bead that nestled within the V, so that when the wearer's cock 


moved, it tugged on the nipple clamps. He also picked up a small, silver Wartenberg Pinwheel, which he slipped 
into his back pocket. 


Finally, he pulled out their almost silent, electric handheld wand vibe with its specially fitted, extra-long power 
cord; so long, in fact, that it reached almost anywhere in the playroom. Nikki plugged it into the outlet on the 
wall and tested it against his hand. With a satisfied nod, he grabbed an all-purpose hook and tucked the vibe 

under his arm. Ignoring the heavy petting of the two younger males, Nikki stepped back to Richie and hooked 
the vibe to the chains temporarily to free his hands. 


"Ready, my pet?" he asked, his eyebrow sliding up beneath his hair and the corner of his mouth followed suit. 
He wasn't expecting an answer but Richie, wild-eyed, nodded. Licking his lips, his pet said, "Y-yes, Master." 


‘lm so fucking proud of you, pet," Master Nikki said. He kissed Richie; long, hard and deep, leaving them both 
wanting more but Nikki moved his mouth down to a nipple. He took the hard little nub between his teeth, biting 
it just hard enough to hear Richie's gasp before trying to shift away from the sting. He kept the pressure on 
it while he flicked his tongue over the sensitized flesh until Richie moved closer to him again, seeking more. 


He then released the nipple from his teeth and soothed it, suckling at it, before attaching one clamp and 
adjusting the tightness to suit his needs. He repeated the process with the other nipple before dropping to his 
haunches in front of his pet. Master splayed his hands over his pet's rib cage and slowly dragged them down. 
"Colour, pet?" Master asked, looking up to his ex-lover. He'd always loved this vantage point both on Richie and 
Tommy; seeing the hunger in their eyes, begging him to do something 


The brown eyes above him were clearly at that stage; hungry, needy but notably, not as terrified. "Green, 
Master," Richie replied without hesitation. 


With that confirmation, Nikki licked Richie's cock from root to tip eliciting a groan from the man above. Swirling 
his tongue around the glans and tickling the V, he made sure that there was plenty of lubrication before 
slipping the cock ring into his mouth. Nikki worked it on Richie's cock in a way that he and Tommy had 
perfected over time, making sure the bead was securely tucked into the V, pressing the urethra closed. 


Now that the ring and clamps were connected, Master Nikki stood. Stepping back to admire his handiwork, he 
muttered, "Fucking magnificent” With one nail, he flicked the smaller chain that was held taught by the erection 
below. The slight vibration made his pet gasp, inhaling sharply, trying to escape the sensation which only caused 
him to lose his footing slightly, yanking at his arms. "Steady now, pet," Nikki said "You don't want to be 


explaining a dislocated shoulder or torn rotator cuff now, do you?!" 


Once Richie had settled again, Nikki glanced over his shoulder at the youngsters who were almost devouring 
each other's faces. With a chuckle, Nikki strolled over to stand behind the couch, sinking his fingers into a 
blonde's and brunette's hair, wrenching them apart. "Having fun, boys?" he asked. 


"Fuck, yeah," Tommy grinned, completely ignoring any protocols. "I'd be having more fun if my dick wasn't in 


this thing, baby." 
"Shall | string you up on the chains as well, kajiri?!" Nikki asked archly, tightening his fingers into Tommy's hair. 
"Argh..fuck! No..no, Master," Tommy yelped, his hand flying up to grip Nikki's wrist. 


"You're supposed to be mentoring, not fucking around," Master Nikki growled. "And you," Nikki said, turning to 
Jon, "have you even bothered to notice where your beloved husband is yet?" 


The blush that stained the blonde's face told the story perfectly, long before any words could be uttered in 
explanation. Master Nikki turned his puppy's head to the chained man and watched the play of emotions wash 


over his face. 


"Richie." Jon breathed, the shock settling over the blonde as he unconsciously shifted from Tommy's lap, 


curling himself away from him. 
Nikki released both men, folding his arms on the back of the couch, resting his chin on them. 
"Oh, you used the-," Tommy started to say when Master Nikki cut him off with a simple look. 


"You're intent on trying my patience today, kqjiri,, Master growled. "Now, look at your husband, puppy. Isn't he 
a sight to behold?!" 


"Yes, Master," Jon nodded but Nikki noticed that something was slightly off. 
"What's wrong, puppy?” he asked. 


‘I-11 should have been paying attention," he replied. "Not fooling around with Tommy," he said, looking directly 
at the man in question. 


Tommy smirked at first but dropped his head in the end, shifting uncomfortably in his seat. "| was keeping him 
calm, Master, as instructed," Tommy mumbled. 


"Calm, kajiri, not horny," Master Nikki chastised lightly. He wasn't really upset. He knew that Tommy's teen-like 


libido was liable to lead him into temptation, especially when said temptation was so seductively presented. 


The tinkle of chains drew everyone's attention back to the restrained man and Master said, "I must commend 
you, puppy, on your choice of plug tonight. H's the most decorative one we have and it makes my pet's ass 


even more appealing." 


"Your husband has needed healing just as much as you have, puppy," Master Nikki said, pushing away from the 


couch and wandering back to his pet. He caressed the man's cheek as he continue to speak to Jon but including 


his pet as well. 


"You see," Nikki said, rubbing his thumb over Richie's bottom lip and watching the man's tongue dart out shyly 
to taste it. Nikki smiled and remembered that trait from long ago, "something occurred to me the other day. 

When you, puppy,” Nikki turned to look at Jon over his shoulder, allowing his hand to explore the naked body in 
front of him, "were at the mercy of the bastards that fuckin’ abused you, you were a child You didn't have a 


choice.” 


"But..but | got out!" Jon protested. "When | was old enough to understand, | knew what they were doing was 
wrong and | ran. Otherwise..! would probably have been dead! They threatened me with that, every other day. 
All those other kids they abused were too frightened to run. Too frightened to say anything. Unlike me they 
stayed." 


"Exactly my point, puppy. You saved yourself," Nikki said, moving around Richie to stand behind him as his 
fingers continued to tease, making the chains controlled by his erection jingle prettily. "Street Rat," Nikki 
reverted to his affectionate nickname for the man in front of him, "tell me, baby, how old were you when 


they tricked you and held you captive?" 
"T-twenty, Master," Richie stuttered. 


"An adult!" Nikki exclaimed, giving his pet's cock a few cursory tugs. "You were an adult who was snatched off 
the street, weren't you?!" 


"Yes, Master." 
"And how did you get out? How were you found?" 


"l-I don't really know how, Master. All | know for sure was that one of Al's girls saw me dumped in the street, 


called “Il and kept an eye on me while | was unconscious." 


"And how did that make you feel?" Nikki continued to prod Richie's painful memories, soothing him physically 
with tender caresses and soft kisses where he could reach. "Being watched over by a girl, another prostitute .. 


how did that feel?" 


Nikki looked at Jon and Tommy on the couch, both enthralled by the hypothesis Nikki was imparting. However, 
he was more concerned with his ex-lover who was gasping, battling with the memories, trying to find the 


words. 


"l-| couldn't..." Richie breathed heavily. "I couldn't. couldn't movel | couldn't defend myself. | couldn't escape. l-l 


was useless..! was nothing." 


"You were strung up, just like this!" Nikki replied, shaking the chains and Richie's gaze skyrocketed upward, lost 


in his memories. "How could you save yourself?! You couldn't! Baby, don't you see?! You were outnumbered and 


they were..." 


" Jon got out |" Richie cried, cutting Nikki off mid-sentence with his anguished declaration "Why couldn't |?! Why 
couldn't | save myself? Jon was only a kid but he still got out. Why couldnt /?!" 


Nikki gripped Richie's hair and shook his head a little. "Because they were going after Jon through you ! They 
wanted Jon back for their sick little business venture and you were simply collateral damage, baby. Hurting you 
meant that they were punishing Jon for escaping. They thought they could do anything to you and no-one 
would care. You were nothing but a street whore and they thought that you'd simply get thrown out with the 
garbage." 


"But | should have..," Richie sobbed. 


"What?! Fought back and freed yourself?!" Master Nikki demanded, in his most Dominant voice. "Try it! Try it 
now. You're chained just like you were that night, right?! Without using the quick release, try getting yourself 
out of the chains. Do you want me to throttle you at the same time?!" He wrapped his hand around Richie's 
throat, squeezing just hard enough to give the impression. Richie flailed uselessly with his legs. "Do you want 


me to beat you the way they did that night?! Do you want me to find a fucking baseball bat ?!" 


"No! Stop!" Jon yelled from the couch. By the grunts and swearing coming from behind him, Nikki guessed that 
Tommy had had to restrain him again. "Master, please..stop." 


"Don't you see, my pet," Nikki continued, ignoring the struggles on the couch and deliberately softening his tone. 
"You're not some action hero that can bend and break steel at your will" He released Richie's throat and 


moved as close as he could hoping that he could stand between Richie and his dark memories. 


"You were a victim just as much as Jonny was. They were evil incarnate, my love," he continued as he 
caressed his pet's cheek, dropping soft, tender kisses over his face, absorbing the tears that held the man's 
pain. "They used different, sick and twisted, rules for you both. Jon's escape was a brief moment of 


opportunity, a moment that you never got." 


Richie's pain was not going unnoticed by him. He'd become more empathetic over time especially after Storm 
had arrived in their lives. He lowered his voice, so that only Richie could hear, and asked, "What do you want 
me to do, pet? Your Master is at your command. Do you wish to be released? If so, you know the words | 

need to hear, or you can just push the quick release. Your husband is eager to comfort you and, truthfully, 


probably gut me for causing you this pain" 


Nikki watched Richie's tear-filled eyes flick beyond him but come back instantly. He also noted the way his pet 
carefully tucked his thumbs beneath his fingers, away from the release trigger. 


"M-m," Richie started to say but had to swallow heavily to get the rest of the words out. "Make it go away. 


Make them go away!" he growled, rattling the chains forcefully which also had repercussions on the chain 


attached to his body and Richie's words died off into a frustrated groan. "Please..please, Master, make them go 


away." 


Nikki released the breath he'd been holding. Cupping the back of Richie's head he kissed the man deeply in relief 
then brought their foreheads together for a moment. "I need your colour, pet," he said, loud enough for their 


partners to hear. 
"Green, Master," Richie replied, shakily but in an equal volume to Nikki's. 


Kissing his pet deeply once more, Nikki heard some minor scuffles and harsh whispers behind him but, for the 
moment, he ignored them, knowing that Tommy could and would keep Jon on a tight leash if need be. Tommy 


may be lean but he had some serious muscle and was easily able to manhandle Nikki when he needed to. 


"I know | keep saying it but fuck I'm proud of you right now, pet," Nikki said, breaking the liplock, "and I'm gonna 


make you feel so good" 
who 

Richie POV 

Lub Dub Lub Dub Lub Dub 


As hard as he tried to stay calm, Richie could hear the racing of his heart in his ears because his arms 
covered them. He had no choice to listen to it race and skip. His breathing was harsh and laboured making his 


throat dry and scratchy when he tried to speak the words Master Nikki wanted him to say. 


"Green, Master." There! He'd managed that much at least before Nikki's mouth plastered over his and his 


tongue delved into Richie's mouth, seducing his tongue in an erotic dance, which ended far too quickly. 


"I know | keep saying it but fuck I'm proud of you right now, pet, and I'm gonna make you feel so good" Nikki 
kissed his cheek perfunctorily before stepping the short distance to the closest water. Returning, he held the 
straw to Richie's lips. 


Taking long sips of the sweet, cool water, Richie squeezed his eyes closed against the fresh tears, feeling the 
first bloom of relief override his fear. He was aware that his fear was also feeding off Jon's; he could taste it, 
feel it as though he was strung up beside him. But he knew he had to conquer that fear, which is why he had 
forced himself to take his thumbs off the trigger releases moments ago, even though it almost killed him to 


do so because he couldn't trust himself not to self-escape the scene. 


Nikki withdrew the water when he deemed that Richie had taken his fill, drinking from the same bottle as he 


returned it to its position. 


Richie hadn't been unaware of his husband's antics and protests; he wasn't blind or so far off-kilter that he 
hadn't seen Jonny messing around with Tommy or heard his protests when Nikki had forced him to 
acknowledge what had happened. It would, however, be more explainable if there had been a bottle of a certain 


dark liquor involved, 


Surprisingly, it hadn't bothered him to witness his husband with another man probably because it was Tommy, 
who was just as committed to Nikki as Jon was to him. He had no doubts that, afterwards, Jon would look at it 


as nothing more than an experiment. 


The warmth of Nikki's hands over his body was comforting yet slightly disturbing in so far as Richie didn't 
know what was going to happen next as his Master circled him. In this case, they trailed down his spine and 


came to rest on the curve of his ass. 


"Thomas did a superb job," Master commented, praising his underling. "Not too much; no major damage but not 


too little either." 


A dip of a finger into the crease of his ass alerted Richie of Nikki's intentions. Dipping lower, encountering the 
metallic foreign object that had been making its presence felt within him, Nikki agitated it; tapping it, twisting 


and pulling at it until Richie was unconsciously making little hums of pleasure. 


"Remember," Richie turned his head toward the voice to his left, "when we used to hole up in your apartment 
for a couple of days when you weren't working? We only left the bed to take a piss or grab food," Nikki said as 
he allowed his hands to roam; his right continuing to fiddle with the metal plug while his left skimmed up 
Richie's left arm so lightly that Richie had to concentrate to actually feel it. 


‘Otherwise, we'd be naked all day..fucking or stoned..but usually both," Nikki chuckled darkly. 


Richie had been so mesmerised by Nikki's words and touches that he hadn't noticed that he'd taken the vibe 
off the hook until Master touched the now-buzzing implement to the decorative disc between his cheeks. 


Richie's eyes rolled back and his knees gave out making him stumble and wrench his arms somewhat. 

" Ungh!" Richie groaned loudly. 

The vibrations carried easily through the metal plug making it feel as though Nikki had inserted the vibe into 
him just to tease and taunt his prostate in a targeted assault. The sensation pulsed out from that spot like 
some erotically-twisted bomb that had been sent hurtling down upon that bundle of nerves. 


"That's it, pet," Master crooned as he teased the rest of his pet. "Give into the pleasure." 


As suddenly as the vibrations had started, they stopped, leaving Richie's head and body reeling. He tried getting 
his feet underneath him as he drew in huge gulps of air but his legs felt like jelly and wouldn't cooperate 


properly. 


Master tugged sharply on the Y-shaped chains and lightning bolts of pleasure-pain stole what little breath he 
had left. "Colour, pet," he demanded. 


"G-green.Master," Richie panted heavily. 


Brandishing the vibrator like a magic wand, Master Nikki sliced through Richie's demons and rendered him 
incapable of coherent thought. Like in those Harry Potter movies that the kids used to love, the Baxters had 
taken on the form of wraiths floating around in his memories. Now, slowly but surely, Nikki exterminated them 


one by one. 


Time had no meaning as his Master tantalised every portion of his body, from using the pinwheel on the soles 
of his feet to scraping his nails over his pet's scalp, pushing him higher and closer to the edge of orgasm with 
each touch, then backing off a little, before starting all over again. Without permission to come, Richie 
desperately resisted that final fall into erotic oblivion until, with another touch of the vibrator to the chain 


linking the clamps, he knew he'd reached the limits of his control. 
"Yellow!" Richie gasped, his teeth firmly clamped shut as he fought to stem the rising tide of impending 
orgasm. He'd been copiously leaking slippery precum to the floor, which put his feet at a disadvantage in finding 


purchase. 


Master immediately stopped and spun his pet to face him. "Talk to me, pet," he said, as his eyes searched over 
him, looking for any telltale clues or injuries to the requested stop in their play. 


"Edge," Richie mumbled, a little embarrassed as he dropped his head back, gasping and working his mouth to 


find some skerrick of moisture. 


Master Nikki grinned widely and nodded before he licked the sweat from Richie's chest. "Just breathe, my pet. 
Anything else?" 


"Water," he replied, swallowing heavily. 

"Your wish is my command” Master Nikki bowed and strode off to retrieve the water bottle. 

Richie allowed his eyes to droop closed and a kaleidoscope of colours danced on his eyelids. He heard Master's 
murmured conversation with the youngsters on the couch before Richie felt his Master's presence moving 


closer to him as though some forcefield of energy preceded him as he walked back. 


"Drink, my pet," Master said, holding the water bottle to his lips as he caressed his hair. "Then we'll see about 
getting that plug out." 


"Thank you, Master," Richie said before pulling long draughts of water through the straw and feeling the relief 
of it over his dry tongue and throat. 


"Once that's out, you have my permission to come freely; where, when, how many times is all up to you. That 


is your reward, my love." 


Whimpering pathetically in relief and almost hating himself for it, Richie murmured, "Oh, thank you, Master," as 
Nikki returned the water bottle. 


When he returned, standing in front of his pet, Master asked, "Are you ready to proceed, pet?" 


"Yes, Master," he replied and received a hard kiss in response before his Master stepped back slightly and 
shucked out of his leather pants. Hearing Tommy's enthusiastic howl in response to his lover's bare ass being 
exposed, Master Nikki bent to retrieve the garment, balled them up somewhat and tossed them toward his 


lover. 


Richie was conscious of his husband on the other side of the room but his eyes obediently followed every 
move his Master made and now that he could see all of him, they feasted greedily. Disappearing behind him, 
Richie felt Nikki's hands on his back, sliding down easily through the film of sweat. 


"So beautiful," Master murmured as he dropped to his haunches, his hands splayed wide over his ass cheeks. 
Richie turned his head toward the mirror and could just see his Master out of the corner of his eye. With a 
groan, Nikki delved his face between Richie's ass and he could feel his Master's tongue exploring the crease and 
wetting the area around the plug as much as possible. 

"Open wider, pet," Nikki said, coming up for air, tapping Richie's legs apart. The only way to do that and still 
keep his footing was to angle the top half forward which pushed his ass further into his Master's face. Fingers 
and tongue worked together to loosen the metal from the grasp of Richie's sphincter. 


It slid free with a pop, which Richie felt more than heard, along with the forgotten dribble of Jon's cum from 


earlier. 
"Oh-ho!" Master exclaimed. "Look at this tasty bounty," he continued before taking most of it in one, agonisingly 
slow lick from perineum to gaping hole, humming and growling in pleasure as he continued to lap at the fluid 


until there was no more. 


"Fucking delicious," Master said, rising and holding the plug in front of Richie's face. He rested his slick chin on 
Richie's shoulder and said, "Clean it, pet." 


"Your face also, Master?" Richie asked hopefully. 
"Sure, why not," he replied with a smirk. 


Richie, recognising the scent of cherry lube covering any natural odours from himself and Jon, eagerly licked 
and sucked Nikki's mouth and beard clean before turning his attention to the still-warm metal. 


"Good boy," Master praised as his free hand returned to his pet's hole, teasing the gaping ass with his fingers, 


spitting onto them to provide some basic lubrication. 


Richie shuddered at the intrusion but continued to follow orders until there was no more lube or his husband's 
cum coating the toy. He whimpered pitifully when Master withdrew both the toy and his fingers at the same 
time. Richie shifted, trying to find some comfort for his sore and tired arms and legs as he tried to anticipate 
what his Master would require of him next, sliding his tongue over his lips, chasing the tiniest of leftover 
taste on them. 


"Puppy!" Master Nikki called, motioning the blonde over and holding the toy out to him. "Put this over there," 
indicating to the space near the water when a semi-clothed Jon hurried to extricate himself from Thomas, 


"and bring me the lube." 


"Yes, Master," he murmured, taking the toy and scurrying to complete the set task. Returning swiftly, passing 
the lube into the outstretched hand. Richie saw Jon's slightly concerned look over to him but also how he 
glanced down at Richie's hard dick and licked his lips hungrily. 


Master Nikki also noticed and said from behind Richie, "Is my puppy a little bitch in heat today?!" He didn't wait 
for an answer, flipping the cap open and squeezing a generous amount into his hand. Coating himself liberally, 
Master Nikki roughly swiped the remainder on his hand through his pet's crease, before turning away from 
him to address Jon directly. "Since Thomas has almost undressed you, you may as well complete the task, then 
return here," he continued, tossing the bottle out of the way. 


Reflected in the mirror, Richie saw Jon's face light up. "Yes, Master," he said, pulling his t-shirt completely 
from around his neck where Thomas had left it after coaxing Jon's arms from the sleeves. Quickly folding his 


shirt and losing his pants, Jon placed them on the couch beside Tommy. 
‘Master, please!" Thomas pleaded, frustration making the appeal sound whiny and bratty. 


"On your knees, bitch," Master instructed, ignoring his lover on the couch and pointing to the space in front of 
his pet. "Since you're so horny, enticing my kajiri into all sorts of punishable exploits today," Richie heard 
Tommy's huff of wry amusement, "you're gonna be the little cum-slut that you're showing me you are. Use 
your mouth in whatever inventive ways you can think of but do not remove the ring just yet. Understand me, 


bitch?" 


"Gladly, Master," Jon grinned widely and lowered himself quickly in front of his husband. "May | use my hands 


to touch elsewhere, Master?" 
"Yes, yes," Master growled impatiently. 


Briefly left bereft of his Master's touch, Richie felt as though he was in the eye of a hurricane. Minutes 


earlier, everyone and everything had been swirling around him and now all he could do was hold on tight and 


wait for the second eye-wall to engulf him, which, by the feel of the thick cock-head now pressing at his ass, 
was about to happen at any moment. 


~ Ko 
Tommy POV 


"Ugh," Tommy groaned in frustration, throwing himself back onto the couch. Looking after Jon had easily kept 
him distracted from the pain, especially while his koutavi's talented hand was playing with his balls and taint. 


Now he had to sit and watch, which was just making him pissed off. 


Pinpointing the moment Nikki slid his cock into Richie's ass just by the look on the musician's face, Tommy's 
ass gaped and clenched in response too. Oh, if Richie's fans could see their idol at this moment, Tommy chuckled 


to himself. 


Jon's hands were sliding up and down Richie's legs, venturing to Master Nikki's limbs as he delved between his 
husband's, to tongue and suckle on what had to be the heaviest set of gonads in the room at the moment. 
Tommy had been watching Nikki from the corner of his eye, edging his sub several times, each time pushing 


him a little further before finally his pet was forced to call yellow . 


Reaching for his cigarettes and lighting one, he tried to sit still but his leg wouldn't stop bouncing. Tommy rose 
from the couch and stepped behind it, pacing, trying to avoid watching the threesome too closely. 


Inhaling hungrily on his smoke and blowing it toward the ceiling, Tommy tried to stem the agitation and was 
surprised when the cigarette quickly finished down to the filter. He popped the butt into the ashtray and 


cracked his knuckles while he continued to pace back and forth. 
"Kajiril Stop!" Master Nikki grumbled. 


Tommy's head swivelled toward his lover who was balls deep in his submissive. "Sorry, Master," he replied, 


reflexively. 


"Come be of some use. Strip first, though. | want to see my lover's fine body,” Nikki said. "Puppy, wait position," 


he said before extricating himself as Jon rested back on his heels. "I won't be long, pet, | promise." 


Tommy felt the small swell of pride ripple through his body at the compliment and swiftly shed his pants, the 
only article of clothing that remained on his body, his shirt disappearing somewhere ages ago at the hands of 


the blonde. 


Tommy stepped up in front of his Master and fell to his knees in supplication. Fuck, he'd do anything right now 
to get this fucking plastic torture chamber off his dick! Master took a step toward him and Tommy's nostrils 
twitched open as he scented his lover; cherry lube was the top note but with undertones of combined male 


musk, Nikki's own familiar spice and the tang of Richie's body. He sighed contentedly at the first touch of 
Nikki's hands in his hair but gasped in shock when those fingers tightened painfully and wrenched his head back. 


"You've been trying my patience all day, my love," Master growled. "I should punish you tonight, kajiri, but that 


will have to wait for the moment. Instead, | need Thomas’ help." 
‘Of course, Master," Tommy nodded, quickly beginning to draw his Dominant personality around himself. 


"Good! Stand up, Thomas," Master said, releasing Tommy's hair. His hands went to his nipple ring, fiddling with 
it. 


What Tommy hadn't noticed earlier was that Master Nikki had attached the key to the padlock to it. Tommy 
exhaled and rose from his knees, respectfully standing as still as possible. Freedom was mere moments away 


and he did not want to fuck that up now by fidgeting. 


Clenching his teeth when Master laid his warm hands on him, Tommy couldn't think of a sweeter sound, at 
that time, than the slide of the key into the padlock and the pop once Master turned the said key. He was 
unable to hold back the quiet sigh of relief as the plastic was peeled off his angry cock 


"There's my favourite plaything," Master murmured, quickly clipping the empty cage closed and tossing it in 
the same direction as the bottle of lube. Master then dropped to his haunches and licked at the smooth head 
that was now allowed to peek out from its hood. "lm sorry | had to put you in that cage, all day, but your 
owner refused to behave himself." 


Master Nikki gave Thomas’ cock another few cursory swipes and tickles with his tongue before standing and 
addressing him. Nikki's sea-green eyes searched his eyes, his face, before he said, "I don't know how long my 
pet is going to last and when he does cum, | don't want him injuring himself. | need you, Thomas, to support 


him if his own legs won't so that he doesn't drop heavily into those cuffs and damage his shoulders." 


Tommy glanced at the bound man. Richie's head was hanging backwards as he drew in heavy breaths which in 


turn tugged on the chain connecting his cock and nipples. 


"What are my limitations, Master?" Thomas asked. His cock was now ramrod straight, eager for action; his 


second-in-command awaiting instructions. 


Nikki looked between his three underlings; Jon, whose head was tilted toward the conversation, listening intently 
but still meekly averting his eyes downwards, Richie, a sub who was precariously balancing the tightrope 


between consciousness and subspace, and himself before saying, "No one comes until | say so." 


"Yes, Master," Thomas acknowledged, biting back the disappointment of having to hold onto his control for a 
little while longer. The consolation to that would be that he'd be a part of the seething mass of hormones and 
hot, slippery body parts and it was that that Tommy had been missing just a few moments before. 


"Don't worry, my love, you'll be thoroughly.. rewarded ..before your slumber tonight.” Master Nikki's mask 
slipped momentarily as, fingers entwining into his, he gazed at him, a soft, tender smile crossed his lips. Tommy 


felt those lips against him, in a brief but tender kiss before Master took over his lover again 


"I know you've been listening, puppy," Master said, glancing down at the blonde while still maintaining physical 
contact with Tommy. "You may remove my pet's ring, however you see fit," Master said. "But.if | see anything 
other than precum from you before you've taken every last drop from your husband, without spillage , then I'll 
put the chains on you. Oh, and should your husband's knees buckle, help catch him. Understand, puppy?" 


"Yes, Master," Jon replied. Tommy noted, with idle amusement, the almost-absolute devotion of a willing and 
compliant submissive that Jon had become. It was a stark difference to the sincubus that had lured him in 


with his seductive words and sinful body this morning, earning him his day in Master Nikki's cage. 


"Good! Now," he continued, "where were we?" Manhandling Tommy into position at Richie's side, and, moving 


back into position behind the chained man, Master said, "Thomas..care to start the proceedings?" 


“Gladly, Master," Tommy nodded, turning his attention wholly and solely to making his agri feel nothing but 


pleasure. 


"Look what's become of you, agóri," Thomas murmured as he set his hands in motion, cupping Richie's cheek 
and brushing his thumb over his mouth. The man's skin was heated, sweaty, but from last night's encounter, 


Thomas knew it would taste as sweet as the finest nectar. 
Richie's head dropped forward again and dark eyes focused on him. "Sir?!" 


"Yes, agóri," Thomas nodded, keeping his attention on the dark-haired sub whilst Master Nikki and Jon did their 
own things. Thomas inched closer, unconsciously both avoiding and seeking out the other men that were 


surrounding Richie. 


"Don't think, just feel, agóri," he said, barely louder than a whisper and never breaking eye contact. "Let 
yourself go. Give in to the pleasure. Your demons cannot hurt you any longer." Drawing him closer, Tommy 
barely touched his lips to Richie's at first but it ignited something in them both; a spark to the tinder, the 


gasoline to the fire that consumed them. 


Tommy felt the desperation from Richie as he tried to move closer but was pinned in place by three sets of 
hands, three mouths and one meaty dick. Tommy's hand in the dark hair prevented his agóri from escaping his 


questing Tongue as he swallowed down every grunt and moan 


But Richie wasn't the only one that was being touched and teased. The blonde at Richie's feet insisted on having 
his hands on and between his legs, surreptitiously stroking Thomas’ cock, fondling his balls or even sliding a 
finger, unobstructed, into his ass crease in subversive visitations to his back entrance. Thomas reached down 
and scratched gently against Jon's scalp in praise. The kneeling sub murmured around his husband's cock and 


Tommy he felt Richie sag just a little, whimpering into his kiss. 


Master Nikki must have given Jon a signal as, suddenly, his attention was returned completely to Richie. 
Tommy heard the chink of the small chain and the Master's pet sagged against him. 


"Thomas," Nikki's hot breath ghosted over his ear, sending goosebumps chasing down his spine. It was both plea 
and demand, and Tommy knew that sign well. He broke from Richie's mouth, holding the panting man close as he 


peered over his shoulder at their Master. "Its time," Master mouthed silently and Thomas nodded in response. 


Master shifted his feet to give him more purchase while his hand furthest from Tommy, went to Richie's 
front and wrapped the now-freed chain to the cock ring around his hand. Nikki closed the distance between 


himself and Richie's ear, anointing small kisses where he could. 


Tommy tapped Jon lightly on the head to give him some warning before bracing himself for whatever was 


about to happen. 


"Come for me, pet," Master growled into his submissive's ear and yanked firmly on the chain that held the 


nipple clamps. 


Richie cried out in surprise and pain as the clamps pulled free of his abused nipples and the blood flow 
resumed. His keening gradually morphed into a deep moan and was joined by his Master's groans of release. His 
straining body spasmed violently time and time again, as it pushed his life force from him into his husband's 
waiting mouth, before finally blacking out and slumping in his restraints against both Master and Thomas. 


With a final grunt, Master Nikki dropped his head to Richie's shoulder briefly before extricating himself gently, 
his cum dribbling out of the still-open ass to the floor unheeded. "Hold him steady, Thomas. Puppy, get up! You 
help too," Master instructed. Jon rose from his knees with a small groan and took a moment to stretch his 


legs before taking his husband's weight from Nikki. 


Releasing the braking mechanism swiftly, Nikki fed the chains back through the pulley and returned Richie's 
arms down to normal position. While Tommy and Jon held the unconscious man upright, one of Richie's arms 
over each of their shoulders, Master Nikki hurried to get him out of the cuffs. Once the last buckle was 
undone, he barked, "Get him to the bed and get the circulation back in his arms." 


As Tommy, with Jon's help, walked Richie to the bed, Master Nikki disappeared into the wet room. 


"Hold him up for a moment," Jon said handing off the weight before scurrying up onto the bed and arranging 
the pillows. When he was satisfied, he patted the bed and nodded to Tommy. 


Tommy carefully lowered Richie so that his ass was on the bed and Jon supported his head and shoulders once 
Tommy had released him. Between them both, Richie was settled into the middle of the bed. One on either side, 
they began carefully rubbing his arms to encourage the returning blood flow. Master Nikki, who had emerged 

from the wet room with snacks, drinks and a damp cloth to clean his pet, waited, watching every move he and 


Jon made. His hair looked damp as though he'd splashed his face with water. 


"Drink," Master instructed, handing Tommy and Jon each a sickly sweet soda. "I have protein bars, too, if you 
feel like you need them." Nikki waved the said bars in the air before placing them on the side table and climbing 
onto the bed. 


"Let me tend to him first," Nikki said, "then I'll deal with you two brats." 


Tommy indicated with a throw of his head to Jon to move down to the end of the bed whilst Master Nikki 
gently cleaned his pet and thoroughly inspected him for any injuries. 


Tommy sat on the end of the bed, leaned back against the upright bedpost at the bottom and patted the 
mattress between his legs as he did earlier. Jon made his way over and Tommy hauled the blonde up against 
him with an arm across his shoulder. He was still teetering on the edge between Dominant Thomas and just 


plain horny Tommy who needed to feel a warm, naked body against his. 
"So close," he muttered into Jon's hair. 


"I know," he replied, taking a sip of the orange soda. "I'm so fuckin’ horny right now," he murmured from behind 
the can. 


There was a groan from the other end of the bed which drew their attention Richie thrashed a little as he 
struggled with his conscious memory, making Jon sit up suddenly, worried, watching his husband come out of 
his la petite mort. 


"Easy, pet," Master Nikki crooned. "You're okay. You're safe." 
"Master?!" Richie groaned. "Jonny?" 
"Yes, pet," Nikki said "We're all here." 


"Yeah, but where's here?" Richie mumbled as he raised his head a little, looking around, to get a fix on his 
bearings. He froze when his gaze reached the chains and, blushing furiously, dropped his head back onto the 
soft pillows with a whispered, "Oh, man." 


As Richie struggled to regain coherence and composure, Tommy kept a hand on Jon, ready to stop him from 
leaping on his husband. Eventually, Richie tried to push up with his hands but had difficulty getting any 
momentum. When Jon saw that Richie was okay, he relaxed a little and Tommy managed to coerce him back 


against him before he lit a cigarette, blowing the first plume above his head. 


"Hold up," Master said, helping Richie to sit and rearranging the pillows behind his sub to allow him to sit 
upright a little further. Nikki then reached for another soda, popped the top open and handed it to Richie, 
guiding it to his mouth. "How do you feel, my pet?" he asked after Richie had taken a few sips of the sugary 


liquid, making himself comfortable next to him. 


"l'm..fuckir' exhausted, drained, a bit embarrassed," Richie replied, shrugging. Then, with a sigh, said, "But also 


lighter somehow?" 


"That could be because you emptied yourself down my throat, Mookie," Jon grinned and patted his stomach 
before shifting yet again, to get comfortable against Tommy. 


"Jesus Christ, dude," Tommy swore softly as his hand went around Jon's neck and squeezed gently, taking him 
by surprise. "Again with your cute little ass and my poor dick?!" he growled lightly at the blonde and Tommy 


saw Jon smirk in response. 

“Something wrong Thomas?" Master Nikki asked. 

Jon turned his head toward his Sir and said, "You think my ass is cute?" 

"Well..yeah," Tommy shrugged. But, pinning Nikki with a look, continued with, "but | prefer a meatier one usually." 
Nikki winked and smiled at him and Tommy felt the familiar bloom of love under Nikki's attention. "ls your 
koutavi misbehaving, Thomas? Or are you both being brats now? | have no hesitation in punishing 

my disobedient puppy for his role in this morning's adventure," Master Nikki said, arching an eyebrow toward 


both youngsters. 


A sheepish grin twisted Jon's mouth and the blush that infused his face could have lit up the room. Tommy 


chuckled, as did their partners, before leaving a smacking kiss on Jon's burning cheek. 
"Busted, Cowboy," Richie said, his voice hoarse from overuse earlier. 


"| guess | am," he replied coyly and a little breathless from the pressure that Tommy was applying to his 


neck. 


And it did not go unnoticed by Tommy that Jon's cock became impossibly harder from the hold he had on his 
neck. Jon shifted, trying to close his legs only to have Master Nikki make a tsking noise. 


"Thomas," Nikki said as he lazily fingered Richie's drying hair and caressed his arms with trailing fingers. 
Richie's eyes were barely open but Tommy didn't doubt that he was watching everything his husband was up 


to. "Do you wish to extract retribution for your caging, my love?" 


"May | speak, Master?" Jon asked and received a regal nod of the head from Nikki. "Sir.. Tommy, | did promise 
that | would make it up to you for bearing the brunt of our shenanigans this morning. So, whatever you wish, 


whatever you want, Sir, | will be compliant." 


Richie snorted. "Have you been getting into the liquor cabinet tonight, Cowboy? Like Lia, Stormy and her friends 
did? Or are we looking at another night with Jack?" he grumbled and Jon grinned but kept his eyes on Tommy's. 


"No, no Jack tonight," Jon replied with a quick look at his husband. "Just feelin’..good." 
"What do you say, pet?" Master Nikki said. "Should we let the young ones play?" 


"I know from experience," Richie groaned as he shifted position slightly, “that if my Cowboy is in a good mood, 


then you're in for a great ride, Tom." 


"In that case," Nikki responded and with a flourish of his hand, "amuse us, my naughty subs, and make it a 


performance to remember. | didn't bring the camera down tonight so it needs to be memorable." 


Tommy, who had just taken another drag of his cigarette, felt the purr beneath his palm as Jon leaned closer. 
"Wanna take me for a ride, Sir?" he whispered before touching their lips together in a kiss that was most 
definitely not vanillal Tommy hadn't even managed to exhale the smoke and the kiss curled Tommy's insides 
around as Jon's tongue tangoed with his. He started to pull away so that he could expel the smoke but Jon 
made a little noise to the negative. He had a fair idea of what Jon wanted and Tommy obliged, releasing the 


smoke into Jon's mouth. 


‘Live up to your nickname, puppy," Nikki instructed, reaching for a bottle of lube that was handily on the 
nightstand. "Back that fine ass up onto Tommy." Tommy, barely breaking lip contact, caught the bottle that 
Nikki had tossed his way. 


With a disappointed mewl as he pushed the blonde away, Tommy pressed the bottle into Jon's hand. "You heard 
our Master, koutavi. Unless you're just looking for a rough ride, I'd suggest slicking up this bad boy before 
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ashtray to free up both hands. 


Jon snorted in amusement, rolling his eyes slightly, but gave the bottle a quick shake before squeezing a 
generous dollop onto the palm of his hand and tossing it to the bed somewhere behind him. With a sure hand, 
Jon applied the gel to Tommy's eager cock. He grimaced at the coolness against his heated skin but Jon's grip 
and steady strokes soon had him forgetting everything, including his name. 


"Enough stalling, Cowboy," Richie's voice broke through Tommy's bliss. 


"You're no fun, Mookie," Jon replied to his husband as he reached through his legs, giving his ass a cursory 


swipe with any remaining lube. "Do you want to stay upright, gorgeous, or lie down?" Jon asked Tommy. 


"I'm happy where | am for the moment, baby," he replied, shifting his legs wider in an invitation. "Time to 
mount up..Cowboy." Tommy gripped himself, picking up the stroking where Jon had left off. He let his gaze flick 
toward his lover and Nikki's ex, who looked very comfortable in Nikki's arms. Both were watching avidly but 
Tommy noticed that neither showed any physical sign of actively taking part. 


As Jon shuffled back, Tommy guided Jon's legs around his sides, arranging his legs to suit the new position 
"Wait up. Nik, throw me a pillow," Tommy said and caught it easily, stuffing it behind his back to soften the 


bedpost he was leaning against. 


Once he was comfortable, he placed one hand on Jon's hip and the other in between his shoulders. "Show me 
whatcha got, baby," he said and gave Jon a light shove forward to his hands, exposing his entrance to 
Tommy's gaze. "Mmmm, so sweet," he said, placing his hands on each cheek, spreading them wide, the light 
smear of lube shone wetly under the downlights over the bed. Digging his fingers into Jon's skin, knowing he'd 
leave, at the very least, indents from his nails as he pulled him closer. 


'Itll be even sweeter once I'm on that saddle," Jon grumbled impatiently. 

Tommy growled and leaned forward to nip him on the shoulder whilst pulling the man's hips down to his as Jon 
steadied himself on Tommy's knees. His heart pounded in anticipation of that first feeling of heat surrounding 
the sensitive head and he wasn't disappointed as he hungrily watched his cock slide into the rosy pucker. 

The bliss of sinking into Jon's body finally had Tommy's eyes lose focus temporarily, the feel was different yet 
again to Richie's last night and to his lover's; the way Jon's was gripping him as he seated himself was like he 
was being eaten alive. "Fuck, yeah," he moaned. 

"Oh! Shit..." Jon gasped loudly when Tommy's length had reached maximum enclosure. He hadn't just brushed 
over the bundle of hidden nerves, his dick sank deeply into the area and Tommy had the illusion of it being a 
big fluffy pillow that he was going to be bouncing on 


Nikki chuckled at Jon's response. "I'm a lucky man, aren't |, puppy?!" 


Tommy grinned at his lover over on the mound of pillows and thrust his hips upward causing Jon to clamp 


around him in surprise. 


Fuck..gimme.just gimme a sec," the blonde panted heavily, shifting to get comfortable and pushing his torso 


into more of an upright position. 

"C'mon, Cowboy," Richie said, encouraging him with a lazy smile, "Relax and enjoy it, babe." 

"Mmm..] am," Jon nodded, leaning forward slightly, rocking his hips back and forth slowly. 

Tommy gripped the back of Jon's neck, beneath his hair, and felt the shiver run down the man's spine. "Nice 
and steady, there's no need to gallop," he said and controlled his breathing as Jon found his rhythm finally, 


signified by the little moans of pleasure he was emitting. 


Tommy had to reign in his rampant desire just so he could last the distance as his free hand roamed over the 


man riding him. The feel of Jon's back muscles as they pulled and rippled beneath his palm was pure delight. 


Jon reached around behind him and grabbed Tommy's wrist and brought it around to his chest in an open 
invitation. He indulged him for a short while, teasing the little nubs into tight peaks, tugging sharply on them 


and drawing the most interesting sounds from his rider. 
"Please..oh, please," Jon begged trying to coerce Tommy's hands lower. 


Hearing Nikki's dark chuckle, Tommy glanced at his lover who was listening closely to something Richie was 
saying but his eyes were feasting hungrily on him and his puppy. 


Nikki gripped his wrist in front of his face and cast one elegantly arched eyebrow Jon's way. Tommy 


understood the instruction and acted swiftly, grabbing both of Jon's wrists with his hands and forcing them 
behind his back, holding him. 


"What that..2!" Jon gasped in surprise. 

"You don't get it all your way, koutavi," Tommy growled in his ear as Jon struggled against the hold and the 
incoming tide of deep thrusts from Tommy. "Shit, yeah..having you struggle like that..can you feel it, baby? Can 
you feel how deep I'm going now? Fuck!" 


"Need..need..chmmm...," Jon whined. "| can't..| need..." 


"He needs your hand on his dick, man," Richie offered, obviously picking up on Jon's cues. "Jonny's close. Maybe 
half a dozen firm strokes and he'll be gone." 


ls your husband right, baby?" Tommy asked as the bed started shaking with the ferocity of their combined 
movements. He reached around and gripped Jon's granite-hard shaft in his free hand causing Jon's head to 


drop back onto Tommy's shoulder. Tommy took advantage of the exposed neck and bit down over the pulse 
point, sucking the flesh between his teeth. He knew he'd marked Jon but right now he didn't care. "Is this what 
you want, koutavi?" he asked, stroking Jon hard and fast. 

"Yes..fuck, yes, Sir!" he whimpered, bouncing uncontrollably up and down on Tommy's cock. 


"Master?" Tommy deferred to his lover. 


Nikki, who had been engrossed in idly kissing Richie, looked over both of his underlings and then turned to Richie 


and asked, "Care for a snack, pet?" 
Richie smirked and licked his lips. "I am a little peckish, Master." 


Nikki pushed at Richie and said, "Then lie down, my pet, with your head toward your husband. Release his 
hands, Thomas. Puppy, lean forward again, hands and knees over top of your husband." 


Nikki shuffled on his knees to kneel next to Tommy, waiting until the other couple was in place and Richie 
started slurping on Jon's hard cock and playing with both sets of balls. 


"Was it worth it, my love?" Nikki asked Tommy as he caressed his face, leaving little kisses in the corner of 
his mouth. 


"He's good," Tommy replied breathlessly, between thrusts, "but he's not you, my Nikki." 


Nikki smirked. "Good answer, my Tommy," he said softly then continued in a slightly louder tone, "Now, my 
brats..Comel" 
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Chapter 12 

Later that evening 

Nikki POV 

"Man, I'm stuffed," Richie groaned, balling up the paper napkin and tossing it into the empty pizza box. 


"Good choice going with a less cheesy option, Mookie," Jon grinned, patting his husband's belly. "I don't think 


your ass could take anymore excessive usage tonight” 


"Ill have you notice, Cowboy," the older of the pair said, "that | was a good boy and had more chicken and salad 


than pizza." 


Nikki reclined in his chair at the kitchen table, watching the married couple bicker and tease each other as he 


and Tommy smoked an after-dinner cigarette. 


"Last time, after Storm's party," Jon offered, "someone decided on a cheese platter to snack on, on the flight 


home." 


"Sounds reasonable," Tommy said, looking between the two. 


"Except the kids decided to stop for pizza on the way home," Jon continued. "Someone in the room, someone 


who may have a few gold records at home, has become rather lactose intolerant over the years." 


"Ya wanna tell the world about my problems shittin’, Cowboy?" Richie huffed and puffed but didn't seem that 


concerned about Jon divulging personal information. 
"Or should that be lack of shitting problems, Street Rat?" Nikki asked. 
"Ha fuckin’ ha, Sixx!" 


The foursome had decided on a quiet night and ordered the delivery of a couple of pizzas with grilled chicken, 
salad and fresh garlic bread from the local, and very popular, Italian restaurant close by with plans of hitting 


the hot tub to loosen any sore muscles before bed. 


He was watching Richie closely but, apart from a little stiffness in his arms, he didn't seem to be suffering 
any ill effects from the session earlier. Nikki planned to deliberately test that shortly and take him back down 
to the playroom to see how he handled the sight of the chains now. 


Nikki had been very pleased, and not a little thankful when Tommy had declared his ass to be superior to Jon's 
perfect little tush. He chuckled to himself and thought that it must be similar to comparing naturally pert 
breasts to the enhanced versions that, whilst they looked good, didn't necessarily feel the same as the natural 
ones. Not that he was saying that Jon's ass was enhanced in any way but it was just so fucking..perky! 


~ Ke 


The four of them had crashed out together in the huge playroom bed, not long after he'd permitted the two 
youngsters fo come. He and Richie were too exhausted to participate in any way other than being peripheral 
participants. Watching their partners fuck each other as he and Richie kissed and cuddled had been enjoyable and 


Nikki had a moment of regret over not bringing the camera down but he'd have his memories to draw upon when 


and if needed 


They'd fallen asleep coupled up; he and Richie in the centre with Tommy and Jon spooning on either side of their 
respective partners. The sound of the answering machine kicking in from upstairs and Storm's happy voice yelling at 
them fo pick up the phone and talk to her woke them almost an hour later. 


Tommy had put his long legs to use and bounded up the stairs, slightly groggy from sleep and naked, to speak with 
their daughter whist Nikki stayed long enough to encourage the other couple to the shower first. 


When Jon and Richie headed into the wet room, Nkki took the steps two at a time, eager fo talk with Storm 
before she hung up to go on her day's adventures. 


"Here's Daddy, Stormy," Tommy said when Nikki emerged from the stairwell. 'I love you. Behave yourself but have 
a good time, sweetheart. Talk fo you later." Tommy held the phone out to Nkki 


‘Hey, Pumpkin! | miss youl" Nikki said with a soft smile. Tommy lit a cigarette and offered it to Nkki before 
repeating the same for himself and grabbing two bottles of water from the fridge. 


"H; Daddy! | miss you, too," Storm said happily. "We're about to head out to St Pancras station We're getting the 
Eurostar to Paris today! Im so excited! Eep!" 


Nikki chuckled at Storm's enthusiasm as she explained the minute details of the planned trp. It was obviously very 
different travelling with girlfriends than it had been with her fathers a few years ago when they'd last vacationed 


in Europe. 


“Sounds like fun, Pumpkin," Nikki said, exhaling his cigarette smoke out of the sliding door that he was now standing 
at. 


"What have you guys been doing?" Storm asked once shed run out of steam. "Dad said you were all faking a nap. 
Uncle Jon and Uncle Richie, too? Isn't it ike..only eight or nine in the evening there?!" 


"Yeah..we were tired from a sce-..a workout. Its been a big day," Nikki shrugged when Tommy gave him a look at 
the slp-up he almost made. 


‘Oh. My. God!" Storm exclaimed "You weren't.ewwww! You almost said a scene, didn't you, Daddy! Workout, my 


ass!" 

"Um..1no?" Nikki hedged, screwing his face up when their daughter picked up on his error. 

Their daughter was too smart for her own good and had questioned them at breakfast one morning about their 
sleeping arrangements. They'd wandered up from the playroom that morning after never making it back to their 
own bed the night before. 

Storm already knew the basics of what the playroom was about, after finding Nikki cleaning the equipment one day 
and had only recently been allowed to look inside properly once they'd made sure all the more intimate toys had 


been stored away from her young eyes and reinforcing that she knew not to spread the information around. 


"Yes, you did!" Storm chuckled "All | can say is thank god Im half a world away at the moment. Im- Im not even 
gonna ask if Uncle Jon and Uncle Richie were involved Thats just TMI" 


"Well, then, Pumpkin," Nikki replied, finishing his smoke and putting the butt into the ashtray on the outside fable. 
"Don't ask Coz then | wont have fo fell you." 


"Daddy!" Storm shrieked before laughing delightedly. "Youre all incorrigble!" 


‘And so are you, Pumpkin," he returned, suddenly missing his daughter badly. She was growing into such an incredible 
young lady. He and Tommy were extremely proud of her but he wished she could remain his litte girl, his little 
Pumpkin, and that he could always have her close at hand 


He stepped back inside the house as Jon and Richie emerged from the stairs. ‘Listen, Pumpkin, | gotta go. Behave 
yourself and | love you." 


‘Love you too, Daddy. Hil call you from Paris sometime tomorrow, okay? " 
‘Okay, Stormy. Grnight," he said and hung up the phone after Storm said goodbye. 
~ ew 


Now it was time to see if his experiment had worked. He picked up Tommy's hand and brushed the knuckles 


with his lips. "Can | leave you and Loverboy to clean up here, baby?" Nikki asked. "I need to debrief Richie.” 
"But | had to-," Tommy started to complain but Nikki silenced him with a kiss. 


| know but Richie and | will handle the playroom tonight, baby," he said, looking at Tommy from beneath his 


hair, knowing that was his secret weapon where Tommy was concerned. 

"Oh! Um..okay then," his young lover said with a shrug. 

"Wait! What?!" Richie interjected. “That means | gotta do it twice?! How come Jonny misses out?!" 

Nikki rolled his head toward his Street Rat and pinned him with a look 

"Oh, fine!" Richie harrumphed. "The golden child misses out once again" 

"Jesus fucking Christ, not you too?!" Nikki muttered under his breath, standing up suddenly and making the 
chair scrape on the tiles. "Let's get this over with then, shall we?! Then we can all relax with a fucking drink!" 
He motioned for Richie to follow him as he turned toward the stairs. "Drinks are on me when | get back!" 
"Now that's more like it!" Tommy crowed. 

Nikki trotted down the stairs and strode through the playroom, the air was still thick with sex even though 
the air conditioning had been on the whole time. He walked straight to the power outlet and removed the plug 
from the wall, gathering up the length of power cord and wrapping it up neatly for storage before setting it to 
one side for cleaning. 

"You don't need an invitation, Street Rat," Nikki said, sensing the man's presence keenly. They'd shared so much 


throughout their lives that Nikki would always feel that pull toward the man he'd once thought of as his One 
and Only. 


But that was before Jon and before Tommy. Two other souls that had claimed each of their hearts in this life 


just as completely as they had done in previous lives, of that Nikki was certain 
Nikki turned and saw Richie eyeing the chains warily once again as he stepped back into the playroom. 
“Sorry...” he said, "l.l just needed a minute." 


"No need to explain, babe," Nikki nodded as he gathered the used pinwheel, cock ring, clamps and cage from the 
floor where they'd been tossed before making his way into the wet room to deposit them on the vanity for 


cleaning. "You know what to do down here? Tommy showed you?" 


"Yeah," Richie nodded, reaching for the sheets to strip them from the bed. "Jon and | would have done it 


earlier but | was too exhausted." 


Nikki watched him working for a moment, stealing glances toward the chains. Pushing the couch out of the 
way, Nikki walked to the storage cabinet at the end of the steel runner and opened it. "Bring them to me, 


Street Rat." He motioned with his hand in gimme motion. 


Richie stilled, one of the pillows still in his hands after it had its cover pulled off. He licked his lips nervously 
and set the pillow down on the bed very deliberately. Nikki noticed Richie wiping his hands down his legs, as 
though his palms had suddenly become damp, as he strode over to the chains hanging from the ceiling. 


"Touch them," Nikki said when Richie had halted a step away from the dangling steel. "They hold no power over 


you now, Street Rat. They represent pleasure now, not pain’ 


Richie looked at Nikki for support, which he gave with a single nod of his head, willing him the strength to do 
what he'd asked of his Street Rat. 


With a determined grasp, Richie gathered the chains together and started walking toward Nikki. The pulley slid 
easily on the runner and it reached the end with a soft thunk against a rubber stopper. 


Richie released a heavy breath as Nikki closed the door, quietly, carefully, on the chains, on the memories. No 
words were necessary; they knew each other too well. Turning, Nikki gathered Richie into his arms and just 
held him. When he felt the slight tremors shake Richie's body, he tightened his hold until they dissipated into 
nothing before leading him back to the bed and sitting him down. 


Nikki brushed the hair from Richie's face and asked, "We good?!" 


Richie nodded before scrubbing his face with his hands, "I didn't expect it to feel so..so complete. That probably 


doesn't make sense but | can't think of another way to describe it" 


"You don't have to, baby," Nikki replied, gripping his ex at the back of his neck lightly. "They're your memories 
to do with what you see fit” 


"Yeah, but you went to all this trouble," he continued, spreading his hands to indicate the playroom, "that | feel 
like | should be able to give a better answer than just complete . l'm a songwriter..it's what l'm supposed to 
do!" 

‘Out there, you're a songwriter, a star, with all that that pertains," Nikki said, indicating to the door with a 
throw of his chin. "In here, in our home, in our playroom, you're just you." He tapped Richie in the centre of 


his chest. 


"You're just my little Street Rat that | found one day; one that wandered the nights alone and cold, just to 


make a buck to feed and clothe yourself. In here, you're a husband and a lover. In here, you're a father." 


Richie turned his dark, soulful eyes his way and Nikki knew then, that the last vestiges of Richie's demons 


were gone. 


"In here, you're a sexual abuse survivor , who needed a little help to put memories of the past in a place that 


can't hurt you anymore. And you did that tonight, baby." 


"Fuck, man," Richie said, his voice thick with emotion as he swiped quickly at his eyes. "Are you sure you're not 
a songwriter under all those tattoos?!" 


Nikki smiled and with a light chuckle, said, "I may be a lot of things, babe, but I'll leave the stardom to you! 
"Nik?!" 

"Yeah, babe?" 

"Dont ever change, okay?" 


"That's a given," he shrugged and pulled Richie into a warm hug. Kissing him on the cheek, he muttered, "Love 


you, Street Rat" 

"Love you too, Nik" 

Letting the hug finish organically, when they'd both refilled their emotional cup from each other's presence, 
Nikki said, "C'mon. Let's finish down here before our two brats get bored and start finding ways to misbehave 


again" He stood and stretched. "He's not gonna let me forget that | promised him a reward later tonight" 


"Jon usually doesn’t get like that unless he's got at least half a bottle of Jack under his belt," Richie offered, 
rising also. He held his right shoulder and rotated it in the air. 


"Are you sore?" Nikki asked, noting the movement. 
Its a little stiff, not really sore," Richie clarified. 


He placed his hands on Richie's shoulder and said, "Rotate it again" The guitarist did but Nikki couldn't find 
anything out of place. "Hot tub for you after this, | think We both need to work out the energy build-up." 


"Is it always this intense between you and Tommy?" Richie asked as he continued to collect the dirty linens 
while Nikki stepped back into the wet room to thoroughly clean the toys that were used, making swift work of 
it. 


Nikki paused to think back over all the times they've played down here before answering, "Sometimes, yeah. It's 
a good way to work out shit..and depending on how deep that anger, or whatever it is, goes can influence the 


intensity down here." 


After placing the cleaned toys back in their place for next time, Nikki retrieved a fresh set of sheets and 
helped Richie to remake the bed, impressed that Richie remembered to double layer the bottom without 
prompting. 


"I think we're done!" Nikki exclaimed, with a final look around his domain. "Let's get outta here." His eyes then 


spied Richie's cuffs fallen into the corner of the couch earlier when they'd been removed from the chain 


"How did we miss these beauties?" Nikki mumbled to himself as he retrieved them. He spun around to search 
for the box and found it kicked beneath the spanking bench. He scooped the black box out with his foot as 


Richie walked over. 


"| can't believe you had these made, Nik," Richie said, picking one of the cuffs up, inspecting the release 


mechanism as Nikki laid the second one into the box. 


"You know me, Street Rat," Nikki said with a quick smile as he watched Richie place his hand back onto the grip 
and press the release button a few times. "I never do anything by halves and | always take my subs' safety 


into account.” 


Nikki saw Richie hide his thumb beneath his fingers as he had done earlier. "Why did you do that, Rich? Earlier, 


| mean" 


Richie flicked his eyes to him, rolling them slightly and with an embarrassed grin, said, "Why does it not 


surprise me that you saw that?" 
Nikki didn't say anything, just allowing Richie to explain in his own time. 


He shook his head and shrugged. "Probably because | knew that | would have pushed the button. But | also 
didn't want to..and l'm glad that | didn't." 


Richie held the cuff out to Nikki who placed it into the box with its mate. He closed the lid slowly before 
presenting it to Richie. "I'm glad that you didn't either, baby. My gift to you..with love." 


"Nik, it's too-." 


Is not. You can. And you will" He preempted Richie's protest before it could even get started. Nikki held his 


hand out to Richie, slipping his arm around the younger man's shoulder and giving him a reassuring squeeze. 
"Thanks, Nik..for everything.’ 


Nikki nodded once in acknowledgement and threw his head toward the stairs, "Lets go and see what mischief is 
going on up there, huh?!" He gave Richie's hair a ruffle and led the way up the stairs. 


The kitchen and dining room had been cleared, the table and counters wiped down and the dishwasher set to 
run. The lights had been turned down low, leaving puddles of light here and there across the tiled floor and the 
music, calming and bluesy, was now being piped outside. 


"Guess the brats have already moved out to the pool area," Nikki said. "What can | get you to drink, baby?" 


"Ill take a wine, thanks, man," Richie replied, placing the Enslaved box on the dining room table as Nikki opened 
the fridge, took two large glasses from the cabinet and poured the alcohol to just under halfway. 


Handing the glass to Richie, he said, "You wanna change? | doubt Tommy is wearing anything but the choice is 


yours." 


"I think clothing, now, is more for comfort with everything we've done so far," Richie chuckled. "And I'd be very 
surprised if Jonny isn't naked too, to be honest.” 


"Then let's go find out, shall we?" Nikki grinned and led the way out to the pool area, 

The pool lights were the only illumination to see by, other than the stars and moon overhead. A deep blue, 
bordering on purple, thanks to the new LED lights that had been installed recently, made the bubbling hot tub 
look like some fantasy frothy milkshake with the two dark heads of their lovers being the garnish. 

Tommy's laugh, happy, carefree, rang out over some tale that Jon was regaling him with. 

‘Is there room for two more?" Nikki asked as they drew closer. He placed his wine glass on the flagstones 
within reach of the hot tub and pushed his shorts down, tossing them on the chair with the rest of the 


clothes and towels. 


As Richie followed suit, Nikki stepped into the warm water with a sigh. 


"Always, baby," Tommy replied, standing up, and revealing what Nikki had thought to be true, to greet his lover 


enthusiastically, wrapping his arms around him. 


Nikki melted into Tommy's arms, burying his nose into the crook of his neck and breathing deeply. He felt his 
heartbeat slowly start to match Tommy's as though he were recharging Nikki's. "My Tommy," he murmured 
just below his ear, feeling Tommy shiver slightly. He didn't know if it was because he was cold or the effect of 
his words but Nikki broke away rather reluctantly. 


Meeting Tommy's gaze, just drinking in the love that was being offered to him unconditionally, he hoped that 


Tommy could see in his eyes, that his love was returned in equal quantities. 


Nikki sat, tugging Tommy down with him and allowed himself to begin to relax at last. The come-down out of 
his Dom-space wasn't as difficult as it had been the previous night but it still didnt mean that he wouldn't 


need Tommy's brand of aftercare later. 


"Everything okay, Nik?" Tommy asked, plastering himself to his lover, ever watchful. Nikki obliged his need to be 


close and pulled him onto his lap. 


‘Im fine, baby," he replied, grateful yet again to have found this man. He sighed happily and playfully booped 
Tommy on his nose. "Did you have fun tonight, my little brat?" 


"How did you know?" Tommy queried, ignoring his question. "How did you know that Jon was the instigator this 


morning?" 


"I didn't," Nikki said and chuckled over Tommy's confused face. "Well, not really. | took a guess. It wasn't until | 


saw your reactions tonight that | knew for certain that my hunch was correct” 
"Dude!" 


Nikki hummed in amusement and took delight in skimming his hands over Tommy's lithe body, so different from 
his Street Rat and Loverboy, settling one between his lover's legs and fondling him. "No ill effects from being 
locked up all day though." 


Tommy scoffed. "Nah, but is Jonny getting a free ride outta all this?" he asked. 


Nikki looked over to the other couple who were doing a similar reconnection; Richie was sitting between Jon's 
legs as the blonde worked on loosening his husband's shoulders. Jon must have sensed that he was being 
watched when those blue eyes met his across the bubbling water before sliding over to Tommy and back 
again The corner of his mouth pulled up and he had the audacity to wink. 


"Oh, he'll get his comeuppance later, baby," Nikki said to Tommy but held Jon's look, adding his arched eyebrow 
in response to the wink. "Make sure you pay extra attention to his right shoulder," Nikki said to Jon. "He was 


favouring it a little downstairs." 


Tommy chuckled and said, "It's probably from when he fainted..like some maiden virgin or somethin. Do you do 


that often, ma'am?" 
Richie groaned and let his head drop into the water. He came back up, scrubbing his hands down his face to 
shift the water. "| knew one of you assholes was gonna mention that! No, | don't usually fant.. well, not that | 


know of anyway.” He twisted around to Jon and, genuinely confused, asked, "Do |?" 


Nikki watched the interplay between them, noting the tenderness with which Jon looked at his husband as he 
pushed back the sodden hair from his face. The kid had looked after his Street Rat well..as he knew he would. 


"You have a couple of times, Mookie," Jon said, "but it's never been to that extent. More like thirty seconds or 


something." 

"Huh," Richie exclaimed. "I don't remember." 

‘I'm glad | didn't have to shift you by myself though. You were dead weight 

"Callin me fat, Cowboy?" he returned: 

"| wouldn't dare knowing how much you exercise," Jon replied with feigned outrage. 

Richie growled and moved with a speed that surprised everyone, scooping Jon from the seat and dumping him 
into the middle of the bubbling water. The sopping blonde found his feet and stood, laughing as Richie gathered 
him up. 

"I think you owe everyone an apology, baby,” Richie said. 


"What?! What for?!" Jon protested. 


"For behaving like a brat this morning," Nikki interrupted, making Jon swivel his head toward his voice, "and 
getting my kajiri in trouble." 


"Yeah and for rubbing that fine ass all over my dick when | couldn't do anything about it," Tommy added. 
"Bur" 


"Not to mention fucking around with Tommy while | was being hoisted up like a side of beef," Richie added to 


Jon's list of misdemeanours. 


"Gonna deny it, babe?" Richie asked when Jon didn't reply. 


"Well..." Jon hedged, looking like the picture of innocence as he snuggled into Richie's arms again before the devil 
transformed his face into a wicked imp. "I can't so | won't even try. But | will offer you a more.. private ," Jon 


turned Richie's face to his and kissed him, "apology, Mookie." 


"Do | get a private apology?" Tommy asked before yelping when Nikki gave his ass a fierce pinch. "What the 
fuck, babe?!" 


"I think you have both misbehaved enough today, don't you think?!" Nikki asked, looking directly at his lover 
when he tightened his fingers at the back of his neck The deep chuckle and open-mouthed smile that pulled at 
Tommy's lips was a sure indicator that his bratty lover was still lurking in the shadows. 


"Maybe," Tommy purred and lowered his eyes to gaze from beneath his lashes, "but it drew Master's 


attention and earned me punishment, didn't it?!" 
"Wait! What?!" Jon exclaimed. "You..you wanted to be punished?" 


"Well, duh, baby," Tommy scoffed. "Yeah, it was uncomfortable for a while, especially with you fucking around 


with it locked in place, but the sensation of being released is like..amazeballs!" 


"You do have amazing balls, kajiri," Nikki chuckled. He released the hold on Tommy's neck but used that hand to 


gently swipe away the damp tendrils of hair from his neck as he and Jon continued to talk. 

Tommy flashed him a quick smile as Jon looked at Tommy quizzically. 

"But..it looked painful," Jon said. "Like, that constriction of your dick..doesn't it, | dunno, ache?! | mean, we've 
used cock rings before, the ones you gave us need repairing now that | think about it, but I've never seen a 


cage in use before." 


"Fuck, yeah, but that's the whole point, though," Tommy said. "Minor discomfort usually, for maximum results 


in the end" 

Nikki took in the way Tommy's hair curled down just over the base of his neck, brushing his shoulders when it 
was dry, his animated face with the very patrician nose that Tommy worries over being too big but Nikki 
loved it because it suited him so well. 

"| wouldn't have been as deliberately bratty as | was if | didn't think | was going to benefit from it," Tommy 
continued with a chuckle and cast a look to Nikki who returned his grin with a kiss on the neck. He felt his 
lover's purr rumble deeply as Tommy's back was pressed close to his chest. 


"Maybe you should try one before you leave, Cowboy?" Richie suggested with a wicked grin. 


Jon laughed nervously, shooting Nikki a quick, bashful glance. "Umm..maybe." 


"It can be arranged, puppy,” Nikki intoned in his Master's voice. "All you have to do is ask.properly.” Jon shifted 
uncomfortably behind Richie who turned to look at him. "But considering | think you're more of a cum-slut 


than a pain-slut like my kajiri here, then you may not enjoy it quite as much." 


"Maybe not," Jon confessed openly. "But it doesn't mean l'm not curious. I'm assuming you work up into that 


level of pain?" 


Nikki was impressed that Jon was comfortable enough to be asking so many questions now rather than being 


closed off to the whole thing as he had been previously. 
It actually made him salivate! 
"Basically, yes." 


"My little boy can take and needs a lot more pain than | do when | sub," Tommy added, gripping Nikki's face by 


his jaw and planting a fierce kiss on his lips. 

"We're all at different levels of pleasure-pain scale between the four of us," Nikki explained. "You and | would be 
the bookends on the scale, puppy. Then these two would be in between somewhere. The only reason Street Rat 
would be lower than kgjiri, would be because you haven't played like that regularly.” 

"Not like this, no," Richie confirmed. "| mean..when you were teaching me, that would have been the 

more typical soft scenes, since | couldn't afford to have any physical marking. What Jon and | do would be 
considered very lightweight in comparison, | would guess." 

"Do either of you take the dominant stance when you're fucking?" Nikki asked. 


"We both do," Jon answered, "but Rich probably more so than me." 


"Do you raise your voice much, dude? In a fight, at work, at the kids?" Tommy asked Richie. "The only reason | 
ask is that back in the playroom Jonny jumped ten fucking feet in the air when Master yelled at you." 


Richie shook his head. "Not a great deal." 
"| did?!" Jon asked in surprise. 
Tommy nodded and said, "Dude, you started fucking trembling, too. | had to Dom you to shake you out of it” 


"Is that what happened?" Jon asked in surprise. "It felt like a time-skip to me. Like..for one moment | was 


somewhere else, then | was back and you were frowning at me." 


"Do you remember anything?" Tommy asked. 


Jon dropped his head to Richie shoulder, silent for the moment. "I think..l think | shot all the way back into the 
past..like, long before the House of Horrors." He shrugged but didn't elaborate any further. 


"Hmm, interesting,” Nikki hummed. He started to formulate a plan for another brief session with Jon before he 


and Richie went home in a few days. 


As the conversation swirled and shifted around him, and he ruminated on Jon's reaction a little more, Nikki 
continued his visual exploration of his love's face. He smiled and felt himself grow a little hard at the way 
Tommy habitually licked his bottom lip when he talked. He'd done it for as long as Nikki could remember; it was 
one of the first things that drew Nikki's eyes all those years ago. 


Cupping the back of Tommy's head, Nikki drew the younger man in to kiss him mid-sentence, ignoring the 
others. A kiss that Nikki hoped conveyed to the love of his life, how much he loved him. 


Body and mind; heart and soul..to the end of time. 


Tommy shifted in his lap, straddling Nikki's thighs once the kiss ended briefly only for Tommy to reach for 
Nikki hungrily. 


Nikki vaguely heard his Street Rat chuckle and say something to his husband but Tommy was being too 
alluring to pull his concentration away from. Nimble fingers were teasing his nipples below the water's surface 


and Tommy was rocking his damned hips in an agonisingly slow rhythm. 


"Touch me, baby," Tommy mumbled against his mouth as though he were unable to make that physical break 


away. 
Nikki nipped at Tommy's bottom lip and allowed the hand that had been in his lover's hair, to slide, vertebrae 
by vertebrae, down his spine as the one underwater skimmed over Tommy's thigh meeting its mate at the 


undulating ass in his lap. 


Nikki had lost track of what their guests had been up to and were slightly startled when Richie's long fingers 
threaded through his damp hair, forcing him and Tommy apart. 


"| said, Sixx," he grinned, "we're gonna leave you two alone." Richie's chuckle turned into a yelp when Tommy 


grabbed his face and planted a hot kiss on his mouth. 
"G'night, agóri," Thomas growled, placing a hand in the centre of Richie's chest, pushing him away. 


Both he and Jon laughed but climbed from the warm water to quickly dry off. They walked arm in arm toward 
the house with calls about having fun and not doing anything they wouldn't do, leaving Nikki and Tommy alone. 


"Now..where were we?" Tommy said, his fingers replacing Richie's in Nikki's hair, dragging it back from his face. 


Nikki pulled one of his hands from the water and gripped Tommy's wrist, dragging it back underwater and 
placing it around both dicks. "I think.right about here," he replied and delighted in how Tommy's tongue darted 
out to wet his lips at the first touch. 


"God..yes, baby," Tommy groaned when Nikki's other hand ventured to seek out his entrance. 


As his lover moved his hand over them both, Nikki caught Tommy's mouth again, waging an all-points assault 


on his body. 


Nibbling over Tommy's jaw to below his ear, Nikki murmured, "Do you know how fucking hot it was, watching 
you with Loverboy?" Tommy groaned, twisting his head to encourage more exploration as his hand increased 
the pressure and tempo around their joined cocks. "| loved watching your face, your handsome face, my love, 


as you fucked your new plaything." 


"F-fuck..baby," his lover whined, ghosting his breath through Nikki's damp hair when a finger broached the 


puckered hole. 


"Loverboy is as sweet as candy, isn't he?!" Nikki continued as he worked his finger in further, steadily, gently, 
knowing when and how much needed without thought, adding two more as required. "A little too sweet, maybe?" 


"M-Milk chocolate," Tommy stuttered. "Smo..ch god, smooth and creamy. Nik..." 


"Shhh, baby, | got you," Nikki crooned, placing small, sweet kisses down the column of Tommy's neck to his 
shoulder. "But you like your sweetness on the darker side, don't you, my love?" 


"Mmmm," he moaned in response as his hand stuttered, almost coming to a stop. "The darker..the better,” 


Tommy managed to gasp out. 


Nikki knew when he had Tommy open enough to receive him with minimal lubrication "You want some of that 


darkness now, my love?" 
"Mmmm..please, Nikki," his partner whined, releasing them both as Nikki withdrew his fingers. 


Nikki gently pushed Tommy off his lap, helping Tommy to stand with him. Nikki held Tommy close, gently 
swaying in a silent dance as the water bubbled around them. "Do you realise how much | love you, Tom?" Nikki 


whispered, brushing a lock of damp hair around Tommy's ear. 
"I do, coz it's the same as how much | love you, too, Nikki-baby." 


Nikki allowed Tommy to capture his mouth in what started out to be a gentle, loving kiss. Nikki had other plans, 
however, once the moment of tenderness was over, he deepened it into a fierce clash that almost brought 
Tommy to his knees. Nikki turned his lover around, nestling his cock into the crease of Tommy's ass and 


holding him close as he continued his exploration with his mouth and hands. He reached down to fondle 


Tommy's hard shaft and balls until he was a shivering, needy mess in Nikki's arms, barely able to hold himself 
upright. 


"N-need you, S-sixx!" 


"Fuck, Tommy..won't be long, baby," he replied, reluctantly stepping back slightly because if he didn't, neither of 
them would get the release they both deserved. 


Shifting Tommy easily into position, placing his hands on the tub's flagstone coping and his leg up on the seat, 
Nikki planned on using the water to help keep things smooth. The only trouble was that it denied him the joyous 


visual of watching himself sink into that delicious ass. 
"Nikki..." Tommy huffed. "Just..fuckin' hurry, will ya?!" 


"Brat," Nikki growled, giving the ass in front of him a vicious pinch. Tommy's moan was a lightning bolt of 
desire shooting him straight in the gut. Gripping himself, Nikki lined the smooth head of his cock up to his 
lover's hole, and, with steady pressure, slid slowly but easily into Tommy. 


"Jesus Christ" Nikki muttered, shifting his hold to Tommy's hips as he worked his way in further and further. 
"Fuck, baby..this! This! You..me." Nikki couldn't get the words to form properly as he felt himself bottom out, 
the tip of his cock nestling cozily into the spongy patch within his lover. 


Tommy let some kind of animalistic whine escape and it seemed to echo around them, faintly answered by the 
distant call of a dog or coyote. Nikki held still for as long as he could, drawing out the anticipation before slowly 


withdrawing almost completely out. 


With a ragged breath and a snarl on his lips, Nikki let loose the alpha beast to mate with his partner. The 
water that had continued to bubble around them, was now being sloshed out over the side of the hot tub as 
the two males rutted. 


Nikki covered Tommy's back as his hips pistoned back and forth, leaving kisses and small bites over his mate's 


shoulders as he inched them closer and closer to their completion. 


Nikki noticed that Tommy gripped desperately at the flagstones as he was rocked violently by his thrusts, his 
head was thrown back, bouncing off Nikki's shoulder and his mouth was open, dragging deep breaths into his 


lungs. 
"So close, my love," Nikki said before nipping Tommy's ear. He removed his hand from Tommy's hip, where he 
was sure he had left bruises, and wrapped it around the man's dick causing a loud groan out of the open 


mouth. 


"Please." the word was drawn out and breathless. "Please..baby." 


Deciding they'd both had enough, he increased the tempo of his strokes and breathed darkly against Tommy's 


ear, "Then come for me, my love." 


Tommy gasped, this breath hitching in the back of his throat as Nikki felt the immediate swell and pulse in his 
hand followed by the most intensely tight grip around his cock as Tommy's release took hold of him. Nikki 
followed suit moments later, spilling his seed into the barren ground of Tommy's ass with a hoarse grunt as 


he exploded. 


Years ago, when Storm was still small, Nikki had dreamed of impregnating Tommy, like all those stories that lay 
on the internet these days and not confined to illicit tomes hidden amongst the respectable books in the public 
library. His dream-self had watched Tommy's body giving life to their child, a sibling for their daughter, but 


he'd woken before the dream could reach its natural conclusion 


Tommy's leg finally gave way and they almost came to grief against the hard flagstones but Nikki managed to 
stop their fall before it was too late. Reluctantly, and with a quiet whimper, Nikki extricated himself from 
Tommy before gathering him up, sitting heavily on the seat. 


Their haggard breathing was loud in Nikki's ears as they both panted heavily, trying to regulate their 
heartbeats. Nikki chuckled and kissed Tommy lightly. "I think | wore the skin off my dick," he said as the feeling 
of waterlogged skin started to seep through his post-sex brain. 


Tommy shook in his arms with silent laughter before sighing happily. "My wrinkles have wrinkles," he added, 
holding up his hand to the light. Then he added, "We'll probably need to pay the pool cleaners an extra bonus 
after this week" 


Nikki chuckled, squeezing Tommy closer, just breathing in his scent that was masked beneath the sterile 
chlorine salt. "C'mon, baby, let's go to bed and get warm," Nikki sighed, pushing Tommy from his lap. "I just 


wanna hold you as | drift off to sleep now." 
"M'kay," the younger man replied before a yawn stole the end of his words. 


Nikki took a moment to appreciate his lover's still-lithe body as his long legs took Tommy out of the hot tub. 
He turned and offered his hand to Nikki as he followed. Grabbing towels and drying themselves as he and 
Tommy headed toward the house. Tommy shut off the music while Nikki locked the back door and killed the 
lights. 


Nikki waited for Tommy at the base of the stairs as a soft giggle emanated from the guest suite. Tommy slid 
his arm around Nikki's waist and they walked arm in arm up the stairs to their bedroom, rounding out the 


chapter of yet another big day. 


vo 


Chapter Thirteen 


Author's Notes: 
Hi and welcome back to this story. 


| just want to say thank you to everyone for the kind words on She Was Real. It turned out better than | 


expected. 

This week is a little slice of family time as Tommy takes us home to his mother's place for a Greek feast. 
Speaking of which, | apologise for any errors with the translations as | was only using Google Translate which | 
realise could differ from the spoken words. 

Btw, this is a smut-free zone this week.lol.two weeks in a row! 

The link for the song used is down below. 

Sending love and hugs to you all.. 

Enjoy! 

J 


https://youtube/KqVUwJdvde44 


Day Four 


Pre Dawn 
Jon POV 


Waking with a gasp, Jon jerked upright, the nightmare slowly dissipating. As he became more aware of his 
surroundings, he glanced over at his husband. Richie hadn't woken but, like he usually did, he must have 


reached out to comfort Jon during the worst of his nightmare, as his arm was still flung over Jon's hips. 


Jon scrubbed a hand over his face as snippets of the nightmare came back to him. It happened now and again, 


even after all these years, but it was no surprise considering he'd had such a strong reaction to Master 


Nikki's voice last night. One that he hadn't even been aware of at the time. 


Gently lifting Richie's arm and, with a soft smile, watching his husband shift slightly in his sleep to pull his arm 
under his chest, Jon slipped from the bed and padded into the bathroom to relieve himself. He was antsy and 
knew that it would take him a while to relax and be able to get back to sleep. 


He finished in the ensuite and stood in the dark for a moment, undecided about what to do. F he were at 
home, he'd be able to retreat to Sebastian's old room to toss and turn the rest of the night away. Or wake 
Richie with some gentle kisses and ask him to chase the nightmare away. But not tonight. His husband had been 
exhausted from the physical and emotional release that was forced out of him and needed his rest to recover. 
Jon knew that feeling of enervation all too well after Master had flayed his memories of the Baxters the 


previous evening. 


He couldn't stand there all night, he decided, so he left the room as silently as possible and walked into the 
kitchen. Knowing the fridge was always stocked with bottled water, Jon grabbed one. 


Moonlight streamed in through the large glass sliding doors, illuminating the downstairs area, a slice of silver 
through the gloom of the night. Jon stood at the counter, unseeing, as he broke the seal on the cap and sipped 
the chilled water. It slid smoothly down his parched throat and when it reached his belly, he concentrated on 


the sensation of the coolness emanating through his core. 


He laughed silently, curt, mirthless, at the fact that now that one lot of nightmares had been taken care of, 


yet another reared their heads; though in comparison to the Baxter nightmares, this was a mere blip in time. 
"Answer me!" 

"FI didn't take if," Jon said. "I didnt take anything of Jason's." 

"Then, why is there money missing from my wallet?" Jason responded 


He was eight when Jon had been shuffled into this foster home around six months ago. At first, he thought it was 
quite pleasant and he'd been made to feel at home. 


The woman was kind, a little on the brash side, but she had a nice smile and cooked all the time. 


The father was away at work most of the time but he had made sure Jon was included in any sporting activities 


with their own son, Jason. 


On this particular day, the husband had come home in a bad mood He was yelling at everyone, including his wife. 
Jon wasn't sure what the argument was about but all the yelling made him scared He heard words like we can't 
afford to feed an extra mouth now and the assistance money isn't enough and Jon knew something bad was 


going to happen 


He shared a room with Jason, which the older boy now resented Jon for. As the yelling increased downstairs, Jon 


cowered in the corner of his bed with JJ Rabbit. 


h front of his parent, Jason was the model big brother, but behind the closed door of their shared bedroom, it was 
a different story. Jason laughed at him constantly and called hm a baby every time he reached for the soft toy 
that his mother had given him. 


it was the only reminder of her and he would secretly whisper into W's ear all his hopes and dreams of his mother 


coming to find him one day and take him home. 

Jon sighed and paced the kitchen as the memories came forth. It had sucked to be a foster kid and he was so 
grateful that Tony and his wife had adopted their kids from the foster system and both were working within 
that field now, to better the foster and adoption processes. 


"Dad!" Jason yelled to his father affer rummaging around looking for his wallet He found it, conveniently, under 
Jon's bed on the other side of the room and immediately accused him of stealing the money, 


‘hm goma fell on you," he threatened Jon "Gimme my money." 

‘ dont have your money, Jason," Jon had pleaded tearfully. Jon had no idea how the wallet had got under his bed 
but, by the gint in Jasons eye, he knew it wasn't by accident. There had been other instances of Jason's belongings 
ending up with Jons 

"What the hell is going on up here?" 

"Jon took my wallet, Dad," Jason said, pointing an accusing finger at Jon 

‘Did you, Jon?" 

‘No, sir." 

‘Don't lie, Jon, it won't make things any easier on you." 

"There's $10 missing, Dad." 

‘| didn't take your wallet or your money, Jason!" Jon exclaimed, tearfully. He was getting a bad feeling, one he knew 
foo well. Fear made him lash out and he launched himself at Jason, taking him to the ground in a surprise tackle. Hs 
litle fists started pummeling that sneering face. 

"Hey!" the father roared and grabbed Jon roughly by his shirt, shaking hm. "Get off of my son!" he screamed and 
Jon went flying through the air, landing heavily against the wall beneath the window. ‘Little piece of shit..." the man 
said, spittle flying and chest heaving, ‘pack your shit, Im calling the social worker. | wont have stealing or fighting in 


this house. Do you understand me?" Jon nodded, deathly scared "ANSWER ME!" 


"Y-yes, Sir," Jon squeaked out. 


‘Jason, make sure he doesnt pack anything that don't belong to him," the father said and left the room with a 
slam of the door. 


Jon shifted uncomfortably in the silence of the house as he remembered the older boy laughing at him, 
pushing and shoving him hard into the furniture while Jon tried to pack his meagre belongings. 


If he were at home, he'd be wrist-deep in his emergency stash of cookies by now. Not chewing on his 
thumbnail, his eyes blind to his surroundings as he recalled the social worker coming to collect him and being 
told lie after lie about his behaviour, no one believing his eight-year-old selfs protestations as he was dragged 


from yet another foster home and back to the group facility. 


He found himself staring at one of the packs of cigarettes that Tommy had left on the counter and he 
reached for them out of a habit that never quite left him, even after all these years. 


Jon flipped the lid and pulled one out, placing the butt between his lips and letting the aroma of the tobacco 
curl into his nostrils. Holding the lighter at the tip, Jon was about to flick the ignition 


"You don't need those, baby," Nikki's voice, muted in consideration of the time. 

Jon spun on his heels in fright, ripping the cigarette from his mouth, destroying it in his fist reflexively as 
though he'd been caught doing exactly what Jason had accused him of doing. It took him a few moments to 
recognise who had spoken. 

"Hey, now," Nikki said, holding out his hands. "It's just me, Jonny.” 

Jon sagged to his haunches as he gathered his equilibrium again, gripping the edge of the counter so hard that 
his fingers were hurting. "Shit," he breathed. His heart was racing and he rubbed the spot on his chest where 


it felt like it was about to explode from like some alien creature spewing forth. 


Nikki cautiously approached him and helped him to his feet, "Damn, Jonny, | didn't mean to scare you like that," 
he said pulling Jon against him and rubbing his back. "Are you okay?" 


"Stokay," he said, slowly pulling himself together. "I didn't see you." 


"| wasn't expecting to see you down here," Nikki said, taking the ruined smoke from Jon's hand and tossing it in 


the rubbish. 
"| had a bad dream," Jon said. "| couldn't sleep." 


"| heard," Nikki said as he pushed the water bottle toward Jon before grabbing one himself from the fridge. 
"Drink," he instructed, waiting until Jon had taken a sip. "Wanna talk about it?" 


"Just some old memories," Jon shrugged. He then laughed mirthlessly, "You know..I'd kinda got used to them , 


the Baxters, being in my nightmares. Seems like you've chased them away." 

“That's good!" Nikki encouraged. "So what's the issue then?" 

"Well, apparently getting rid of them has allowed different memories to come forth," Jon said. "But..they're 
nowhere near as big or ugly. Just.just old memories of a former foster kid" He glanced up and Nikki was 
watching him closely. "I'm fine, Nikki. | promise." 

Nikki arched his eyebrow and Jon sighed. 

| was eight and bore the brunt of the biological son's ire. The same day that the dad lost his job, even though 
| didn't comprehend that at the time, the son falsely accused me of stealing and | was booted, literally, back to 
the group home," Jon said and shrugged. He didn't feel like divulging the beating he'd taken from the twelve- 
year-old. "I'm sorry if | woke you both up." 

"Tommy hears nothing when he's asleep," Nikki chuckled. "Is Richie still like that, too?" 

Jon smiled and nodded, starting to feel more like his normal self again. He briefly wondered if he would have 
more dreams of a similar nature; like Ebeneezer Scrooge and his ghosts of Christmas past, would he get 
nightly visits from all the bad moments in his life? 

Nikki yawned, long and hard and Jon said, "Go back to bed, Nikki. 'm fine now, | promise." 

"You're sure?" Nikki asked and Jon nodded again. "Don't stay up too late then" 


Jon smirked and kissed his cheek, "Okay, Dad." 


"Disrespectful Brat!" Nikki chuckled and gave Jon a firm hug and returned the kiss before taking the stairs and 
disappearing back into the night. 


Jon waited until he heard the soft click of the door upstairs before taking a final mental check of himself. 
Knocking the countertop softly with his knuckles, Jon sighed and headed back to the safety of his husband's 


arms. 


He closed the door behind him, noting that Richie had barely moved since he'd been gone and slipped back into 
bed. 


"Where'd you go?" Richie mumbled, shifted and pulled Jon against his chest. 
"Couldn't sleep," Jon whispered. "Go back to sleep, Mookie." 


"Nightmare?" 


"Yeah..but I'm okay, baby," Jon replied and snuggled down into the pillows, comforted by Richie's fingers sleepily 
swirling against his skin "Love you, Mookie," he said and got a mumble in reply as Richie was already drifting 
back into a heavy sleep. 


Feeling Richie's warmth and the comforting weight of his arm, it wasn't long before Jon was lulled back into a 


deep, dreamless sleep 
we 
Lunch at Voula's 


Tommy POV 


"Now," Tommy said, twisting in the seat to speak with Jon and Richie, "Mom will pinch your cheeks and tell you 
you're too skinny, then lead you to the kitchen to feed you." 


"Babe, they've met your mom before," Nikki said, glancing at Tommy with a quick indulgent smile. 
"| know but that was at the restaurant," he replied "You gotta admit Mom's a lot worse at home." 
"Only because she knows you and Athena can't say no to her." 

"Neither can you, Nik! She's a force to be reckoned with!" 


"Sounds like our moms too," Richie chuckled. "Carol's probably the worst since we don't see her as often as my 


mom or Flo." 
‘Carol's smokin’, dude," Tommy said. "No disrespect, of course!" 


"None taken," Jon responded with a grin. "The last time | was speaking with Matt, he told me that Mom's got a 


guy asking her out. He's worried coz he's just appeared out of nowhere." 

"The others are very protective of Carol," Richie added. "Jonny's a little more pragmatic about it” 

| cant ever see Mom going on a date with another man," Tommy said, with a frown, His dad had been the 
light of his mom's life and, if Tommy knew his mom like he thought he did, she still set the table for him when 
her family wasn't there and slept with a pair of his pyjamas beneath his pillow. 


Nikki must have picked up on his consternation, sliding his fingers into Tommy's and giving them a squeeze. 


"Oh," Jon said, "Nikki, would you mind stopping at a florist along the way, please? Tommy, what are your mom's 


favourite flowers?" 


"Peonies," Tommy replied. He was touched that Jon was thoughtful enough to ask, let alone buy flowers in the 
first place. "You're gonna push Elias off that pedestal he's on at the moment, when you show up with flowers.” 
he chuckled. "Especially peories." 


Athena had started seeing Elias in the spring of the previous year. He was a couple of years older than 
Tommy and worked with Athena in the family business. It had been Brad that nudged Athena into accepting 
Elias' offer of dinner one evening and they'd never looked back 

"That's gonna be a tough feat to pull off," Nikki chuckled. 

Feeling threatened, babe?" Tommy grinned. 


"As soon as Storm came along we were all moved down a step," Nikki acknowledged. 


"David always said that they had to stop at three kids coz Flo ran out of rooms to decorate into nurseries," 
Jon offered, laughing. 


Nikki guided the car into the parking lot of a nearby florist and Jon, thanking him, quickly exited the car and 
disappeared into the shop. 


"What time are we going to the clubs tonight?" Richie asked while they waited. 
"We were thinking around nine or ten," Tommy said. 


"There's a slot open between sets at Sixxty4 around that time, if you're still interested," Nikki added. "But 
you're under no obligation to play, Street Rat. I'm not gonna paddle your ass if you don't" 


Richie had offered to play an acoustic set for Nikki once he'd heard they were planning on going out for the 


evening. 
"| know," he said, ruffling Nikki's hair from behind, "but I'd like to, Nik" 


Tommy chortled at his lover's face when Richie messed with his hair. If there was one thing that irritated 
Nikki, it was his hair being rearranged after he'd spent time on it to go out. But Richie was spared Nikki's 


scolding when Jon reappeared with a huge bouquet of pink and purple peories. 


"Fuck," Tommy exclaimed jumping out and opening the rear passenger door for Jon, allowing him to hand the 


flowers to Richie so that he could get back into the car. "Mom's gonna have a fit." 


"Moms should always be spoiled with flowers," Jon said as the two of them buckled up again. "Thanks for 
stopping, Nikki." 


"No worries, puppy," he replied and reversed the car out of the parking spot. 

Within half an hour the car pulled into the driveway of Tommy's childhood home. He always got that warm, 
fuzzy feeling of love and safety when he visited. He was kinda glad that his mom had been adamant that she 
wanted to stay in the house that they had moved into as a newly wedded couple and where she had birthed 


and raised himself and Athena. 


“Thena's not here yet," Tommy noted as they exited the car. He sniffed the air appreciatively as the aroma of 
childhood favourites wafted from the kitchen, carried toward them on the slight breeze. 


"Nice place!" Richie said from behind him. 


Tommy glanced at him over his shoulder. "Thanks, man. We keep it maintained for Mom. It's served our family 


well.” 


The front door flew open and Voula smiled from the doorway. "You made it! Come! Come inside, boys," Tommy's 


mother beckoned them over. 

Tommy took the distance in a few long strides and gathered his mother up into his arms and twirled her 
around, much as his father used to, and it made him happy to hear her laugh as she did when his dad used to 
do it. 

"Geia, mamá!" H; mamal 

"Put me down," she giggled, lightly slapping at his shoulders. "Anóito agoril" Sly boy! 

Tommy obliged her request and left a smacking kiss on her cheek 

"Oh my!" Voula exclaimed as Jon moved from behind the car with the huge bouquet. 

"Pretty flowers for a pretty lady," Jon said, presenting the pink and purple floral confection to his host. 


Nikki and Richie hung back a little and Nikki sent Tommy a wink whilst Voula fussed over Jon as predicted. 


"Agóri?!" Richie muttered to Nikki, just loud enough for Tommy to hear. "You teaching Voula some of your 
stuff too?!" 


Nikki laughed and Tommy grinned. "Agóri is boy in Greek," Nikki informed him. 
"It just fits," Tommy said with a shrug as his mother dragged Jon in through the front door. "And it sounds 


good in a scene, don'tcha think?!" he asked slyly, throwing his arm over Richie's shoulder as they made their 


way inside. "Agori mou." My boy. 


"Thomas," Voula said as scurried around, finding a vase to put her flowers into, "you're in charge of setting 


the table. Nikki, darling, you can get everyone a drink, please.” 
"But | always set the table, Mom," Tommy groused halfheartedly. "Nikki never does it and neither does ‘Thena." 


Somewhat sheepishly, he acknowledged that he was behaving like a child, it was just a habit he fell into when 
he was at his childhood home. 


"And you do it so well, sweetheart," his mother placated him, patting his cheek. “That's why | ask you to do it 
all the time." 


"Can we do anything, Mrs Bass?" Richie offered. 


Tommy eyed off the guitarist speculatively. Richie looked innocent enough but Tommy could see the merriment 


in his dark eyes. He narrowed his eyes and made the /m watching you hand signal between them. 


"No, sweet boy," Voula said. She was buzzing around like a busy bee, flitting between arranging the flowers and 


stirring something in the saucepan on the stove. "Thank you for asking but you are guests." 

Tommy snorted and huffed off to the formal dining room. He retrieved the family heirloom tablecloth, that his 
mother brought with her from Greece, which he knew his mother would want for the guests and spread it 
out over the large table. Tommy then found the good cutlery from the next drawer on the sideboard and set 
out the required places as he'd done countless times before. 


He'd just finished when the front door opened and Athena called out. "Hello?! We're here." 


Since he was closest, Tommy reached his sister first. "Hey sis," he said and immediately had a casserole dish 
forced into his arms as he bent to kiss her cheek. 


"Hey yourself," Athena said, giving him a gentle shove toward the kitchen. “That needs reheating before serving. 
I'll help Elias with the rest." 


"Rest?! Are we feeding the neighbourhood?!" Tommy muttered under his breath as he followed orders and 
walked into the kitchen. Athena had certainly inherited his mother's penchant for over catering. "Theena's 
here," he said to the room. "They're getting more out of the car." 


"Ah! Good!" his mother exclaimed, clapping her hands together before lifting the foil from the dish and 
inspecting the contents. 


"Oh my god, that smells good," Richie groaned. 
"You're gonna fall into a food coma later, aren't you, Mookie," Jon chuckled at his husband. 


"And looking forward to it, Cowboy," he replied with a pat on his belly. 


"No cheese!" Tommy, Nikki and Jon all chorused loudly startling Voula. 


"Be nice, boys," the older woman scolded, flicking Tommy and Nikki, both being the closest, with the tea towel 


that was perpetually on her shoulder. 
"Thank you, Voulal" Richie said and poked his tongue out at the rest. 


"Geia, mamá!" Athena said as she led the way into the room with yet another dish, followed by Elias who was 


also laden. 


There was a flurry of activity as introductions were made between getting the dishes reheated where 
necessary and the cold dishes either placed directly into the dining room or set aside for dessert. 


Nikki had made Negroni's for everyone as an aperitif, whilst Elias got to know Jon and Richie. 


"Athena said there would be guests today," he said. "But she failed to mention anything about one being a 


famous rockstar." 


‘| didn't want to ruin the surprise, honey," she shrugged, tipping her face to his and Elias dropped a kiss on her 
lips. 


lm doing a short set tonight at Sixxty4,” Richie said. "But this is more..vacation than work." 


"Wanna hit the clubs with us later, sis?" Tommy asked. "We're hitting Nikki's first then these guys wanna see 


mine." 

"You don't seem like the dance club types?" 

"Far from it!" Jon said. 

"Richie and Jon run their own bar back in New Jersey," Athena offered to Elias. 

"Oh!" her boyfriend exclaimed. "What kind?" 

‘More of a family pub-style,” Richie said, "It started out as a real dive." 

"Richie was tasked with bringing it up to standards," Jon explained. "We did most of the renovations ourselves, 
especially the upstairs loft," Jon grinned at Richie. "Within two years the bar was finished and Rosie's was born 


The loft took a little longer but we got there." 


"Dude, that loft is the bomb," Tommy said, remembering the Thanksgiving they spent there. It was their first 
visit as a family with Storm. Tommy had been so nervous about flying with her but she handled it perfectly, 


setting the standard for how she would deal with everything in her life; with passion, drive and empathy. "So 


much space! Do you still use it?" 

‘It's Seb's now," Richie said. "He's one of our junior duty managers so it makes sense for him to live there.” 
"Seb is..?" Elias asked. 

‘Our son," Jon said. "We also have a daughter, Lia, who is just under a year older than Storm." 

"Oh! | think I've heard Storm talk about Lia," Elias said, looking to Athena who nodded in the affirmative. 
"Thomas, Athena," Voula called as she made her way through to the kitchen 

‘Guess that's our cue to go help," Athena said. "Take a seat everyone." 


Grilled calamari and dolmades joined a seafood saganaki as a starter followed by moussaka and paidakai, a 
roasted leg of lamb with a lemon and herb seasoning, and a huge salad filled the middle of the table. 


The group ate as the conversation filled the room with Voula sitting at the head of the table smiling benignly 
at her family. 


Tommy, who was sitting to his mother's left, looked over at her. She had a wistful, slightly sad look on her 


face. Reaching over, Tommy took her hand and asked, "Is everything okay, mama?" 


She smiled and patted his hand. "I was just thinking," she said. "Your father would love this, having you all 
together like this. And | guess lim missing our Storm." 


"We're missing her too, Mom," Tommy said, kindly. 


"How is she doing, Tommy?" Athena asked. "When | last checked in before | flew home, she was having the time 


of her life." 


Athena had had a business trip to attend in London and suggested that Storm accompany her and spend a little 
girl time together, shopping and sightseeing. Tommy and Nikki had agreed and Storm had been over the moon 
when they told her. Their daughter then went to school the next day and bragged to Riley and Harper, her 
best friends. 


Storm had come home from school a few days later and informed Nikki and Tommy that Harper and her 
family were taking an impromptu tour of European cities too. Storm had begged her fathers’ then, for a cell 


phone that would work in Europe so that she and Harper could keep in touch and compare adventures. 


It turned out to be fortuitous when Athena was unexpectedly called back home early. From London, Storm had 


lamented her distress on the phone to Harper in Barcelona, about how she would have to fly home a week 


early with her Aunt. 


Within a twenty-four hour period, Harper's family had changed their plans and assured Athena that they were 
more than willing to have Storm travel with them, with her fathers’ approval, obviously. This was quickly 
gained and Harper's family had met up with Storm and Athena in London the night before Athena had to fly 
back stateside. The surprise was that they'd also invited Riley to join them and the three best friends were 


reunited once more. 


"And she still is," Nikki replied. "The girls are having great fun exploring together during the day, whilst still 
having parental supervision when necessary. Somehow, | think we might lose her to the continent when she's 


finished college." 


"So how did you all meet?" Elias asked after a small lull in the conversation, and the four friends looked at each 


other. 


"Nikki and | used to know each other when we were, well, /was still a teenager, at least," Richie said, chuckling 
at Nikki's growled fuck you, youre a year younger . “Back in New Jersey," he said, preempting Elias’ next 


question. "Um..then Jon came along.” 


"And | bowed out of the scene and flew back here," Nikki took up the tale. "That was the last time | came 


home here." 


"Last time?" Athena's boyfriend asked. He seemed genuinely curious and Tommy wondered just how much his 
sister had told her boyfriend. "Athena said you'd separated for a while..was that it?" And Tommy had his 


answer. 
"Long story short," Nikki said, leaning back in his chair, sipping on his drink, "we were on a break. | hooked back 
up with Rich for a while until Jonny entered the scene and booted my sorry ass back here..where | belonged. In 
my Tommy's very forgiving arms." 

Tommy, who was sitting beside Nikki, spun his head over his shoulder and saw the slight, regretful smile. When 
Tommy looked closer, he could see the slight sheen in Nikki's eyes and the way his Adam's apple bobbed up and 
down as he swallowed heavily. 

"Love you, Nik," Tommy said softly and his lover bent to place his lips against Tommy's in a soft, tender kiss. 


"So, Jon," Elias said, "you seem to be the instigator in all of this, huh?" 


"Oh, he's instigated a lot of things in his life," Richie chuckled "Some of those things should not be repeated in 
polite company, though.” 


"Heyl" Jon protested, throwing his hands up in mock horror as his husband, Nikki and Tommy all started a 
barrage of laughter and comments. 


"No picking on Jon," Voula said, tapping Tommy's closest arm. "He's a good boy. He brought me flowers. Did you 
see them, ‘Theena? His mother produced an angel." 


"Thank you, Voula," the blonde replied amidst another round of ribald comments. Jon, who was sitting on the 
other side of Voula, stood and offered Tommy's mother his hand. "The lady has taste. May | have this dance 
while this riff-raff have their fun?" 


"RIFF RAFF!" Tommy exclaimed and fell against a grinning Nikki, laughing, the first seeds of an idea forming in his 
mind. Jon slow danced with his mother, smugly flipping them off and pulling faces as he and Voula moved 


gracefully in circles, despite the lack of music. 


Seeing how much his mother was enjoying herself Tommy slipped out of his seat to place one of her favourite 
vinyl albums on the antique record player. She had obstinately refused to upgrade it when Tommy offered, 
citing that she and David had bought it together so it was going nowhere until she did. 


On his way back, Tommy tapped Jon on the shoulder and, when the shorter man stepped away, took his mom 
into his arms. She smiled up at him and patted his cheek lovingly. He didn't know why he didn't do this more 
often; his mother's smile was everything. Tommy had tried to deny that she was getting older, frailer, but he 
could see it now that he was up close. He made a mental note to spend a little more time here when he wasn't 
working. Nikki would understand, he was sure of that since Voula considered Nikki her son too. 


"| love you, mama," he said softly, once more reverting back to his childhood name for her. 


"You're a sweet talker," she replied, her voice wavered slightly with emotion. "Just like your father. He would 


be so proud of you and Nikki, darling." 
"Thanks, Mom," Tommy said, thickly. "I try to be like him." 
"See?! Another good boy," Voula said to the room in general. 


Its usually the good boys that have the devil hiding just below the surface," Nikki smirked, arching his 


eyebrow at Tommy before turning his gaze to rest on Jon 


"Hey, those women deserved what they got," Jon said in his defence. "And none of you were going to say 


anything.” 


"I think Nikki awakened yet another personality in you, Cowboy, and it came without a hangover," Richie 


chuckled. "Maybe we should have come out here a lot sooner. Rosie's would save a bundle on Jack Daniels!" 


"And here | was thinking you were usually the one who..benefited.from Jack and | getting together, Mookie?" 
Jon smirked and sashayed himself in front of his husband. 


"Put that ass away, puppy,” Nikki grumbled lightly. "You've caused enough trouble with it lately." 


"| have a feeling l'm missing something,” Elias said, looking between the two couples that were laughing at some 


hidden joke. 


"And | have a feeling it's got something to do with a certain locked room in their basement," Athena mumbled 


to her boyfriend. "My brothers like to participate in.lets say..a certain lifestyle." 


Nikki smirked as he raised his fingers in horns and stuck his tongue out at the new couple. "Don't knock it until 
you try it, sweet Athena," he purred. "A little kick in your coffee now and again gets the blood racing.’ 


"IIl stick to my vanilla latte, thanks, Nikki," she grinned, snuggling up to her boyfriend. 


"Pity that," Nikki said. "We've recently," he flicked a look toward Jon and Richie, "tested out some new cuffs 
that would suit you perfectly." 


If Athena doesn't fancy trying them," Jon interjected, quietly, but firmly, "then | will” 
Tommy almost lost his footing hearing Jon's declaration 


"What are they talking about, Thomas?" his mother asked as her attention was drawn to the conversation. 


"What are these cuffs?" 
"Erm. just some new. jewellery?!" he hedged. Tommy turned to Nikki and glared, mouthing help me at his lover. 


"That's a conversation for later, puppy," Nikki said to Jon. "In the meantime, a certain Miss Greece needs to be 


shown how a real man can dance." 


Nikki stood, ignoring the howls of protest at his description, and dropped a kiss on Athena's hair before tapping 
Tommy on the shoulder, whisking Voula off around the table with a flurry of girlish giggles and a half-hearted 
attempt at protesting. 


Elias stood and offered Athena his hand, whisking her onto the impromptu dancefloor. 


Tommy returned to his seat and watched his family, blood and extended, with a smile. He felt his father's 


presence there too and it filled him with a sense of serenity. The only person missing was Storm. 


Reaching into his back pocket, Tommy pulled out his phone and took a few photos of everyone and sent them 
to her with a message of Who's having the better time now, huh? We miss you, Stormy Skies. Love you and see 
you soon..Dad and Daddy xoxo 


He looked at the photos closely and decided to get them printed so that he could give his mom and sister 


copies, especially the ones of his mom laughing and looking like a young girl again. 


Tommy's phone pinged and he grinned when Storm's reply came back almost immediately. 


Aww, Yiayia is dancing! She looks so happy, Dad | miss you all too now and wish | was there. Only a couple more 
days though. Give my love to everyone but even more to you and Daddy. Love Stormy..xoxo 


"Whatcha doing on your phone, baby," Nikki purred in his ear, wrapping his arms around Tommy's shoulders. He 


hadn't even noticed that Richie had taken over dancing with his mother and that the record had been changed. 


"Oh! Hey," Tommy said, leaning into Nikki's warmth. "| was missing Stormy so | sent her a couple of photos" He 


opened the camera roll and scrolled through them for Nikki. "She sends her love and misses us too." 


"Feeling blue, baby?" Nikki asked, sitting in the seat beside him. He rested his elbows on his knees, positioning 
himself to look up at Tommy. 


"A little," he admitted. "| mean, this is her first lengthy time away from us." 


"How are you going to deal with her going to college then, Tom?" Nikki questioned him, tracing patterns on 


Tommy's knee. 
"Fuck, don't remind me," he grumbled. "| have no idea what we're gonna do with all our spare time." 


"Oh, | can think of a few things," Nikki smirked and that slow-burning warmth that never quite extinguished, 


flared again when Tommy looked at his lover. 


Tommy was about to say something when Richie's voice blended with Dean Martin's from the record player. 


He looked up and saw his mother gazing in wonder at their guest. Even Tommy was a little enthralled. 
Take one fresh and tender kiss 

Add one stolen night of bliss 

One girl, one boy 

Some grief, some Joy 

Memories are made of this 


Voula swiped away a tear and laid her head on Richie's chest as they slow danced and Tommy remembered 


when his parents used to dance like that every evening. 


Don't forget a small moonbeam 
Fold it lightly with a dream 
Your lps and mine 

Two sps of wine 


Memories are made of this 


Richie cast Tommy a look over his mother's head. He smiled, gratefully, in return. His mother was having a 
blast 

Then add the wedding vows 

One house where lovers dwell 

Three little kids for the flavour 

Stir carefully through the days 

See how the flavour stays 

These are the dreams you will savour 


Richie sent Voula into a twirl and back again, making her giggle. Everyone else had fallen silent as they watched 


on. 


With Hs blessings from above 
Serve it generously with love 
One man, one wife 

One love, through life 
Memories are made of this 


Memories are made of this 


As the music came to a close, Richie held Voula's hand and bowed low making the older woman blush before he 


led her back to her seat at the head of the table. 

‘Oh, my!" Voula exclaimed, fanning herself with the napkin "That was wonderfull Thank you, boys. All of you! 
My heart is full. Oh, and Richie, dear boy, you harmonise with Dean so well. That was a favourite song of 
David's. He used to sing it all the time to me." 

"| remember that," Athena said. "You and Daddy were always my role model as a young girl, mama." 
Tommy saw the look that Elias gave his sister, unbeknownst to Athena, and he caught the man's eye 
afterwards. Without even any exchange of words, Tommy knew that Elias was a good guy and would treat 
Athena with the respect that she deserved. He steepled his fingers in front of him and gave the man an 


approving nod. 


Elias was a couple of years older than Athena, divorced, and with two young children but Brad, their company's 


senior lawyer and long time friend, had vouched for him so that was good enough for Tommy. 
"Well, a pretty lady deserves a pretty song," Richie said with an incline of his head. 
"Flatterer!" Voula exclaimed. 


"That's what Jonny says too," he returned with a wink and a waggle of his eyebrows and Jon's soft snort of 


amusement followed closely behind. 
"Oh! Oh, my," Voula giggled. 


Nikki placed another icy cold drink in front of Voula, who, after thanking him, took two big gulps of the amber 
liquid. 


"Mom!" Tommy chuckled. "Slow down. You know Nikki can get heavy on the gin!" 


"Eh!" she said with a wave of her hand. "I am home and | have my family. What more do | need?!" Placing the 


drink back down on the table with a small thunk, Voula started to gather the closest dishes and stack them. 


"Mama, leave them," Athena said, pulling away from Elias. "We can do those..you sit," then under her voice, 


" coz youre drunk. " 


"lll help," Elias said followed Athena's lead, stacking dishes and moving them into the kitchen Jon also moved to 
help, as did Richie but he was stopped by Voula who placed a hand on his. 


"Dance with me, baby." Tommy was startled by Nikki's voice in his ear and his hands sliding down his chest 


from behind. Nikki nibbled at his neck and Tommy hummed in appreciation. "Let the others handle the dishes." 


‘Mmm'kay," Tommy mumbled and allowed Nikki to pull him from his seat and into his arms, slow dancing to his 


parents’ favourite music. Life couldn't get much better. 

"Look," Voula said to Richie with a nod toward her son. "No two souls could be more in love." 

Richie politely nodded and smiled. 

"Thank you," she said, gripping Richie's hand tightly, "for setting Nikki free to find his way back to Tommy." 


Tommy, who had laid his head on Nikki's shoulder as they danced, was curious about what was going to be said 


next. 
"I know what it's like," Richie said, "to know your soulmate instantly. Nikki and | will always love each other, you 
don't survive what we went through together without leaving a permanent connection, but | don't believe we 


would have made it long term. Our souls always knew it, it just took our bodies a little while to catch up." 


"Hmm," Voula hummed, nodding. She took another sip of her drink and said, "This, | like. Your explanation. Very 
philosophical. What is your heritage? You must have some Greek in there?!" 


"l'm afraid not," Richie grinned. "Polish and Italian" 
Voula grunted softly. "Close enough.” 


"Are they talking about us, baby?" Nikki asked as they shuffled around the adjoining living room to the dulcet 
tones of Dean Martin. The pop and hiss of the ancient record player added that touch of nostalgia 


"Uh-huh," Tommy affirmed, before straightening up to look at Nikki. "Mom just thanked Richie for stepping 


aside." 

Nikki grinned. "He didn't have a choice. | was coming back to you regardless." 

"| always knew you would, baby," he replied, slipping his hand into Nikki's back pocket. 
"My Tommy," Nikki breathed, taking Tommy's mouth with a tender kiss. 


~ Ke 


Chapter Fourteen 


Author's Notes: 
| made it! Also..welcome to the Ist of May! 


Talk about bringing in this one on a sniff of an oily rag.. it was a good |0+ hour slog yesterday. 


Writing 4-way smut is *hard* (giggle) and time-consuming to make sure everything goes where it's supposed 


to and our boys were behaving like recalcitrant children. 


Before | hand this one over to you all - E and | have decided to take a week off next week. | think | busted, or 
at least, clogged my smut valve this week so | need to do some declogging and prep for what's coming up. (hint 
hint hint..the anticipation will kill us all). 

Also, since E's work has gone back to normal (shift) and having a young person going through final exams, | 
want to give my ever-hardworking beta time to decompress for a minute or two. | can't hug her in thanks or 


pay her and | can't buy her a drink in person so the next best thing is a little free time. 


Anyway, sending you all peace, love and happiness.. and bucketloads of appreciation for your comments and 


support! 


J 


Club Siocty4 
Evening 
Jon POV 


"This way," Nikki said, leading them through the private back door to his club, out of sight of the main 


entrance. "We'll keep you as a surprise, shall we?" he said to Richie, with a sly grin 


Tommy had arranged for a car service to pick them up, take them from club to club and then take them 
home when required, so that they could all let their hair down and have some fun. They would spend time at 
Sixxty4 first, with Richie playing, then he'd leave his guitar locked away in Nikki's office, away from prying 
eyes, whilst they moved on to Tommy's clubs to dance the rest of the night away. 


Walking through the labyrinth of halls to Nikki's office brought Jon uncomfortably vivid reminders of the last 
time he was here, dealing with Richie's broken heart over his father's impending death. At the time, Jon had 


held a lot of animosity toward Nikki after receiving his phone call. That same resentment had prevailed through 
many of the intervening years, but he could safely say that this week had negated all of that. 


Finally, he understood his husband's bond with Nikki a little better and could also acknowledge that Nikki and 


Tommy had a similar relationship to his and Richie's. Total devotion to each other. 


"Make yourselves at home," Nikki said, tossing his jacket on the back of the couch. "l'm just gonna tell the crew 
you're here, Street Rat. Do you want to be announced before you hit the stage at all or keep it simple?" 


"Keep it simple," Richie said, removing his guitar from its case. "You'll get all the accolades then, babe." He 


quickly tuned it and started running through a few riffs and melodies to get his fingers warmed up. 


It wasn't one of his usual touring guitars, which were safely locked away back home at Rosie's, where Seb was 
keeping a watchful eye over the band's gear, but a lesser one that took a little rougher handling during travel 


when his guitar tech wasn't around to fix any damage. 
"Accolades!" Nikki snorted in amusement and left the office. 


"Right, let's get this right started, shall we?" Tommy crowed, rubbing his hands together in glee. "What do you 
want to drink?" he asked, but before either Jon or Richie could answer Tommy exclaimed, "Wait up! | wanna see 
what Jonny gets up to on Jack since we've only ever heard the stories." With a cackle of a laugh, Tommy flew 


out the door leaving Jon and Richie staring at each other in surprise. 

"Guess we don't get a say in the matter,” Jon chuckled. 

"I think your reputation really does proceed you this time," Richie laughed. "Then again, there's nothing better 
than seein’ you from up on stage, all loose and horny after a couple of shots of Jack under your belt, 


Cowboy," Richie purred and started his vocal warm-ups. 


"Yeah, but that's back home," Jon replied uneasily. Being in this room was making him feel antsy and he started 


pacing, "where | feel comfortable coz we're safe among friends." 

It was hard to see Richie sitting on that couch without any thought to the past as he went through his 
familiar routine. There was no window to peer out of so he paced restlessly up and back in front of the 
security screens alternating his path behind the couch and in front of Nikki's desk. 


"What's up, Jonny?" Richie asked finally, placing the guitar to one side. "C'mere, babe." 


Jon stopped by the screens once more and turned back to Richie who was watching him closely. Richie raised 
his eyebrow and patted his lap. 


Jon sighed, dragging his fingers through his hair in irritation at himself. What was he doing? He should be 
enjoying himself, not dwelling on something that happened eons ago. 


"Jon," Richie said, holding out his hand. 

It was short, sharp and his given name, and Jon knew his husband was also getting irritated with him. Dragging 
his feet somewhat, he moved to take Richie's outstretched hand and was tugged down to straddle his 
husband's hips. 

Without any warning, Richie placed his hands on either side of Jon's face and crushed their lips together. Richie 
kissed him with all the knowledge that he had learned over the years, of what would make Jon relax and 
become putty in his hands. 

And all Jon could do was to hold on and give in to him. 


When the kiss ended naturally, Jon rested his head against Richie's to centre himself. 


"Now," Richie said, digging his fingers into the back of Jon's neck to release any further knots of pressure, 
“what was that all about?" 


"What was what about?" he replied, evasively. 
"Stop!" Richie growled. 


Jon made a noise of defeat that was a mix of grunt and hum. "Seeing you..on this couch is bringing up..stuff" 
He tapped the side of his head. "From the last time | was here." 


"Really?!" Richie frowned at him. "After all these years? And after this week?" 


"See why | didn't want to say anything?!" Jon sighed. "I can't help it..and it's not even about you and Nikki 


really." 
"Then what?" 


"l.a" he sighed, "I almost killed us. Or | thought | had back then. | had to hide things from you and deceive you 
and... and..! dunno..| guess..! thought..." 


“That I'd hate you for it?" 
Jon looked at him sheepishly and nodded. "Stupid, huh?" 
"Um..yeah," his husband replied, shaking Jon a little. "Dumbass! And | say that with all the love in my heart, 


baby. Yeah, | was fuckin’ angry with the world that night, including you..but deep down | knew it wasn't your 
fault. You were just doing what Dad had asked you to do." 


"| guess." Jon replied sadly. He placed his palm in the centre of Richie's chest, feeling the comforting thub- 
dub beneath his hand. "But | hurt you..," he tapped his finger over his heart. "It was the first time that | ever 
did that and, every single fuckin’ day, | try not to make that same mistake again At least..not to that same 


extent." 


"What am | gonna do with you, Cowboy?!" Richie sighed with a shake of his head. "No more, d'you hear me?! l'm 
not gonna be lying in our deathbeds hearing confessions about shit like this when we're in our nineties..or even 


older. I'm not going anywhere..and neither are you. Got that?" 


"You're stuck with me, huh?" Jon smiled as he brushed some hair from Richie's eyes. He leaned forward and 


touched his lips to his husband's. 
"Yep," Richie nodded, returning the tender kisses. "Just like you're stuck with me, Cowboy. Forever and always." 


"| like the sounds of that." It came out in almost a whisper and he wrapped his arms around Richie's neck and 


held on tight, nuzzling his nose into his hair and drinking in the familiar scent. 


Richie's mouth went questing over Jon's neck, nibbling at the tender muscles as his nimble fingers delved 


beneath the hem of his shirt and swirled around his spine just above the waistband of his pants. 


Just at the moment that Jon was about to take it up a notch, reaching for Richie's shirt buttons, the door 


burst open. 


"Okay, | got the- oh! Oops," Tommy grinned after seeing the couple on the couch as he stormed through the 
door brandishing the bottle of Jack Daniels aloft. "Hey, Nik..." Tommy turned his head back to the corridor, 
"Jonny's at it again!" Pushing the door wider and stepping inside the door, Tommy was soon followed by Nikki. 


Jon made a start of sliding off Richie's lap but was held firm by a slight pressure through his husband's 
fingers. 


Nikki appeared in the doorway, a smirk graced his mouth as his green eyes slid over the couple. He kicked the 
door closed and draped himself over Tommy who was standing just on the other side of the glass-topped 
coffee table. "Your Master is not on the clock tonight, baby," Nikki said. "If they wanna fuck before the show, 


let ‘em." 


"Actually," Richie interjected, with a smirk. "Afterwards is better. The adrenaline heightens the moment of 


release." 
"You sound like you speak from experience?" Nikki questioned. 


"Oh, he does, he definitely does," Jon purred, twisting on Richie's lap, holding his hand out. "Now..hand me the 
bottle please, Tommy." 


"| got glasses." 


"No need," Jon replied, peeling the seal from around the neck of the fresh bottle. He cracked the twist-top and 
sent it skittering across the coffee table as Tommy set the redundant glasses down. The youngest of the 
foursome yelped in surprise at being pulled down suddenly, in a jumble of limbs, onto Nikki's lap. 


"Ready, Mookie?" Jon queried, arching his eyebrow at his husband. 
"Bring it on, Cowboy," Richie growled, a sly, dirty smile slid across his mouth. 
"Cheers!" 


He placed the neck of the bottle to his lips and tipped it up, letting the amber liquid fill his mouth. Jon held it 
for a moment, letting the alcohol fill his senses; the taste, the smell and the warmth on his tongue before 
tipping his head back and allowing it to slide down his throat. 


The heat travelled through him much like the slow burn of a good orgasm, centering in his gut, albeit a little 
higher than an impending climax, and radiating out through his limbs. 


Taking another, slightly smaller, mouthful Jon leaned forward and pressed his mouth against Richie's. He held 
the whiskey in the back of his mouth until the seal was complete and his husband's tongue dipped into his 
mouth to lap at the alcohol. 


"Now that's what | call a shot!" Tommy's amused cackle filled his ears as he pushed the whiskey into Richie's 


waiting mouth and, almost unnoticed, felt the bottle snatched from his hand. 


His limbs became languid from the Jack and, only when the kiss broke, he remembered that they had an 
audience. Jon glanced over his shoulder at the other couple who were equally entangled, the bottle left 


forgotten on the coffee table. 
"Hey," Richie called softly and Jon turned back to him. "Got your head screwed back on properly now?" 


"Yeah," Jon said, finally making moves to extricate himself from Richie's lap. "You never fail to bring me back 
to reality, Mookie." He stood between his husband's legs and deliberately adjusted himself. Richie growled and 
buried his face against Jon's insistent growth. Jon gasped in surprise before threading his fingers through 


Richie's hair, neither pushing him away nor encouraging him further but just enjoying himself. 


"Mr Sixx?!" A knock and a voice from the other side of the door broke the mood. "The band are on their break 
and the stage is ready for your guest.” 


Jon snagged the forgotten bottle from the coffee table as Richie stood and Nikki and Tommy regretfully 
untangled themselves. He handed the bottle to Richie, watching him take a hefty swallow. 


Smoothing his hands over Richie's shirt, Jon's fingers bumped over the embroidery pieces cascading down his 
chest. "The shirt looks good," he said. It was a deep rusty maroon with swirls of a deeper red, almost black. 


"Very rockstar, Mookie.” 


They'd gone shopping specifically for tonight on the way back from Voula's, with Nikki taking them to their 
favourite stores. Richie had walked out with a bundle of new shirts, both t-shirts and button-downs that 


would work well for the stage and a few pairs of embellished jeans for the same purpose. 


Jon was wearing a sapphire blue button-down that matched his eyes and a pair of black suede pants that 
hugged the curve of his ass. He was wearing the sleeves of his shirt down but unfastened, the cuffs turned 


once only. 


"You're looking most handsome yourself, Cowboy," Richie replied. "But | think you're a little overdressed if you 
and Jack are playing tonight, don't you?" He reached for the buttons on Jon's shirt and released a couple, 


leaving only the three at the bottom still attached. "Much better. Now you look like a rockstar's husband!" 


"Fuck, you're both so sickeningly sweet sometimes," Nikki grumbled but his smile belied the harshness of his 


words. 


He and Tommy were similarly entwined, a contrast of light and dark, with Tommy in low-slung jeans that 
barely gripped his hips and his white shirt open to accentuate his body art and muscles whilst his artfully 
distressed pork-pie hat, sat jauntily on top of his head. 


Nikki was wearing an iridescent, dark green shirt, an open black vest with fine, gold embellishments and his de 


rigour black leather pants. 


They were different ones from the pair his Master wore the first night, yet they drew the same memories 
from Jon, and he unconsciously rubbed at his wrist where his Master's bracelet sat. It was a mix of 


trepidation and exhilaration not to mention the underlying need to please. 


Out of the four friends, Jon had found himself to be the most submissive. That wasn't to say that he couldn't 


be dominant when he needed to, just not whilst here in California it seemed. 


"What's the band like tonight?" Richie asked Nikki as the bottle shifted between the four of them and Richie 


checked his guitar one last time. 


"Babe, why don't you take Jonny out front of house and show him around," Nikki said, pushing Tommy toward 
Jon. "They're good. They've been here a few times. Why?" 


As the conversation between his husband and Nikki swirled around him, Jon felt Tommy's muscular arms hook 
around his waist and pull him against his body. "Say your goodbyes, my pretty," Tommy said in a really bad 


pirate voice. 


"Wait!" Jon squeaked as he felt himself being manhandled away. He turned, with Tommy still plastered to his 
back and grabbed the bottle by the neck, bending deliberately in front of his captor. "Mookie..break a leg, babe. 
Ill see you out front," he laughed as Tommy dragged him, and his plunder, out the door. 


"Hey, Cowboy?! Misbehave for me okay?!" Richie called after him as the door automatically shut behind them. 


Jon looked up and down the hallway before wrapping his hand in the taller man's shirt and pulling them both 
against the closest wall, pressing his mouth against Tommy's. "Fuck, Jonny," Tommy muttered as he pulled 


away when he heard one of the staff in the break room. "You fuckin’ surprise me with every turn, man" 
"Gotta keep you on your toes," Jon said, grinning as he pushed the whiskey into Tommy's chest. 


"I do like this Jonny!" Tommy laughed happily and tipped the bottleneck to his mouth before taking Jon's hand 
and leading him toward the security doors that separated the private work hub of Sixxty4 from the rest of 


the main floor. 


Tommy opened the door and Jon was assailed by a wall of noise that he found both jarring and comforting. The 
smell of perfumes and aftershaves mingled with alcohol, sweat and cigarette smoke. Coloured lights flashed in 
time with the canned music that played between band sets. He wasn't drunk enough yet not to take note of 
the differences between his past visits or between Rosie's and Sixxty1. He was also really interested in seeing 


Tommy's dance clubs now. 


"Tommy Lee!" a lilting woman's voice drew his attention. Tommy groaned and rolled his eyes at Jon before 


affixing a forced smile on his face. 
"KiKi" Tommy exclaimed in return and enveloped the older woman in a brief hug. Jon guessed that she would 
have been in her late 30s maybe even early 40s but this was California so he could have been way off base 


with her age. 


"Who's your cute friend, Tommy?" KiKi asked as she turned her shiny blonde attention toward Jon. She pressed 


herself up against Jon, draping herself over him. "Well, hello there, handsome." 

Jon was about to reply when Tommy spoke up. 

"Lay off, Kiki," Tommy sighed in exasperation. "He's taken." 

"Taken? Well, that's a shame." The woman pouted and trailed a blood-red fingernail down the opening of Jon's 
shirt. "So, where is she, handsome? | wouldn't walk more than two steps away from you in case someone like 


me got the wrong idea." 


Jon gave her his best /m working smile and gripped her wrist, stopping it before it could travel lower. 


" She is a he ," he said and watched the fire in her eyes that she had been signalling him with, flicker and fade 


a little at his words. "And he's around here..somewhere.” 


"Shame," KiKi said, resuming her aborted temptation with a seductive swipe of her tongue over her teeth. "I'm 


known for my conversion therapies should you want to try what's on the other side of the fence, pretty boy.’ 


Taking a deliberate step back from the woman, Jon disdainfully looked her up and down "You know what? | think 


I'll pass. You appear to be rather lacking in certain assets." 


"KiKi, why don't you go find someone else to hit on," Tommy suggested bluntly, barely hiding his amusement at 
Jon's offhand putdown. He tapped Jon on the shoulder and threw his chin towards the entrance they had used. 
Nikki was just leading Richie out from behind the door and a small hubbub of activity rippled around them as 
they moved through the crowd toward the stage. 


"Oh wow!" KiKi exclaimed, following their line of sight. "Is that who | think it is?!" She started to walk toward 
Richie but Tommy snagged her by the arm. 


"| wouldn't if | were you, Kiki," Tommy cautioned. "He's a very old friend of Nikki's..and not to mention Jon's 


husband." 
“Tommy Lee, you're just no fun whatsoever tonight," the blonde pouted. "Can't a girl just go and say hello?!" 


"Yeah, you can go say hello.to someone else at one of the other bars.just not ours," Tommy said, pointedly. 


"You know Nikki and | don't approve of your little scams on our premises." 


Jon stood silently, watching the exchange but also the side of the stage, where Nikki was introducing Richie to 
each of the members of the band, who had recently finished playing their first set. Knowing his husband, 
Richie would be asking them if they were willing to forego their break and play with him. 


A throng of people, who had recognised Richie, started gathering around the stage. Nikki indicated to some 


unknown person to kill the canned music as he stepped on stage to a raucous round of applause and cheers. 


"Looks like they're set," Tommy said, taking a swill from the bottle, KiKi forgotten and ignored, as he took Jon's 
hand and lead him to the best vantage spot. 


“Alright, fuckers, settle down," Nikki said into the microphone and waited for the noise to quieten somewhat. 
"You know | don't get up here for any old reason so | need you to bear with me. We got a special surprise for 
you assholes tonight” The people that had been engrossed in conversation, dancing or even just ignoring the 
rest of the room to drown themselves at the bar, all turned toward the stage, aware that the owner rarely 


made such an appearance. 


"Ive known this guy," Nikki continued, "for way too many years. You could say we both grew up the hard way 
on the streets back East. He was a talent back then too," both Tommy and Jon laughed out loud and drew 


Nikki's attention in the hushed bar. He flipped them off with a smile and continued to speak, "So it was no 
surprise when he grew into the world star he is today. Fuckers..| give you..." Nikki turned and held his hand 
toward the side of the stage, "Richie Sambora!" 


Richie stepped out of the shadows and into the spotlight with a huge grin, waving to the audience. Nikki grinned 
proudly at him and enveloped him in a hug. Jon and Tommy wolf-whistled and cheered the loudest, drawing 
both their partners’ attention. 


Richie pointed and winked at Jon, sending a bloom of pride and lust coursing through Jon. It never failed to turn 


Jon on when Richie hit the stage. But he needed to be closer! 


"C'mon," Jon said. He grabbed the bottle from Tommy and, as Richie started to explain his appearance to the 
crowd, Jon wrapped himself around Tommy and upended the bottle again. 


Tommy's eyes popped wide when Jon's obvious excitement ground against his hip. With a wicked smirk, Jon 
slunk away through the crowd to the side of the stage he was used to standing at, leaving the apparently 
stunned Tommy to follow in his wake. 


"Good evening, Club Sixxty4" Richie crowed loudly, his arms held wide to acknowledge the crowd's reaction to 
him. 


When there was a lull in the noise level, Richie continued, "| wanna thank my dear, dear friend, Nikki, for letting 
me up on his stage tonight. | want you guys," he pointed at the audience, "to spread the word about this place, 
er..The Jade Buddha, Lotus Room, Olympus and Santorini. | got that right, Nik?!" Richie peered into the gloom to 
confirm the club names he'd listed off and Nikki gave him the thumbs up in response. "The only clubs in town 

that you should be going to! And if any of you venture east, over to my turf back in Jersey..come see us at 

Rosie's.” 


"Anyway, that just paid for all my drinks tonight," he chuckled as he adjusted his guitar's tone and volume. "I'm 
gonna do some of my stuff," Richie said into the microphone, pausing when the crowd erupted, "and if Nikki 
doesn't boot my ass off stage, | might also do a little blues.. maybe some Etta James. Who knows?! These 
guys," Richie turned to the guys in the band, "have been kind enough to help me out, at extremely short 
notice, so don't be too rough on them if things go awry. I'm just here to have a little fun tonight..so let's kick 
this shit!" 


Richie counted the band in, hit the first power chord and the audience erupted. Jon, with Tommy following 
close behind, had reached Nikki's side. Nikki grabbed the bottle and waved it in front of Jon's face when he saw 
that it was already past the halfway mark. Jon just shrugged and winked at him. 


If it were possible, Richie's eyes had undressed him within the first two songs. He seemed to know what mood 
Jon was in, playing all the songs that got his motors running. Jon found himself wishing that they were back 
home, in front of their Rosie's family, so that he could really misbehave. 


For the most part, the band kept up with Richie and, even though they were fairly young, Jon noted that they 
had the kind of talent that would take them places. He also knew that Richie was nursing them through some 
of the older stuff that he was doing, encouraging them when they improvised seamlessly. 


He made a mental note, albeit lust and alcohol fogged, to get their manager's contact details from Nikki and to 
put them down in the database for Rosie's because Jon knew that Richie would want to repay the favour to 


them. 


"Drink up, baby," Nikki purred into his ear, placing the arm holding the bottle around Jon's neck, his other slid 
unseen from the general public around his hips to palm Jon through his pants, squeezing the growth beneath 


the fabric. 


Jon leaned back against Nikki and allowed the older man to tip the amber liquid into his mouth, spilling some 
down his chin and neck, which was quickly lapped up by Tommy standing opposite to his lover. While Tommy 
was busy distracting Jon, Nikki reached into his pocket and placed a small pill on the tip of his tongue. 


He reached for Tommy and, in front of Jon, kissed him deeply, transferring the pill from his tongue to 
Tommy's and offering the bottle to him. 


"Wanna play with the big dogs, puppy?" Nikki asked. 
Jon's gaze slid between the two men and his husband. 


"He knows," Nikki purred as if reading Jon's mind. "He'll be joining the party afterwards. And don't worry, it's 
nothing sinister..just a little low-grade E to help the night along." Nikki held out his hand, where the small pill 


sat in his palm. 


"Okay," Jon nodded. "But..| want it the same way you gave it to Tommy." Jon heard the man in question chuckle 
beside him as Nikki's mouth moved into a dirty smirk, biting his bottom lip and making it somehow even dirtier. 


Jon swallowed heavily as Nikki moved in front of him and Tommy surrounded him from behind. Nikki snaked his 
tongue from between his lips and pointed the tip, waggling it at Jon before dipping it into his palm and collecting 
the pill on the end. Nikki took a step closer to Jon, capturing the back of his head with his large palm and drew 
them both together. 


Jon opened his mouth immediately to the kiss, his tongue greedily seeking out Nikki's only to be led in a 
seductive dance before he finally felt the pill drop into his mouth. Tommy shook the bottle in front of Jon's 
face. He grabbed it and tipped it up, swallowing both drug and alcohol together. 


Instead of moving away and back into their own little bubble as Jon thought they would, his Master and his Sir 


stayed close, almost in a protective stance, shuttering out the whole world outside of their small group. 


Tommy's hands travelled over Jon's neck, down his sides and over his ass as Nikki's moved, hidden in the 


shadows, between the two younger men, teasing them both into full hardness. 


Richie played longer than originally planned but Jon could tell his husband and the band were having fun up 
there and the crowd certainly seemed happy with their unexpected bonus entertainment. 


"This next one..was written for that special someone in my life," Richie said toward the end of the set. "My 
heart, my soul, my love..whatever happens, baby." Richie's eyes found Jon's easily as though drawn by an 
invisible thread, showing no surprise that he was in the midst of being manhandled by their hosts. He turned 
briefly to the band to let them know that he was going to do this one by himself. “This is for all the couples 
out there..." he chuckled, pointing toward the threesome, "coz | see youl" 

Jon heard Nikki chuckle. "Got caught with our hands in the cookie jar, it seems." 

When I look at you 

Youre beautiful 

There comes a time in someone's life 

When you find the things that matter 

And every time we touch 

The love runs deep 

We realise its ours to keep 


And thats all that really matters 


Jon looked around the crowd and noticed that all the couples were cozying up together as his husband's voice 


wove its magic over them. 

You'll always be my sweet addiction 
h this life my saving grace 

Youre all that really matters 

You know it's true 


Ain't no me without you 


The rasp in Richie's voice gave Jon the confirmation that his husband was feeling the energy being 


reciprocated back to him from the audience. 
When youre in the dark 

Baby don't despair 

Ím just a spark away 

/ will be there 

And thats all that really matters 
You'll always be my sweet addiction 
h this life my saving grace 

Youre all that really matters 

You know it's true 

Ain't no me without you 

ips 

Richie POV 

We'll share our lives together 

Yes our flame burns on forever 
And at the final curtain call 

We can say we did it all 


His voice cracked on that line; it always did, always tearing his heart in two at the thought of either one of 
them not being there in the end. He looked over at Jon and thought of the day he wrote this song. 


You'll always be my sweet addiction 
h this life my saving grace 


Youre all that really matters 


You know it's true 
Ain't no me without you 


They'd had one of their discussions over the smallest thing; about what, Richie couldn't remember but it was 
before Sebastian was even thought of. So it was probably something about the bar or the loft. It didn't matter 
now, but back then the words cut like a knife and things were said in the heat of the moment that neither of 


them meant: 
And when we tum to dust 

And we fly away 

There'll be a light still burning bright 
And thats all that really matters 


The final reverb from Richie's guitar rang out and the audience erupted into howls, catcalls and applause. 
Richie slung his guitar around to his back and bowed deeply, taking the opportunity to wipe the sweat from his 


brow and, surreptitiously, the tears from his eyes. 


He loved playing in the smaller venues; the crowds were the most enthusiastic. And he loved this one in 
particular since this was where he reconnected with Nikki all those years ago. It held both happy and not so 


happy memories. 


Seeing the familiar leather couch still in Nikki's office was almost like a kick in his guts, bringing back the 
uncomfortable memories of the night he almost made a huge mistake. The night that, after talking to his 
parents and reading his father's letter, high on grief, anger and Nikki's plentiful supply of coke, he and Nikki had 
drunkenly started making out. 


Pushing the memories away again, he took another bow and turned to thank each of the band individually, 
telling them to look him up if they were in Jersey. The young band couldn't thank him enough for letting them 
play with him. He sent them to the front of the stage allowing them to take their own bows with his 


encouragement and the audience didn't let him down. 
"Can we buy you a drink, Richie?" the lead singer offered. 


"Thanks, man," he replied, shaking the young man's hand, "but | got places to be tonight. Thanks for jamming 


with me, man! Good luck, | sincerely hope you go places." 


He bid his goodbyes quickly, knowing that Jon and the others were waiting for him. As soon as his heels hit the 


ground, Jon almost leapt onto him, wrapping his arms around his neck and smashing his mouth against his. 


Richie could taste the Jack Daniels on Jon's tongue but he'd also seen and was aware of, Nikki's activities so he 
knew that Jon's enthusiasm was chemically enhanced. Peeling his husband's arms from his neck, Richie said to 


Nikki, "Get us outta here, babe." 


Within the hour and after a quick, silent fuck in the staff men’s room, the foursome was walking through the 
front doors of The Jade Buddha. 


Nikki had hidden Richie's guitar behind his safe, away from prying eyes, while he cooled down and rehydrated, 
With Jon's encouragement, Nikki supplied Richie with one of his mage pills in the same way that they were 
administered to Tommy and himself. His husband was as excited as a kid at Christmas time when he and Nikki 


were kissing. 


Piling into the limo they'd hired for the night, the two couples continued their heavy petting in the dark as the 


car cruised through the streets to Tommy's favourite club. 


After a little fussing over their appearances, making sure that any obvious, possible embarrassments were 
taken care of before exiting the car, Tommy led them to the front of the queue, past the bouncer and in 


through the main entrance. 
The wall of sound hit him in the chest in a sonic sucker punch. Bodies writhed on the dancefloor, which 


reminded Richie of Jon's coming of age birthday at Tracks. Tommy indicated to his staff for a round of drinks 
and he led the way to the roped-off VIP lounge on the edge of the dancefloor. 


Once Richie had gotten used to the cacophony of the dance music, made a lot easier with the endless drinks, 
the pill that Nikki had gifted him and Jon's handsy eagerness, he was moved to attempt some version of 
dancing, letting the bodies around him bump and sway into him, heightening the eroticism of the night. 
Sometime later, after visiting all four of Tommy's clubs, a few hours of dancing, and switching to water 
halfway through the night, Richie was almost grateful that Tommy had deemed it a slow night and they all 
agreed to call it quits. 

"I gotta go get my guitar, though," Richie said, fighting back a yawn. 

"We can go back to Sixxty4 first," Nikki said as the sleek black car pulled up to the curb. 


"But | don't wanna go home just yet,” Jon whined, woefully. 


"What do you wanna do then, Cowboy?" Richie asked as Jon crawled into the car, followed by Nikki then Tommy 


bringing up the rear as he was saying goodbye to his doorman 


"| wanna fuck!" he declared. "More sussin..hmm..suck..suc-cinct-ly," he giggled at himself, "| think it's about 
time," he said, lounging across the seat with his head in Richie's lap, "that you two," he waggled his finger 


between his husband and Nikki, "that you two pay for that night" 


Richie had to bite his lip to stop himself from laughing at Jon in all his drunken glory. Instead, he slipped his 
hand inside his husband's shirt and pinched a ripple. 


"Ouch! Whaddya do that for?!" 
"Did that hurt, Cowboy?" Richie asked in mock seriousness. "C'mere and let me kiss it better." 


Jon eagerly leapt from his supine position to straddle Richie's hips, almost tearing his shirt off in the process 
as Nikki and Tommy rolled together, laughing. 


Richie obliged his horny husband and went to work teasing the little nub and its mate, holding him in place with 
his hands firmly planted on Jon's ass. 


"l'm serious tho-oooh fuck," Jon stuttered to a stop. "Don't stop, Mookie. T- Tommy, doncha think these two 
need to pay for their almost-fuck" 


"You know, Jonny," Tommy said. "I could get on board with a little sweet retribution tonight 
"Well, then let's grab the guitar and head home," Nikki said, eagerly. 


"No, no!" Jon said, gripping Richie's hair and pulling his mouth away. "We fuck ‘em there. At the scene of the 


crime." 

"Dude! | like that!" Tommy crowed and tapped on the window to the driver. "Change of plans, my dude," he said 
once it had rolled down. "Take us back to Sixxty4 then you can take off for the night. We'll call another car 
when we're ready to head home." 


"Very good, Sir," the driver responded and the blacked-out window rose back into place. 


The car rolled to a stop at the back of Sixxty4 as before and the four tumbled out of the car and through 
the back entrance like giggling teenagers sneaking back home after a night of fun. 


"Shh," Nikki said as he shepherded them down the halls, "I can't fuck up my reputation with the staff. | got ‘em 
bluffed so far." 


"You mean they don't know what a big pussy cat you can be?" Richie asked. 
"Thass right," Nikki proclaimed proudly, trying to maintain a straight face. 


"They know, babe" Tommy chuckled as he punched in the code to Nikki's office. "You ruined that rep the first 
day they saw you with Storm." 


"Aww..Stormy Skies," Nikki sighed sadly. "| miss our baby, Tom-Tom." They were all teetering on the border 


between drunkenness and sobriety. 


"Me too, baby," he replied and gently pushed him through the door. Jon and Richie followed him in, barely 


coming up for air, and Tommy closed the door securely behind him, flicking the lock. 

Nikki flopped onto the couch, arms and legs akimbo, and asked, "So, puppy, what have you got in mind?" 
Richie was pretty curious too. He could see the mischief in Jon's eyes as he contemplated his next move. 
‘| wanna watch for a bit," he finally said, giving Richie a push toward the couch. 


"You wanna role play?" Richie squeaked. If this was Jon's plan, how far back did he want to know about? "I mean 


l'm drunk enough like last time, but | don't got that anger in me anymore." 


"Goofball," Jon giggled. "| don't mean for you to act that whole night out word for word. | just wanna watch you 
two getting it on for a bit. I've decided it's hot..and it turns me on" He shrugged and Richie could see the slight 
blush on his cheeks that was disguised a little by the alcoholic flush that his husband also wore. 


"Shit, yeah," Tommy agreed, already kicking off his shoes and lighting a cigarette. Moving around the room, 
Tommy adjusted the lights and turned up the music that was now playing in the bar. 


‘lm game, Street Rat," Nikki purred as he started to unbutton his shirt. "We don't want to disappoint our 
naughty little boys, do we?!" 


‘| guess not," Richie agreed, sliding his arms out of his shirt and letting it carelessly drop to the floor. "After 
all, they did have their fun the other day," he said, focussing on Nikki and feeling the familiar tingle of raw lust 
for his old lover come forth. "I'd hate for us to miss out on all the fun" Richie toed out of his shoes and 
moved to stand in front of Nikki. 


The green-eyed man quickly dispensed with his shirt before reaching for Richie's waistband, tugging him down. 
Richie straddled Nikki's hips as he had done that night, trying to ignore their partners’ whispers around them. 


"Welcome home, baby," Nikki murmured, gazing up at him, wrapping his arms behind Richie and caressing down 


his back as he nuzzled against Richie's belly, stopping with an ass cheek in each palm. 


Richie smiled softly and threaded his fingers through Nikki's hair, brushing a lock behind his ear before bending 
and taking Nikki's mouth with his. Nikki's kisses were as familiar, warm and comforting as Jon's were and he 
allowed himself to enjoy them fully. He adjusted his position a little and deepened the kiss, pushing Nikki's head 
back onto the back of the couch. 


He tugged at Nikki's hair as their tongues swirled against each other and all of the knowledge of what the older 
man liked came back to Richie, making him feel like that seventeen-year-old street hustling kid again 


Moving from Nikki's lips, Richie nibbled down to his jawline and up to his ear, taking the earring between his 
teeth and tugging on it. Nikki groaned in response and his fingers scrabbled to the button on Richie's pants, 
popping it open with a deft flick of his fingers. 

"Can | help you?" Richie whispered in his ear and delighted in the fact that Nikki actually shuddered in response. 
It was as though a domino line had been activated with that one move and Richie's pants became incredibly 


tight, whilst the heat that emanated from the leather-bound growth beneath him was fuelling his fire. 


"Yeah..| want inl" Nikki growled, pulling the zipper down carefully and Richie ghosted a breathy sigh over the 
shell of the man's ear. 


"Then come get it, Nikki," he said as he tugged sharply on the man's nipple piercing eliciting a deep moan from 
him. 


"Fuck, yeah, baby," Tommy's encouragement to his lover broke through Richie's concentration and he glanced 


over to see both he and Jon were equally entwined on the single chair but watching intently. 


Nikki's fingers dug painfully into Richie's hips, holding him down as his hips rolled beneath him and the older 
man gasped as the friction increased his pleasure, his head lolled to one side. 


"I think it's time for them to apologise, don't you?" Jon asked Tommy. 
"What are you thinking, Jonny?" 


"Let's just see what happens," Jon said and extricated himself from Tommy. Jon moved to behind Richie and 


hooked his arm around Richie's neck in a gentle headlock "Cheating on me, baby?" 
Richie grunted in surprise as Jon applied a steady pressure. "N-no, Cowboy.” 


"It sure looks that way though," Jon said. "l think it's time to remind you who you're goin’ home with tonight, 
don't you?!" 


A frisson of electricity zapped through Richie. This was something new in Jon's repertoire and it was doing 


something extremely pleasurable for him. 
“But |-." 


Jon tightened his hold a fraction which translated to an insistent throb in Richie's cock. "Tsk tsk tsk," his 
husband said. "Trying to make excuses?! You know that won't fly with me. Get off. Now." 


Jon released the hold on his neck but as soon as he was standing, he gripped Richie's wrists, pushed them up 
behind his back and marched him to the back of the couch behind Nikki. He placed Richie's hands on the leather 


and said, "Don't move." 


Richie, used to Jon's version of power plays, was amused to see both Nikki and Tommy watching him closely. 
Richie was truly surprised that Jon felt comfortable enough to do this in front of the others. Or maybe he 
was drunker than Richie had thought. 


A look passed between the other couple and Tommy rose from his seat to stand in front of his lover. "What 
have you got to say for yourself, Sixx?!" Tommy stood with his legs braced and his arms crossed over his 


bare chest. "How far were you going to take this..or have you forgotten our deal?" 
"Deal?!" Nikki questioned, a frown creasing his brow. 


"After you two almost fucked last time," Tommy prompted, "we agreed on blow jobs only outside of this... 


outside of us. Or had you forgotten that, too?" 


From his vantage point, Richie could see the heaving in Nikki's chest as Tommy chastised him. He idly wondered 
if this agreement was real or just made up for the situation they found themselves in. 


His thoughts skittered to a stop when Jon curled his hand around his hipbone beneath the fabric of his jeans, 
the sweet pleasure-pain of fingernails digging into his flesh, heightened by the residual chemical mix in his 
bloodstream, before the denim was roughly pushed down his legs. 


"Fuck..," Jon breathed. 


"Cowboy?!" He knew that there was a whole different conversation going on in front of him, but Richie was too 
busy concentrating solely on his husband to hear the actual words being spoken. He did, however, sense the 


urgent desire emanating from Nikki below him. 
"Hmm..sorry..just admiring the view, Mookie,” Jon said. 


Richie peered over his shoulder in time to see Jon push his black pants down from where they precariously 
held onto his hips. His eyes were glued to Richie's ass and his hand travelled over his glutes, squeezing the 
large muscles. Jon's fingers found and pressed against the few remaining bruises from Thomas’ paddle whilst 


his thumbs dipped into the crease teasing his waiting entrance. 


His hips bucked violently when his husband dived headfirst between his cheeks, Jon's hands spreading them 
wide, and started to eat him like a starving man. "Jesusfuck!" Richie swore, dropping his head to Nikki's 


shoulder in front of him. 


"What do you want from me, Tommy? An apology?!" Nikki challenged his lover. "Coz it ain't happening willingly, 


babe. You're gonna have to fake it from me." 


Richie heard Nikki's voice and he looked up to see Tommy stroking himself for Nikki's benefit. It also helped his 
own arousal. He was harder than he'd been all night and he couldn't help but turn his head and nibble at Nikki's 
neck, finding the pulse point leaping beneath his lips. 

| have no problem with taking what | want, Nik," Tommy smirked. "Take off your leathers..without standing.’ 


The older man slowly worked the fly open on his pants, revealing the solid bulk of cock and balls that had kept 
his leathers snug all night long. 


Richie groaned against Nikki's neck when Jon's hand snaked between his legs to tug at his cock, using the right 
amount of twist and pressure that Richie liked. He opened his mouth and bit down on Nikki's neck, feeling the 
shudder run through his ex-lover. 

"Turn the fuck around, Nik," Tommy ordered his partner. "I'm gonna fuck that apology out of you just like 
Jonny's gonna do to Rich. You can watch each other get fuckin’ owned by the ones that love you the most. 
Understand me?!" 

"Yes, Daddy," Nikki moaned again, the vibration tickling Richie's lips before Nikki shifted to face him. 

Tommy spat into his hand and onto Nikki's rosy pucker as Jon stood, leaving Richie coated in his saliva By 
some unspoken arrangement, both younger males chose the same moment to remind their partners who they 


belonged to. 


"Oh, shit!" Richie's head dropped to his arms as Jon pressed slowly into him. Nikki's ragged breath was loud in 


his ears when Tommy simultaneously forced his way in to his lover with a single determined thrust. 
"Now do you remember who you belong to?" Tommy growled. 

"Fuck..yesss, Daddy!" Nikki moaned. 

"Are you gonna mess around without permission again?" 

"N-no, never, Daddy!" 


The room filled with the sounds of heavy breathing, soft curses and the rhythmic slap slap slap of flesh 


against flesh as Tommy and Jon took their retribution for their partners’ misdemeanours. 


"You belong to me !" Jon snarled with a particularly vicious roll of his hips before Jon covered his back, laying 
kisses wherever he could reach and occasionally nipping a pulling at the skin to leave his own version of 


punishment bruises on his husband; marking his territory. 


His thick cock stretched Richie wide and, though tears stung his eyes, the burn of it was a welcome pain. "Only 
you, Cowboy. Only you..fuck! So..so close, baby." 


Nikki's fingers scrabbled across the back of the couch finally coming to rest on Richie's arm. Their eyes met 
and Richie could tell he was teetering on the edge. The green was slightly glassy and unfocused, and Nikki licked 
his lips when he did pull his focus successfully to Richie's mouth. 


"Nik..you okay, baby?" Richie asked, breathless as Jon pounded him from behind. 
Nikki whined and his fingers tightened, all signs of his impending climax. Richie shifted his face closer and sank 
his fingers into Nikki's hair before taking his mouth in an awkward kiss, stealing what remained of the older 


man's breath. 


That was all that Nikki needed to tip him over the edge. With a keening cry, Nikki wrenched his lips from 


Richie's and clamped down around Tommy as he spilled over the couch. 


"Oooh, Nikki-baby..ungh..fuck yeah," Tommy groaned, his body stiffening and his hips losing their rhythm as he 
filled Nikki with his hot seed. 


"Our turn, Mookie," Jon breathed. 
"Whatever..happens, Cowboy," he returned. 


Richie almost leapt out of his skin when Jon's hand gripped him, squeezing his cock hard, in just the right way 
and within a dozen strokes Richie's eyes rolled back and fireworks exploded behind them with his release. 


"Minel" Jon growled as he fell into the abyss with him. Richie felt every pulse from Jon through the overly 


sensitive ring of muscle surrounding Jon's cock. 


Richie was vaguely aware of Tommy scooping Nikki up in his arms as they recovered; Tommy tenderly 
brushing at Nikki's hair, holding him close through tremors that were inevitable after an orgasm of some 


magnitude. 


Jon fell to his knees behind him and lapped at the dribble of his cum that leaked copiously from Richie's ass, 


growling like some feral animal over a carcass. 


"Cowboy?! Jonny..baby, please,” Richie pleaded. His whole body shook from exertion and his knees were about to 


give out. 


Jon almost crawled to the back of the couch before pulling himself to a standing position and taking Richie into 
his arms. They clung to each other as much as Tommy and Nikki were and somehow made it around to the 


seat, collapsing on the soft leather next to the other couple, in a pile of careless limbs. 


"| love you, Cowboy," Richie whispered as he caressed Jon's sweaty, sleepy face. 
"Mine!" Jon managed in return. 
"Hey, Jonny," Tommy said, drawing their attention. "You're alright, dude!" 


"Yeah..thanks, man," Jon replied with a slow blink "How about we take these two geriatrics home and tuck them 
safely into their beds for the night" 


"Fuck you, puppy!" Nikki growled as Tommy started laughing. 


"Maybe later," Jon grinned, lazily reaching out to touch Nikki's now distinctly limp cock. "But it appears that 


even the venerable Master requires some recovery time." 


"Hey, that's mine," Tommy mumbled between laughs, batting somewhat ineffectually at Jon's hand. "And be 
careful what you wish for, koutavi, you might just get it" 


"Oh, | plan to. | definitely plan to," Jon avered. Nikki snagged Jon's wrist and held it between them rubbing his 
thumb over the red rope adorning it. Richie noticed the meaningful look that passed between his two lovers 


but was far too relaxed to waste any energy worrying about it. 
Letting the banter and gentle teasing roll over and around him, Richie closed his eyes and allowed his body to 
sprawl back into the soft leather. Sometime soon they would get dressed, call for a car and make their way 


back to the house, but for now, he was happy to just enjoy the company and the post-orgasmic languor. 


~ Ke 


Chapter Fifteen 


Author's Notes: 

Oh, how I've missed you all ¥© Thank you for all your comments on the last chapter.l'm sorry | haven't 
replied to them as yet but you'll see why..this was all-consuming © 

| do hope you like this returning chapter.it's a bit of fun.! 


For those of you who are still babies and are unaware of the hype that surrounded our boys' favourite 


movie..please see the links below for some kind of reference. 
Love you, guys! 
J 


https://nerdnationmagazine.com/2014/09/30/rocky-horror-picture-show-a-how-to-guide-for -audience- 
participation/ 


htp://www.rockyhorror.com/participation/proplist php 


https://youtube/WOzgwYzFNml 


Chapter I5 


Next Day 


Jon POV 


Jon was curled up in the passenger seat of Tommy's car. His sunglasses were firmly on his face, even though 
his headache had abated somewhat from when he was first woken just before lunch, and his bottled water 


nestled conveniently between his legs. 


Now he was just tired and hadn't really wanted to go shopping but Tommy had been insistent. Nikki had already 
fallen asleep in his big chair after he and Richie had pulled together a small meal, with a large array of 
painkillers and vitamins to counteract the alcohol, that would soothe their abused stomachs and heads. And 


Richie wasn't too far behind him, stretched out on the living room sofa, barely awake when Tommy dragged 


him out the door. 


So much for their barbs and jokes about us youngsters having no stamina, Jon thought to himself. 


"Tell me again why we had to go out nowl? When | could be sleeping by the pool?" Jon asked. 


"Coz | got something brewing up here," Tommy said, tapping the side of his head as he drove. "Besides, never 
fall asleep by the pool after a night like the one we had. You won't feel the sunburn until it's far too late." 


"That sounds like the voice of experience." 
"It is," Tommy agreed. " Painful experience." 


"Well, at least at least whatever it is, is brewing up there and not down the other end," Jon chuckled and 


earned himself a good-natured flip-off. 


"Funny..but that can be arranged, if you really want," Tommy grinned, shifting in his seat as though he was 
getting ready to follow through with his threat. 


"No, nol" Jon laughed, holding his hands up in mock surrender. "I'm good, thanks. So what's the plan then and 
when is it for? | don't think I'm ready for two big nights out in a row." 


"It is for tonight, but we won't be going out anywhere,” Tommy explained. He reached into his shirt pocket and 
retrieved his cigarettes. Jon watched, slightly envious, as Tommy placed one between his lips, letting it dangle 
precariously as he spoke. "Since the other night when Nik and Richie were telling us about their dress-ups for 


Rocky Horror, I've been thinking.” 


"Uh-oh," Jon said as Tommy held the lighter to the end of the small tube of tobacco. With a flick of his 
thumb, the flame shot up and caught the end of the cigarette. "Should | be worried?" 


"Nah, man," he replied, squinting at him through the smoke trail. "Well, maybe just a smidge of concern" He 
grinned when Jon groaned out loud. "All I'm thinking about is a movie night..with a twist." 


"Huh?!" 


"I think that..our two sleeping beauties need to relive their youth, don't you?!" He dragged on his cigarette and 
was about to blow the smoke out the window when Jon tapped his arm and made a gimme motion. Tommy 


obliged and blew a steady, gentle stream from a perfectly formed O with his mouth toward Jon. 


Jon was feeling the effects of being around heavy smokers but especially so after last night. The nicotine had 
been calling to him like a siren's song and he was grateful that Nikki had found him before he could light the 
cigarette after his nightmare. Right now, he was barely resisting the urge to steal the stick from Tommy's 
mouth..but a little secondhand smoke couldn't be helped. Right?! 


"We're going to a costume shop I've been speaking to, to buy some props for a Rocky Horror movie viewing 


tonight," Tommy continued. "| wanna see them, maybe not dressed up per se, that'll depend on what costumes 


they've got, but at least the rest of it. This place assured me they've got everything needed" 


| want tonight to be a theme night. Maybe..," Tommy paused, thinking. "Sex, drugs and ROCKY Roll?! | like the 
sounds of that! Whaddya think?!" 


Jon barked out a laugh at the name. "What are you?! A fucking cruise director ??" 
Tommy flipped him off again with a grin. 


"But seriously though..where are we going to see the movie?" Jon asked, uncapping the bottle of water and 


taking a deep swallow. 


"The playroom," Tommy shrugged nonchalantly. "There's a large movie screen and projector down there for 


nights that Nik and | wanna watch a few home movies before a scene." 
"Home movies, huh?!" Jon questioned, shifting in his seat at the thought. 


He and Richie had always been too paranoid that the kids would accidentally stumble across anything like that. 
They had taken occasional polaroids for as long as they could find film cartridges for the camera but, when 


they dried up, that had been the end of their dirty pictures. 
He was starting to think that he'd been too paranoid about a lot of things in his life. 
They still had a good life, though. Right?! 


But he couldn't help wondering what would have happened if he'd just let go a little more. Would the world have 
crashed down and burned around them? Would Sebastian and Lia be any less loving or giving than they already 
were? Their children were reflections of him and Richie, yet Jon was beginning to think that maybe he'd held 

them back by worrying so much, which, of course, was a direct result of his upbringing, or rather, the almost 


complete lack of it. 


"Dude! We should totally watch some of those afterwards too," Tommy said excitedly. "| mean, we got nothing 
left to hide from you now. Ya know..| even kept footage from after that first visit with Sebastian. You 


remember..the time when Nikki was being an asshole and needed punishment.” 


"No shit!" Jon exclaimed. He had wondered about that when he saw the spanking bench in the playroom, 
standing next to it, imagining what Nikki would look like strapped down on it. He shifted and let the still cool 
bottle of water try to quell the interest his cock was starting to show in the conversation 


"The whole lot, baby. Photos and some video too," Tommy smirked around his dangling cigarette. He cackled 
happily and beat out a staccato rhythm on the steering wheel. 


Jon let him witter away happily, only half listening, as a familiar swoop fluttered through his lower belly. He 
knew he had limited time of this unbridled freedom left before they had to go home to their real lives and he 
didn't want to go back to Jersey with any regrets. 


"Tommy?!" 


"Yeah?!" he answered as he pulled off the main highway and guided his car through the lesser streets to his 


destination. 
‘lm sorry for getting you locked up the other day," he started. 


"Don't sweat it, babe. Like | said. never broke our agreement and Nikki knew that. | would have dropped you in 


the shit too if | didn't want to... participate " 
Jon paused for a moment. "| wanna try it," he declared suddenly, surprising himself. 


"Try?" Tommy looked at Jon for a moment, slightly confused. "Oh! You wanna get caged? Well, fuck, babe..that's 
cool! Look at you spreading your kinky, wet-dream wings!" 


"Don't get your panties in a wad just yet," Jon chuckled. "I wanna know more first before | agree." 

"Like?" 

"Like..what does it feel like? Does it hurt?" Jon asked almost shyly. "I mean..you're a lof bigger than | am." 
‘Oh, man," he replied, a little too excitedly for Jon's liking but it was out there now. "The first time is the 
worst coz you just don't know what's gonna happen And it also depends on what style and what its made of, 
ya know. The plastic ones are lighter and easier for longer wear times. The metal ones are heavier but they 
look amazing. Sometimes you just gotta go with heavy, if you know what | mean" 


He wasn't quite sure what Tommy meant but Jon just nodded sagely as if he did. 


"Um..as for the feel," he continued, "again it depends on what type you're wearing. Whether it's a chastity 


style or punishment one." 

"Huh?!" He was genuinely puzzled now. 

"Dude, they can have spikes that dig in as your dick grows," Tommy enthused, drawing on the last of his 
cigarette and, as before, blowing it toward Jon, "to remind you that you're not supposed to get hard unless 


you're into that shit. Or..or some have got a urethra plug that goes." 


"Stop!" Jon exclaimed, wincing and squeezing his legs together. His head was spinning slightly but he wasn't sure 


if it was the mental images Tommy was invoking, residual hangover or the cigarette smoke that was causing it. 


Tommy glanced over to Jon and grinned, sliding his hand between his legs and squeezing the semi Jon had 
suddenly got from the talk of cocks and cages. "Not sure if we've got one your size, koutavi, you're a bit 


smaller than Nik and |," Tommy said with a saucy bite of his bottom lip. 


"Fuck off, asshole," Jon grumbled, albeit a little breathlessly and with an amused grin as Tommy's hand felt 
good. 


"Tsk tsk tsk," Thomas cautioned, his dominant tone warning Jon exactly who he was now dealing with. "I'm 


starting to think that you're misbehaving to earn a caging instead of just asking to do so." 
Jon inhaled sharply, unconsciously rolling his hips toward the warmth of Thomas’ hand. 


Thomas chuckled at the movement and said, "I think | know the perfect cage for you actually and tonight might 


be a good time to experiment” Thomas looked at Jon and asked, "Koutavi..do you wish to be caged tonight?" 


Jon let out a shaky, "Yes, please, Sir," and felt a blush infuse his cheeks that were as hot as the desire melting 
his insides. How easy had it become to switch between a normal conversation and a submissive one, calling 
Tommy, Sir and Nikki, Master by just invoking their pet names for him? 


Thomas pulled the car into the costume shop's parking lot and, before he killed the engine, said a simple, "Good. 
It will be arranged" He exited the car after stopping the engine, walked to the front door of the shop and 
simply held onto the door handle. 


Jon wasn't sure if he was supposed to go with him or not, and he would have preferred to have worn a longer 


shirt to cover himself, but when Tommy lowered his sunglasses at him, Jon knew he was supposed to follow. 


With a fortifying breath, Jon opened the door into the bright sunshine, closing the door with great care. He 


walked over to the door and Tommy, without saying a word, opened the door for him and followed him inside. 


Tommy seemed to know exactly what he wanted and, using Jon to carry it all like a packhorse, was paying for 


everything about an hour later. 


"Let's hit the grocery store for some snacks and shit before we go home," Tommy said. "Then we can take all 


this down to the playroom and I'll pop that cage on little Jonny for the night." 


Jon huffed out a breath at the sudden rush of blood between his legs that he thought had banked down to a 


simmer as the car started and reversed out of the parking lot and back onto the street. 
we 


Richie POV 


"Hmmm..." Richie hummed and shifted in his sleep, feeling a delicious warmth radiating out from the centre of 


his body. It was persistent, gentle, rhythmic; a pulse that directed everything in his dream state. 


He was lying down in his dream, surrounded by warm limbs and fluffy pillows of clouds. Tender kisses were 


placed along his shoulders and neck as feather-light touches were ghosting over his skin. 


Richie moaned softly as the fingers tantalised his body, grazing up and down his length, circling the sensitive 
tip and rubbing small circles against the V. His breath hitched as the hand left his dick and moved to his balls, 
palming them up against his body and against themselves, rolling them against his pubic bone, pulling at the sac 
and grazing the hidden spot just behind them. 


A moist warmth engulfed Richie and his dreamscape changed from fluffy white clouds to a mill pond with 


himself in the middle of concentric circles rippling out around him. 


Richie arched his back and groaned, reaching down to the dreamy spectre that was making him feel oh-so- 


good and encountered tufts of hair. He smiled in his half-sleep and sighed, "Jonny..." 


A dark chuckle returned to him, more real than a dream, "I'm not Loverboy, baby, but just lie back and enjoy." 
The voice swirled around his head, an echo of long ago made real. "That's it, baby," the illusion encouraged. " 


Nice and slow..no need to rush." 


Richie fought his way out of the foggy visions blinking against the sudden brightness of the room as a broad, 
wet lick from root to tip swept away the last vestiges of his dream. He popped up his head and saw Nikki's 
green eyes watching him, grinning like the devil incarnate as he licked the head of Richie's dick. 


"Nikki?!" Richie gasped, throwing his head back against the mound of throw cushions. "Mmm..fuck, yeah. I'm not 
complaining, babe, but what the actual fuck?!" 


Nikki looked up and shrugged. "I woke up horny and couldn't find our boys," he tugged Richie's sweats down his 
legs further. "And you were looking like a sweet afternoon delight..so | helped myself. Hope you don't mind?" 


‘Mmm..! don't mind." Richie breathed as Nikki's head dropped again, taking him down slowly. "Wanna climb on 


board, Nik?" he asked as his hand found the dark hair again. Nikki hummed to the negative around him making 
Richie hiss at the vibrations. 


“Tommy's not here," Nikki said after withdrawing his mouth with a slurpy pop. 


"Huh?!" Richie didn't quite follow the conversation as he took the opportunity to shuffle out of his ageing 
sweats. "What's Tommy got to do with this other than him missing out?" 


Nikki pulled the fabric from Richie's feet and tossed them on the floor before pulling his own t-shirt over his 
head letting it fall from his fingers to the floor also. "No Tommy; no fucking. Blow jobs only. It's the rule." 


"Whatever..talk about that later. Turn around then," Richie said, sitting up, reaching for his past lover. They 
shuffled around, Nikki dispensing with his pants quickly until they both had access to each other. 


As Nikki resumed his attention, Richie paused for a moment to enjoy the view and reminisce about their 
relative childhood and the stolen moments through the days when they both weren't working. There was 
definitely something to say for spontaneity..like this very moment. 


Nikki's balls were right there in front of him. Angling his head, Richie mouthed at them and the reciprocating 
bite of Nikki's nails into the soft flesh of his thighs had Richie grinning. He nosed around the heavy sac for a 


bit, remembering Nikki's musky scent, deeper, darker. 
A Bordeaux or Cabernet Sauvignon to Jon's lighter rosé or Pinot Noir flavour, depending on the day. 


"Quit stalling or the babies will be home before either of us cums," Nikki growled, rolling his hips in an amused 
Richie's face until he got the hint and guided Nikki's cock into his mouth. "Fuck, yeah..," Nikki breathed once 


Richie's lips clamped around him. 


It wasn't a frantic coupling but both knew exactly how to bring the other to a quick and satisfying climax. 
When Nikki finally turned and crawled to lay down over Richie in a tangle of limbs, they were both hot, sweaty 
and thoroughly replete. 


"So tell me about this deal or rule that you and Tommy have got," Richie asked as he played with Nikki's hair. 


Neither of them had spoken for a long moment after their releases, needing to pull themselves back together. 
Nikki chuckled mirthlessly. "It was because of you, Street Rat" 
"Wait! What?!" Richie exclaimed, partially sitting up. "What the hell have | got to do with your sex life?!" 


"Remember that night at Sixxty4, after your fight with Loverboy? And | took you both to the airport for 
your flight home?" 


"Yeah," Richie nodded, still confused. 


“All | wanted to do was crawl up inside Tommy; to lose myself in him, in his arms," Nikki sighed, shifting so 


that he could look at Richie. 


"I had planned on going home and fucking my boy until we couldn't stand..but," Nikki placed a kiss on Richie's 
chest, just below his heart, "after thinking about what you were going through, | just needed the comfort of 


my Tommy." 


"Understandable, though | sense a but in there," Richie said, reaching out and swiping a dollop of his cum from 
Nikki's beard. Holding out his thumb, Nikki took it between his lips and suckled it clean before releasing it with a 
soff pop. 


"Yeah..there is. | fessed up that you and | almost fucked," Nikki twisted his mouth into a wry smirk. "We..got 
into a fight." He sighed and paused, possibly searching his memories because his face turned sad, regrettul, 
just for a fleeting moment before he continued. "Seems like there was just as much jealousy from Tommy 


over you as there was with Jonny over me." 
"Babe..|'m sor." 


"Its water under the bridge now," Nikki said, swirling his finger through what little chest hair Richie had. "We 
fought it out, talked it out and then came to an agreement. We can give or get as much head as we want or 


need, provided we ‘fess up afterwards. But fucking anyone else is out of the question." 


"But..." Richie started to say, thinking back to the numerous amount of fucking around that had happened since 


their arrival. 


Nikki, seemingly reading Richie's mind, said, "Ah, but everything so far this week has been carried out on a 
technicality. We've all been present at the time of any fucking. Remember when we interrupted them, Tommy 


was blowing Jon" 
Richie snorted in amusement and nodded. "Huh... guess so." 


"Your phone call about Jon wanting to try all of this out completely threw me for a loop. Big time! It was 
actually Tommy who suggested that we make you two the exception to the no fucking part of our agreement.. 


but only if we were both present.” 


"He's good for you, Nik," Richie said with a soft smile to the older man. "l'm glad the four of us get along as 
well as we do. I'd hate to think that we'd have to sneak around just to stay in touch." 


"Me too, babe," Nikki said with a soft smile. "Speaking of sneaking around..how was Jon after his nightmare last 
right?" 


"Absolutely no effects," he said, shifting an arm behind his head. "Wait! How did you know?" 


"I heard him during his nightmare and then down here. | couldn't sleep myself, so | came down to get a drink of 
water," Nikki explained. "He was in the kitchen, about to light one of Tommy's cigarettes. He was zoned out 
though, man" 


"| can't believe | slept through it all. | wasn't aware of anything until he came back to bed" Richie paused for a 
moment, then asked, "How do you think he's come along? | mean, I've noticed a difference but..you know..'m too 


close sometimes, to see the truth." 


"Let me counter that with have you ever witnessed him taking down two bitches like he did in the restaurant 


the other day? Tommy told me that he did the same thing with our serial pest, KiKi, too," Nikki said with a 


wry smile. "She's constantly on the search for fresh meat to take for a ride. And by ride, | 
mean both connotations of the word. But more telling..did you ever think that he'd consider asking to use the 
cuffs?" 


"No, never," Richie admitted as Nikki shifted awkwardly to his back, throwing his leq over the back of the 
couch. "Who is this KiKi you mentioned and why is she a pest?" 


"The bane of our lives!" While Nikki went on to explain about the woman and her agenda, neither man heard the 


garage door activate. 
wk 
Tommy POV 


"So, you take all the props and everything down to the playroom," Tommy said as they waited for the roller 
door to open. Every day he was thankful they'd spent the extra money on the most silent of motors for the 
garage, knowing that because of their working hours, they'd be able to sneak in without waking Storm. "Either 


put them in the storage area or even better, behind the couch so we can reach them easily." 
"Sure," Jon said as Tommy pulled the car into the garage. "Do you think they'll still be sleeping?" 


"I hope so," Tommy replied, killing the engine. "I kinda want this to be a surprise. If they don't hear us then we 
can slip down and get things ready without them knowing..and | haven't forgotten about your request either.’ 
Tommy grinned when he noticed a delightful blush creep over Jon's face. He was so easy to fluster sometimes 


yet could surprise everyone when holding his own. 


Exiting the car and closing the doors with the greatest of care, he and Jon unloaded the car as quietly as 
possible before sneaking into the main house. As Jon slipped down the stairs to the playroom with his bags of 
props, Tommy made his way through to the kitchen on tip-toes in case Nikki and Richie were still sleeping. 


What he wasn't expecting to see were clothes strewn over the floor and over the furniture and Nikki's leg, 
distinguishable by the many tattoos, hanging over the back of the large couch. Tommy frowned and silently 
placed the bag of snacks for tonight on the kitchen floor. 


His lover and his ex were talking amongst themselves and had obviously not heard them entering the house. 
Noiselessly, Tommy lowered himself to his hands and knees and crawled to position himself behind the couch. 
His nose crinkled the closer he got; the distinctive odour of sex or at least combined male musk lingered in the 


air. 


Out of the corner of his eye, he saw Jon walking back in from the basement. Frantically signalling to him to 
stay silent and out of sight, Tommy grinned when Jon nodded in acknowledgement. As Jon observed from 
concealment, Tommy reached up to Nikki's leg and, making sure he could reach a fair amount of hair for 


maximum effect, pulled sharply on a large chunk 


‘OW! What the fuck?!" Nikki yelped, pulling his leg out of reach. Unfortunately, he pulled his leg back too far 


over his head and toppled himself to the floor causing more swearing from his lover. 
"Jesus Christ! What the-?l," Richie swore, sitting up as Tommy popped up from behind the couch. 


"We should be asking the questions, don't ya think?!" he asked, crossing his arms on the back of the couch and 
resting his chin on them. He raised an eyebrow at the two naked men as Nikki tossed Richie his pants before 
rolling onto his knees. Stretching out to reach across the floor for his own, Nikki unintentionally offered his 


observers a prime view of his very naked ass. 


"When the fuck did you get home?!" Nikki asked, dropping back to sit on the floor and pulling the pants over his 


feet, as Jon sauntered into the room and took a seat on the edge of Nikki's chair. 

Richie hurriedly pulled his sweats on and said, "Babe, | can-." 

"Shut it!" Tommy barked at him. "You two don't get to talk at the moment" He glanced over at Jon. He seemed 
calm, amused even, which was a good sign. Hopefully, that meant that he wouldn't have to worry about any 
fight escalating suddenly. "We leave you sleeping soundly but come back to you lying on the one couch, naked, 
and the living room smelling like a whore's bedroom." 

Tommy stood up from behind the couch, looked over at Nikki and raised his eyebrow in an unspoken question 
Nikki clearly understood and nodded with a slow blink of his eyes, confirming to Tommy that their pact had 
stood firm regardless of the temptation put before him. 


Jon had yet to say a word but he was sitting on the edge of the chair as though listening intently to the non- 


verbal communication. 

"Cowboy, l~," Richie started to say but was silenced when Jon raised his hand in a stop sign 

‘lm not the one you have to answer to right now, Mookie," Jon said, coolly. "Thomas has the floor.” 

Tommy tried to not look delighted at Jon's answer but gave him mental kudos for following protocols. "Thank 
you, koutavi," he said before addressing the others. "You two miscreants reek of sex so | want you both to go 


hit the shower. Then we'll deal with this later." 


"May | speak, Daddy?" Nikki asked, shifting to his knees. He bowed his head and he placed his hands on his 


muscular thighs in his submissive wait position. 
"Go on," Thomas agreed curtly. 


"I just want to confess that this was all on me," Niki continued, genuinely contritely. "| was the greedy little 
bitch who took Richie's consent away. | will accept any punishment you see fit, Daddy." 


‘Is this correct, agóri?" Thomas asked. 
"Y-yes, Sir," Richie stammered slightly. "But I-." 


"Do you have anything to say, koutavi?" Thomas asked, cutting Richie's protest off. "Any grievances you wish 
to add?" 


"No, Sir," Jon responded calmly. 


Thomas grunted and said, "| need to think about this. In the meantime, go shower as I've instructed. You will 


then prepare tonight's refreshments before this evening's entertainment " 


Tommy waited until their lovers had left the room before approaching Jon. "Let's go," he said, pulling the 
smaller man to his feet and hurrying him toward the stairs to the playroom. 


Once inside the door, Tommy closed it firmly behind him and said, "Are we good? Do you have any issues 


about what went on up there?" 


"Actually, no," Jon said as Tommy retrieved a bag of goodies from behind the couch and pushed it into his 


arms. "Maybe a few years ago, hell, even a few weeks ago, | might have." 


lm glad to hear that coz it would have just been a blow job," Tommy replied as he started unwrapping their 
purchases. "Tell you what, you continue to unwrap this stuff while | set up the projector and screen, then we'll 


see about getting that cage fitted on you." 
"How do you know that?" Jon asked as he tore open the plastic packaging. 


"We have an agreement." Tommy moved to the back of the podium and opened a hatch that went the whole 
length. Reaching in, he pulled the retractable screen from its hiding spot. "Blow jobs only if we're flying solo." He 
grunted as he affixed it to a hook in the ceiling. "You and Richie are the only others we've fucked for a long, 
long while and..since we've all been together when any fucking has happened this week, it's worked within the 


agreement" 

"That's cool!" Jon exclaimed, gathering up the last of the cellophane wrapping and stuffing it in the bag. 
"Right?! It was Nikki's idea to hide it here," Tommy explained. 

"Well, | meant your agreement," Jon chuckled, "but it applies to the screen too." 

"Oh! Right," Tommy chuckled, bouncing off the edge of the platform. He moved beyond the couch to the back 


wall. "Don't forget to blow up those balloons. They'll look like hot dogs but won't make any mess." He opened a 
hidden panel and pulled out a moveable shelf on which the projector sat. On a shelf above was a stack of DVDs. 


"Hal | knew he had it down here," Tommy exclaimed, holding a plastic case aloft. "And as far as | know, he's 


never watched it while I've been around" 


Tommy placed the disc in the player and tested out the connections, before switching it off again to preserve 


the disc. 


When he was happy with the set-up he noted that Jon had finished setting up the props, in the correct order 
according to the crib sheet he'd given him. Drawing his dominant personality around him, Thomas clapped his 
hand on Jon's shoulder. "The time has come, koutavi," Thomas said. "If you still wish to be caged, you need to 


ask. 


Jon's blue eyes met his. They were clear and unafraid. With a small, saucy smile, he lowered himself to his 


knees, holding eye contact until he was settled in a wait position similarly to Nikki's earlier. 
Bowing his head respectfully, Jon asked, "Please, Sir, would you place your koutavi in a cage?" 


Fuck! Thomas swore mentally. Jon had come leaps and bounds in the few days he'd been here. "Rise and drop 


your pants," Thomas said as he moved to the shelves that held all their toys. 


"Do you need to use the bathroom? You will be able to piss through the cage, if necessary," he said. Searching 
in the small display drawers, Thomas found the perfect cock cage for Jon. "But go now, if you feel the need" 


It was the smallest they had and, on him or Nikki, it proved to be quite uncomfortable as their length pushed 
the limits of the confines. They used it for punishment but, for Jon, it would be the perfect size for a trial 


run. 
‘lm fine, Sir, thank you," Jon responded, 


Thomas reached for a scentless lube before turning back to Jon "Stand in front of the couch," he instructed 
as he popped over the back, dropped onto the soft leather seat, and placed the pieces on the sofa beside him. 
"Now..always put some lube on first while you're learning," Thomas instructed, smearing the ring part with a 
decent covering of the gel. "It'll stop any chafing..and that will happen if you are wearing it for an extended 


period of time." 


With Jon's crotch in his face, Thomas threaded the other man's balls and cock gently through the ring part 
before tightening it. He then placed the spacer prongs through the holes. "Going okay so far?" 


"Yes, Sir," Jon answered, watching with fascination at each step. "It's different from the one Master put you 


in?" 


"Slightly, yeah," Thomas nodded as he applied some lube to Jon's cock, chuckling when he shifted uncomfortably 
as he started to get hard. "Down boy. You don't want me to have to get the ice pack out" 


Jon grunted involuntarily as Thomas slid the one cover piece over the smaller appendage and clicked it into 
place on the prongs. He hooked a small padlock through the holes. "Are you sure about this, koutavi?" he asked, 
looking up into the blue eyes. 


"Yes, Sir." Jon's voice was strong and unwavering. Thomas pushed the two pieces of the lock together with a 


determined snap. 


"Right..you're set," Thomas said, giving it a little jiggle and smirking when Jon's dick took that as a sign to wake 
up. 


"Oh..oh, shit," the blonde gasped, looking down at himself, touching and feeling the weight of the cage that 


surrounded him. 


"Now," Thomas pondered out loud, deliberately drawing Jon's attention to him. "Where shall we leave the key?" 
He strode over to the projector and placed the key into the now empty DVD box on the shelf above. Winking, 
he said, "I think this should be a memorable place..for both of us." 


Jon swallowed hard but nodded and replied, "Yes, Sir." 


Stepping back to stand in front of Jon, Tommy met the blue eyes and spoke more softly. "Jon..This is not a full 
scene and you will not risk earning your Dom's punishment in the same way, but some of the rules still apply. 


In particular, the safe words. If you need to, you use them and | will help you. Do you understand?" 
"Red if | need to stop immediately, yellow if there is some form of problem." 


"That's correct. Now, time to get dressed again, koutavi. Unless you're planning to advertise this bad boy," 

Tommy said in his normal tone, grinning at the blonde as he flicked the plastic with his fingers with a sharp 
crack and stood up. He kissed Jon's cheek and continued, "We need to see how the others are getting along." 
Stepping back to the shelves, Tommy placed the lube back in its spot before making a last-minute sweep of 


the room. 


Jon hissed slightly as he bent to retrieve his pants, refastening them and checking for any tell-tale sign 


"Damn," he swore softly. 

"You got a problem?" Tommy swivelled to look at Jon. "Is it pinching?" 

"No, Sir," Jon replied with a wry grin. "But | think I'm gonna need a longer shirt” 

Tommy looked down at the obvious bulge in Jon's pants. The blonde was a definite grower when aroused but 


the cage would make him look as though he was consistently in a state of semi-arousal. "There might be 


something in the shelves by the wet room if you wanna look." 


After choosing a longer shirt that wasn't too dissimilar to the one he was already wearing, Tommy allowed Jon 
to precede him up the stairs, closing the door firmly behind him. 


Nikki was already in the kitchen, his damp hair sticking out at angles from his head. He smiled, slightly 
surprised, as they emerged from the stairwell. "What's going on?" he asked curiously. 


"I just needed to prepare something for this evening," Tommy replied vaguely, keenly aware that Nikki was 
taking a mental inventory of every small detail. "What's taking your partner in crime so long?" he asked with a 
barb to remind Nikki that he was under scrutiny himself. 

"IIl go find out," Jon said before Tommy shook his head. 


"No, you can go relax. Sambora!" he yelled. "Get your ass out here," he said as gruffly as he could, bracing his 
legs and crossing his arms to give the outward appearance of still being pissed off. 


‘lm comin, Im comin," Richie yelled back as he walked from the guest suite towel drying his hair. "| haven't 


finished yet" 


"Is that what you said to Nikki this afternoon?" Thomas asked with a pop of his eyebrow, ignoring the snort of 
amusement and the soft oh shit from Jon. 


Richie stopped in his tracks and looked at the others. "Um..sorry, Sir," he mumbled. 
"Now that you're both clean and not stinkin’ like sex," Thomas continued, "the two of you are on KP and bar 
duties until | say so. Understand?" He waited for them to answer before continuing, "If you perform your 


duties in a manner that pleases me, I'll allow some relaxation for tonight's entertainment." 


"We bought the makings of a simple chicken soup and some grilled cheese," Tommy continued, relaxing a little 
out of his Dom mindset for the time being. "| know you know how to make them, babe." 


"Okay," Nikki nodded, turning to the fridge to search for extra ingredients after inspecting what was in the 
grocery bags. 


"And there's some lactose-free cheese, too," Jon said to Richie, patting his husband's belly. "We didn't want to 
aggravate it any further than it is." 


“Actually, it's not too bad at the moment," Richie said, starting to pull Jon into a hug only to have him slip 
free, leaving Richie looking puzzled at his escape. 


"Right then," Tommy said with a clap of his hands. "You're both set with something to do. Jonny, do you want a 


drink? Because l'm sure one of these horny fuckers can make us one before they start cooking." 


"How about a virgin mojito, with extra mint?" he suggested with a wry grin and a wink to Tommy. "Jack and | 


are not happy co-campers today." 


Tommy nodded in agreement. "Sounds good. We can go sit by the pool,” he said. "One of you can bring our 


drinks out. You may make yourselves a drink too..if you feel up to it" 


"Yes, Daddy," Nikki said as he started to chop the vegetables for the soup and instructed Richie to find 
everything for the drinks while Tommy escorted Jon out of the doors to the pool area 


Once the door was closed and they were out of earshot, Tommy asked, "How is that cage feeling?" 


‘Its okay so far," Jon acknowledged, adjusting himself as he sat down. "But I'd like to keep it as a surprise for 


Rich, as much as possible." 

"| noticed you skated away from him pretty quickly," he grinned, lighting a cigarette before offering the pack 
over to Jon. He grinned when Jon looked lovingly at the pack but shook his head anyway. He took pity on the 
blonde and blew his smoke toward him as he did in the car earlier. 


"Richie noticed too," Jon replied "Thankfully you stepped in before he started trying to figure out why." 


They were interrupted as the door opened and Richie brought out two tall glasses filled with cloudy liquid and 


topped with lime and mint leaves, handing one to each of them. 
"Thank you, agóri," Tommy nodded. "Return to your assigned task." 


"Yes Sir," he replied and, with a last quizzical look at Jon, retreated back into the house, closing the door again 


behind him. 
Raising his glass Jon toasted Tommy and winked saying, "Very green!" 
Not to be outdone, Tommy returned the toast, "I'm very pleased to hear that, koutavi." 


There was a long moment of silence before Jon continued, "You got a nice place here, Tommy. | like it..but it's 


not Jersey. | think I'll be ready to go home and see my babies, you know?!" 

"Completely understand, dude," he nodded. "Not having Storm's chaotic energy in the house is so totally weird” 
"Kids, man," Jon sighed, between sips of the cooling liquid. "They change a person!" 

"And in our case, for the better," Tommy replied. "I'm sure we would have ended up in some serious trouble if 


Nikki and | had continued down that path before Stormy came into our lives. Last night..the drink and the coke.. 


was like stepping back into some comfortable shoes, dude." 


"Rich and | used to experiment a little when we were still relative kids ourselves, " Jon said. "You kinda get the 


guilts when you do hit it hard now, right?! Not to mention the hangovers and comedowns are rougher." 
"Way rougher, dude," Tommy chuckled. 


The opening of the back door drew their attention once again, and Nikki and Richie stepped out holding two 


glasses each. 


"The soup is simmering and the grilled cheese is ready to cook," Nikki said, setting a second glass down in front 
of Tommy as Richie did the same for Jon. 


"Then take a seat for a while, babe," Tommy said, tugging on Nikki's shirt. "We're not in any rush tonight.” 


The night sky had well and truly darkened by the time dinner had been eaten, cleared and everyone had moved 
inside for Tommy's planned entertainment. He'd kept a close eye on Jon, especially when he left mid- 


conversation, excusing himself to go to the bathroom. 


Tommy looked around, making sure everything was cleared before saying to Nikki and Richie, "I want you both 


to go wait outside the playroom. Do not enter until we're down there. Go." 


Richie looked at Nikki and shrugged, heading toward the stairwell. Nikki hung back a little, looking a little 
sheepish. "May | ask a question, Daddy?" 


"You may." 


"May | have a kiss please, Daddy? I've missed you today," he pouted, sidling up to Tommy, tugging on his shirt. 


"Please..." 


‘Ive missed you too, baby boy," Tommy cooed and wrapped his arms around Nikki's waist. "You're just lucky 
you stuck to our agreement otherwise you'd be on that spanking bench as quickly as you could say Please, 
Daddy. " He saw the fire flare deep in Nikki's eyes and the smirk that pulled at his lips moments before 


Tommy claimed them with his own. 


Nikki's fingers curled into Tommy's shirt at his sides, sneaking beneath the hem to his skin as Tommy allowed 


his partner to deepen the kiss. When it broke naturally, Nikki laid his head on Tommy's shoulder and sighed 
happily. 


"Feel better now, love?" Tommy asked, holding the older man tightly and gently swaying. 
"Mmm, much," came the mumbled reply. 


"Good! Now go join Richie downstairs," Tommy said. "Jon and | will be there in a minute." He tapped Nikki on the 
ass and stepped away, watching him as he walked to the stairs. Once he had disappeared, Tommy knocked on 


the guest suite door. "Can | come in?" 
"Er..sure," Jon said. 


"Everything okay?" he asked, stepping inside the main door. "You're taking a long while and the guys are waiting 


for us." 


"Sorry!" Jon said as he came out of the ensuite. "Yeah..um, just a little stage fright," he chuckled. "I didn't know 


if | was going to have a clean up to do or not" 


"Oh! Yeah, that first piss is a bit weird," Tommy chuckled and looked down at Jon's crotch. "But it seems like 


you got it under control." 
"Do | admit that | sat down?" Jon peeked at him from beneath his fringe. 


"No shame in that, dude!" Tommy grinned and hooked his arm around the shorter man's neck. "C'mon. They still 


think that Thomas is about to kick their asses for today's little indiscretion" 


Tommy heard Nikki and Richie chatting in muted voices, the closer they got to the stairs. He winked at Jon 


before clattering heavily down to where they waited in the semi-darkness. 


"You know," he said as he gripped the knob, "I thought we'd just be having a quiet night tonight. But the pair of 
you..." He let his words hang in the air menacingly as he pushed open the door. "Get inside," he said gruffly, 
giving them a shove for good measure before grinning at Jon who followed them inside. "Go sit on the couch, 


you two," he said to the older men, then far more quietly to Jon, "You and | will sit on the arms so we can 


reach the stuff." 
"Okay," he said and moved off into the darkened room. 


The lights had been left low, barely enough to see what furniture was around so that no one would trip and 
fall but still conceal any evidence of the night's planned activities. 


Tommy made his way to the couch and stood in front of their partners. "So tell me..was it worth it? This 
afternoon? Was it worth it?" he said with as much menace and disappointment in his voice as possible, trying 


not to let his amusement show. 


"We're..we're sorry," Richie started. "It felt good at the time but if we've hurt you both then.no, it wasn't. l'm 
pretty sure | can speak for Nikki, as well." 


"What he said," Nikki added. "We're prepared for anything you two want to dish out as punishment if that's 
what you both want." 


"Well, lets just see about that, shall we?" he said as he strode around to the back of the couch. 


Picking up the remote and pressing start, Tommy sat back to watch the two older men and wait for the 
realisation to hit. 


As the Twentieth Century Fox Logo appeared accompanied by the theme performed on an upright piano and 
drum kit Nikki froze, then turned slowly to look at Tommy, recognition in his eyes. It took Richie a few seconds 
longer, but before the first four bass notes of the opening music had finished a huge grin was spreading 


across his face too. 


"You didn't?" Nikki asked though it wasn't really a question. He returned his attention to the screen as the 


producers’ names faded and a set of bright red lips grew to fill the screen. 

Next to him, Richie was mouthing something, almost under his breath. Tommy wasn't certain, but he thought 
he recognised the opening lines of the Star Wars movie and he definitely heard the last line, "And they were 
good!" 

Michael Rennie was ill 

The Day the Earth Stood Stil 

But he fold us where we stand. 


As the lyrics started Nikki and Richie exchanged looks and, although Jon looked a bit puzzled, it came as no 
surprise to Tommy when they both spoke at the same time, "On our feet." 


And Flash Gordon was there 

h silver underwear, 

"It was gold!" came the unison response. 
Claude Rains was the Invisible Man 


"I saw him!" Richie stood suddenly and pointed to the screen. Jon looked at Tommy and both tried to muffle 


their amusement. 

Then something went wrong 

For Fay Wray and King Kong, 

"Fucked" Nikki inserted before the monster gorilla's name and Richie added "her dong!" 


They got caught in a celluloid and both men sang "sexual" jam 


Then at a deadly pace 

It Came From Outer Space 

Richie sang "On where?" 

Nikki turned to Richie and replied with "Janet's face." 
And this is how the message ran: 

"Freeze!" both older men exclaimed. 

Science fiction, double feature 

Doctor X will build a creature 


As they sang the "Wah wah wah's" and rhymed the next line "Sex Sex Sex". Jon and Tommy looked at each 
other and shook their heads incredulously whilst their partners goofed off like teenagers. 


See androids fighting Brad and Janet 

"And fucking and sucking," Nikki said, ticking off his fingers as Richie fell against Jon's leg in fits of laughter. 
Ame Francis stars in 

"Deep Throat, Debbie Does Dallas and" Nikki deadpanned. 

Forbidden Planet 

Oh Oh Oh Oh Oh 

At the late night 

"What kind of feature?" 

double feature, 

"What kind of show?" 


picture show. 


As the song progressed the volume got louder and by the repeats of the chorus both Tommy and Jon were 
joining in with the responses, following the enthusiastic lead of the older men 


The song faded and the music morphed into the wedding march, whilst the lips receded to be replaced by a 
small wooden church. Quickly checking his crib sheet, Tommy signalled to Jon and they each reached behind 
the couch for the first of the listed props. When the on-screen guests piled out of the church door throwing 


rice over the newlyweds, they each tossed a handful over the unsuspecting occupants of the couch. 
"What the fuck?" Richie gasped looking around at Jon, who just grinned in return. 


Nikki looked at Tommy and tried unsuccessfully to glare. "You do know that we'll have to vacuum in here 


tomorrow?" he pointed out. 


"Yeah, but it won't be my job," Tommy said, calmly. "I think that will be my naughty little boy's first task for 
the day." 


"Yes, Daddy," Nikki replied, before returning his attention to the screen where Brad and Janet were just 
starting to sing. 


When Charles Gray appeared on screen and the two older guys were once again happily shouting responses, 


Tommy cued Jon and they retrieved newspapers, lighters and a water pistol from behind the couch. 


With each new song and matching prop, Nikki and Richie became more raucous and he and Jon watched their 


partners become child-like, throwing popcorn, laughing and reminiscing. 
When the final credits rolled, Nikki fell to the floor, spread-eagled and declared, "That. Was. Awesome!" 


Richie tugged Jon into his lap and said, "Thank you, Cowboy." He puckered up to reward Jon with a kiss, "What 
made you think of this?" 


"It wasn't my idea," Jon said, accepting his husband's kiss. "This is all on Tommy." He fended off the wandering 
hands and slid from his lap. "I'm thirsty. Anyone else want another extra minty mojito?" he said, sliding his eyes 


toward Tommy. 


Tommy nodded in acknowledgement of Jon's way of telling him he was still okay. Drink orders were taken, Richie 
started to gather up the worst of the mess they'd created and Tommy took the opportunity of the break in 
proceedings to change out the DVD for an SD card. He'd just placed the key to the padlock on Jon's cage beside 


the projector when he felt Nikki's arms wrap around his waist from behind and his warm breath on his neck. 
"Thank you, baby," he said quietly. 


"You're lucky we didn't get costumes as well," Tommy chuckled, as his lover left tender kisses over his 


shoulder and up his neck. "I'll sleep well tonight, | think | haven't laughed so hard at your antics in ages..it's 


usually the other way around." 
Tommy turned in Nikki's arms and continued, "However, the night isn't finished yet." 
"Oh?" Nikki asked. 


"I thought we could continue the Rocky Horror theme and show some of the photos and videos taken by 
Master..what did Richie call you? Frank N' Sixxer?l" 


"Oh," Nikki's smirk, accompanied by a dirty chuckle, sent shivers of delicious darkness through the centre of 
Tommy's being. "That type of movie night..m shivering with antici..pation’ 


~ Ke 


Chapter Sixteen 


Author's Notes: 
Woohoo! We're back, folks! 


| have to apologise for the unexpected break in the regular posting schedule. Last Saturday (Australian time) 
we had our Federal elections and | was working at one of the polling booths. It was a long IShr day and since l'm 
old and decrepit, it's taken me a LOT longer to bounce back. Tired, sore and extremely cranky (and if you ask 
my sons, they'd say "so what else is new?"). 

And then regular life got in the way..*sigh*. 

This chapter was proving difficult to write from a technical standpoint. A lot needed to be told, a lot of going 
back to previous chapters to check on details for continuity but there wasn't a lot of movement forward in 


the story to be had. 


A big, massive, humungous thank you to a certain beta that | keep stressing out. Seriously, I'm glad she's on 
the other side of the world coz I'm sure she'd throttle me if we lived closer ©% 


So this week's chapter is a direct continuation of Chapter I5 and the aftermath of the surprise Rocky Horror 
movie extravaganza. But is movie night finished?! Shall we fix ourselves a drink, make some snacks and find 
out?? 


Love to you all. 


J 


Chapter lb 

Playroom 

Richie POV 

Something was up with Jon, Richie thought as he surreptitiously watched Nikki and Tommy cuddle, talking 
softly to each other. He noticed the glances his way but he was in too good a mood to worry too much about 


them. 


Jon on the other hand... 


But he wasn't giving off bad vibes, that was the curious thing. He was just... 


Richie sighed in frustration at his inability to pinpoint what it was, as he gathered up all the detritus of their 
night's fun into a trash bag. 


It had only been since he and Tommy had returned from their errand and caught Nikki and himself in the 
afterglow of their fervid mutual blow jobs this afternoon. Thomas had sent Nikki and himself off for showers 
and Richie had assumed that there would have been some kind of punishment meted out after that. 


However, just to add to his confusion, they were treated to a night of raucous fun and games. 


But it was the conspiratorial looks between Jon and Tommy that were troubling him. Not to mention the way 
his husband kept slipping from his grasp when Richie tried to hold him for longer than a few moments. 


The man in question suddenly appeared from the stairwell laden with glasses. Richie smiled. Jon tended to stick 
his tongue in the corner of his mouth when he was concentrating and he found it oddly adorable even after all 


these years. 


As though he knew he was being watched, Jon glanced up as he took the last step and returned Richie's smile. 
"Were you waiting for me to fall down the stairs, Mookie?" he asked, holding out his hand that held two of the 


four glasses. 


"No..." he said, taking the two glasses, "Just trying to figure out when that tongue of yours will come my way 


again." 

"Hmm," Jon chuckled. "| promise you, Mookie. I'm all yours later." 

"But not now," Richie stated with a pout. 

"No, not now," Jon confirmed. "Right now, you have to take those drinks over to the love birds behind you." 
Richie cast a look over his shoulder to see Tommy and Nikki in a serious lip-lock and he felt that niggle of 
irritation at Jon again. "Hey!" he barked and the two brunettes separated, both grinning with a mix of 
sheepishness and boastfulness. "Time to rehydrate..you've left a lot of slobber over each other." Holding out 
the glasses, Richie struggled to keep a straight face as they both looked at each other's mouths, only to lose 
it when Nikki peered a little closer at Tommy which made the youngster swipe at his face. 

"Assholes," Tommy grumbled good-naturedly. He took a generous swallow of the icy drink before continuing 


with, "Sit your fuckin’ asses down. Lets get on with this shall we?" He linked his fingers with Nikki's and tugged 
him over the back of the sofa. "You got the remote, babe?" 


"Right here," Nikki said, holding the device and waggling it between his fingers. "Let's see what we got." 


Richie settled into the opposite corner expecting Jon to sit cuddled up next to him as Tommy and Nikki were 
but his husband lowered as gracefully as he could to the floor between his legs. He was somewhat placated 
when, after placing his drink on the floor out of the way, Jon draped his arm across Richie's thigh and laid his 
head down. Richie carded his fingers through his hair as Nikki lowered the lights again and the screen came to 
life. 

Onscreen, Nikki was sitting up in bed with his reading glasses on, studiously pouring over a notepad. 


"Oh, shit," Tommy exclaimed and Nikki groaned. "I'd forgotten I'd filmed this." 


"Whatcha doin, baby?" Tommy asked, unseen. The camera zoomed in and out quickly on Nikki as though Tommy 
was testing the focusing buttons 


‘Just going over stuff for the week that my Street Rat and Loverboy are here," Nikki said, without looking up. 


"Theyre not here for another two weeks, babe," Tommy said The view jiggled as though Tommy was clambering 
onto the bed 


Nikki finally looked over his glasses at Tommy, from bottom to top, and rolled his eyes once he saw the camera 
‘Put that away!" 


‘Put what away, Nik?!" The camera briefly moved away from Nkk; flashing down Tommy's body fo his semi-erect 
dick, and back again to a grinning Nikki 


"Baby, | got lke five more minutes of making sure Ive covered every possibilty," Nkki pleaded "Then its you and 
me time. Is Storm asleep?" 


‘Just about. She's just finishing off her homework," Tommy said "Do you really think there will be issues?" 

"l dunno," Nikki sighed The camera moved to show a whole page of Nkkis scribbled notes and his large hand, holding 
a pen, laying over top of it. "But | do know that this is important enough not to fuck it up. Ive been talking to 
Mistress J and she suggested listing out all the potential problems and the fixes for them." 

"Oh, fuck," Jon exclaimed softly, his eyes wide as he turned to look at Nikki. 


"He was very focused," Tommy offered, taking the remote from Nikki's hand and pausing the video. 


"You spoke with Juliana about this?" Richie asked Nikki. He was fascinated with how much work his ex-lover 


had put into his and Jon's recovery. 


"Uh-huh," Nikki confirmed. "Several times. You know..she and Ade still have their business running. In fact, 


they've expanded it into a club similar to Enslaved" 


"No shit?!" Richie exclaimed. 
‘lm sure most people think clubs like that are just an urban myth," Jon said. 


Nikki dropped his voice into a good imitation of Frank N Furter's and said to Jon, "Oh come on, Jon, admit it, you 


liked it, didn't you? There's no crime in giving yourself over to pleasure.’ 


Jon grinned and said, "More, more, more," rising to his knees and mimicking the actress in the movie, draping 


himself over Richie. 


Then, as Tommy started the projector again, Nikki said in his normal voice, "It is in New Jersey." He cast a look 


at Jon first, then Richie and winked. 
‘Well, its time to pack it away, baby," Tommy said "Someone's getting impatient." 


Onscreen Nkki raised his eyebrow and he looked Tommy over again. "We cant be having that, then, can we, baby?" 
he purred, taking the camera from Tommy and getting a good shot of naked, tattooed skin 


The screen went blank temporarily before a few photos from their first night around the pool appeared on the 
screen. Just random shots that they'd taken as they had got to know each other better over dinner. 


"| dunno what's up next but it's just on the slideshow function," Tommy said. "So if you want me to stop at any 
stage.. Oh!" He stopped talking as the screen came back to life showing photos of Jon and Richie kneeling 
together in the playroom, for the first time. 


Nikki snatched the remote back and hit the pause button. "lm so glad you got these shots before | came 
down," he said, leaning forward and studying each shot intently before moving on to the next. 


Richie was also surprised at the amount of detail that Tommy had captured. They weren't just happy snaps of 


a fun time like the previous ones were. These were serious studies of human physical form and emotions. 


He could feel vibrations rolling off his husband, who had shifted to face the screen, looping his arms around 
his knees. The Jon from a few short days ago looked apprehensive, and even though Thomas had put them 
through the relaxation session, Richie could still see his husband's tells. 


Nikki moved through the images slowly, shifting to the edge of the sofa, emitting noises of approval and delight 
and offering small comments. The next set of photos showed Jon kneeling alone beside the couch. Master Nikki 
had taken several shots showing his still rather tense puppy awaiting his Master's command. 


The images changed yet again, this time it was a video, starting with a close up of the red rope bindings 
around Jon's wrists and draped over his body as he knelt on the mat. This was obviously also taken by Nikki 


since he and Thomas were clearly visible on the platform in the background. 


Richie growled low in his throat as he watched the video. The sight of the vivid red around Jon's pale wrists 
as they were held above his head was erotic perfection. Richie followed the trail of red as it looped around 
Jon's neck, down his husband's belly to finally rest against that vulnerable spot of his husband's lower belly, 
which was perfectly recorded in exacting detail by Nikki. 


He shifted uncomfortably in his seat, pushing the heel of his hand against his dick that was becoming very 
cranky at being confined. He squeezed Jon's shoulders with his knees before sliding his bare foot up and down 


the outside of Jon's thigh. 


It wasn't just his dick becoming impatient, Richie was becoming somewhat irritated at Jon's apparent 
disinterest. It wasn't unheard of, for Richie to become the needy one first but it was more common for Jon to 


make his intentions known before he did. 
It didn’t help that Nikki and Tommy were all over each other either. 


Nikki suddenly jumped up to point out to Jon some minor adjustments in his positions. "Look at you here 
though, puppy," Nikki said, making sure Jon was paying attention. "Compared to the earlier shots..you've lost 
that terrified look, your shoulders are relaxed and you're fuckin’ hard as a rock. All signs of a healthy descent 
into subspace. Just perfect." Nikki looked very pleased and, as he sat down again, ruffled Jon's hair. 


Richie watched his husband on the screen being filmed by his Master, their Master..fuck, the Grand Master 
Supreme . The four of them were transfixed to the screen as Master Nikki guided the camera around the 


novice sub. 


At the end of the video, the images changed to still shots of a kneeling Richie, bound in leather, wearing the 
fresh bloom of lash marks. "Nice," Nikki murmured softly, his eyes transfixed on the image but his hand 
reached for Richie's leg, rubbing it affectionately, and Richie felt a familiar bloom of pride at his Master's 


obvious pleasure. 


Even Tommy had a look of satisfaction and he reached behind Nikki to grip Richie's shoulder in approval. "Proud 
of you, agori," he said with conviction. "You did really well for someone who hadn't done a scene like that in a 


while." 


Richie felt the curl of heat deep within his gut as the erotic imagery worked its magic. "Thank you, Sirs," he 
responded appropriately to both men. But he needed his husband at that moment more than anything. He 
slipped his hand beneath the length of hair at Jon's nape which garnered Richie a hot look over his shoulder. 


"You have no idea how happy | am that these exist, Mookie," Jon said. Richie had expected Jon to crawl into his 
lap or at least, ask for a kiss, but he was left confused when his husband turned away from him again, curling 
his legs up tighter against himself, hugging them to his chest. 


As the slideshow continued, the onslaught of images flooded his brain and his body, whilst flashes of memories 
and Nikki and Tommy's obvious enjoyment added to the heady mix. A struggle between wanting to carry Jon to 


the bed in this room, strip him naked and make love to him regardless of the others, clashed with a need to 
throw himself at his Master's feet and beg to feel his lashes against his skin 


Tommy had already shed his shirt and was in the process of working Nikki's off when Jon shifted on the floor 
at his feet. Richie saw the heat in his husband's eyes, the bite of his bottom lip as he turned and reached for 
Richie. 


Whimpering into the kiss when their mouths finally found each other, Richie tried tugging Jon up further, 
hoping to have him in his arms and feel his body against his but it seemed like his husband had other ideas. 
Whilst still maintaining lip contact, Jon moved to some kind of combination of bending and standing position, 
slithering around the side of the couch to stand behind Richie, their mouth finally breaking free when Richie's 
neck reached its limit of twist. 


Jon's hand slid over his shoulders and his lips grazed below his ear. Richie let out a shuddery breath at the 
touch. "| know you want me, Mookie," Jon murmured. "Just as much as | want you," he said, moving his hands 
down Richie's chest. 


One hand found a nipple through the fabric of his t-shirt whilst the other ventured lower, skimming across 
the soft expanse of belly between the hem of the shirt and his sweats before tugging the cord loose. 


"Not want, Cowboy," Richie responded in a hoarse whisper. "Need! | need you, baby." 


"| know," he replied as he moved to the opposite ear, closer to Nikki, leaving a trail of tender kisses across 


Richie's neck 


His husband's blunt nails teased both areas, scratching lightly at the sensitive areas causing his nipples to 
suddenly contract, the force of it snatching his breath away as his lower hand pushed beyond the loosened 
band, swirling through the hidden, crisp thatch of hair. 


"But you'll have to wait. just," Jon nipped at his ear lobe causing Richie to swear in a soft groan, "a little..." his 
tongue swirled over the shell of Richie's ear sending shivers up and down his spine, "bit..." Richie felt the sting 


on Jon's sharp teeth on his neck, "longer." 


"Cowboy..." Richie sighed, letting his head drop to one side to allow his husband's nibbles to continue further. He 
reached up after his husband's hot, panting breaths against his ear had driven him insane with desire. Tangling 
his fingers into Jon's hair, he turned his head, capturing the lips that were causing his distress. 


Whimpering into their kiss, Richie mourned the loss of the hand that was down his pants and he had a fair idea 
where it went when he heard Nikki growling, "Puppy..." 


Jon chuckled against Richie's mouth and it made him open his eyes to see the dark blue orbs searching his 
face but the missing hand had shifted to Nikki's chest, tugging at the nipple ring. 


Jon, still hiding behind the couch, wrenched his mouth from Richie's when Tommy gripped his wrist and bit the 
soft skin on the underside. "Oww! The fuck?!" 


"If you play with the big dogs, koutavi," Tommy grinned, "then you better expect some bites along the way.’ 


"Koutavi?!" Nikki questioned his lover, one eyebrow raised as he searched beneath Tommy's ass for the remote 
that had slipped from his grasp. Considering they were both shirtless and their pants were unfastened, Richie 
guessed that the other couple had also been in the throes of making out. "Found it!" 


"That's not the remote, Nik," Tommy yelped, shifting suddenly. 


"Who said | was looking for the remote first," Nikki chuckled. He withdrew his hand, brandishing the remote. "So, 


care to explain.. Thomas?" 


"Forgive me, Master, but not just yet," Thomas winked. "Shall we..um..continue where we left off? The 
slideshow l'm talking about. The rest will follow soon enough..especially since there's a whole lot more on that 


SD card if | remember." 


"Then gimme that," Richie said, making a lunge for the remote. He pressed play as Jon settled his ass on the 
back of the couch behind him so that if Richie dropped his head back, he'd be using Jon's thigh as a pillow. 


"Now..lets see what could be so interesting." 


He skipped through a bunch of pictures similar to those they'd already seen before stopping on the first of a 
new set showing Jon bound to the headboard of the bed by the red rope around his wrists. His skin was 
noticeably flushed but he appeared to be calm and relaxed, apart from the rigid member standing proud of its 


nest of curls. 


From the camera's steep angle Richie decided that Nikki must have been standing on the bed itself, between 
Jon's spread legs. 


"Oooh, nice," Tommy turned and nodded his approval to Jon. "Bet you never thought you'd willingly allow 
yourself to be tied to a bed?!" 


"He almost didn't," Nikki commented before Jon could speak. "Those were taken just after a near panic attack 


and yellow call." 


"You called yellow?!" Richie twisted round in the seat to face his lover. "You never told me that! What 


happened? Why didn't you..." 


"Street Rat!" Nikki's dominant voice stopped Richie's tirade and he found his head being turned to face what 
was undeniably his Master's gaze. "My puppy understandably found it difficult to adjust to being restrained. 
With my assistance, he worked his way through those fears and was able to continue to the successful end of 


the scene." 


"But..you said he called yellow?" Richie asked, rather suspiciously, only to be interrupted by Jon's laugh. 
"Yeah, | called yellow," Jon nodded at the memory. "I was thirsty |" 

"Given that you'd been almost hyperventilating for several minutes just before that, it was to be expected," 
Nikki said in his more normal tone, before returning his attention to Richie. "| thought you trusted me, Street 
Rat," he stated, coolly. 

"| do... did. mean..ah shit!" Richie stopped speaking, deciding that he'd already dug enough of a hole and it was 
probably time to put down the spade gracefully. "I'm sorry, Master. | do trust you. | always have. But..it's 


just... 


Its easy to trust for yourself, but its not so easy when its someone you love," Tommy sighed, "especially 
when that someone has been through the things Jon has." 


"Well..yeah," Richie shrugged, looking beyond Nikki to the younger man. 


"And even after he called yellow Jon didn't want to let go of that rope," Nikki continued his explanation. "In fact, 


he was so determined he.." 


"was dumb enough to pull too hard. That's what the grazes on my hands were from," Jon offered to his 


husband, holding out the hand that still had a slight scabbed area. 


Richie took Jon's hand and rubbed his thumb over the patch of roughened skin. Placing a tender kiss on his 
palm, Richie looked at Jon and said, "I'm so proud of you, Cowboy." 


"Thank you, Mookie," Jon smiled and dropped his head down to Richie's for a soft kiss. 


"Are we done with the fuckin’ goo-goo eyes now?" Nikki interrupted. "Coz | know there's more of that ," he 
pointed to the screen, "that | took that night." 


Richie picked up the remote and moved on to the next photo as Jon sifted his fingers through his hair. Richie 
didn't remember the camera being used more than a few times..but then..he had been rather occupied himself. 


Everything stilled suddenly when the first photograph of Jon, hogtied with the rope, flashed on the screen 
~ Ke 
Jon POV 


Jon gaped at the screen. That was..hir! 


Bound, yes, but certainly not feeling any danger or fear. In fact, studying his own face closely, he looked as 


though he was in raptures. 


"Well, look at that," Nikki purred, turning his face up to the shocked man. "Puppy, you were perfection at that 


moment" 
"LI don't remember any of this," he breathed 

‘Im not surprised you don't," Tommy offered. "You would have been in a deep subspace.” 

"You were," Nikki avered. "It took you a while to come out of it. How does he look, Street Rat?" he added 


Jon looked down at his husband. Richie was mute, staring at the screen intently as he shifted forward in his 


seat. 


He scrubbed his hands over his face before he turned back to Jon, his dark eyes raking over him hotly. Jon 
felt those sharp little barbs of lust wherever his husband's eyes stopped as surely as if Richie had stuck him 
with pins. 


Richie licked his lips before he answered. "l-. Will you-," he started and swallowed heavily as though the words 
were stuck in his throat. "| want this," he growled finally, pointing to the screen "Can you-. Will you give me 
this, Cowboy?" 

"Mookie-." 


"At home..alone, of course..a-and not all the time b-but-," he stammered, reaching for Jon's hands and holding 


them tightly. "| promise..on my life, | promise you I'll take care of you," Richie finished in an earnest plea. 
Jon could see the desperate hope in Richie's eyes and was yet again assailed with the thoughts that his 
neuroses had affected someore else. His eyes started to prickle with tears of disappointment and anger in 
himself. Huffing out a breath, Jon wiped his eyes quickly on his shoulders, unable to trust his voice. 

Nikki had been watching intently, still wrapped in Tommy's arms. The younger man whispered to Nikki, his 
mouth buried in the dark hair, as Richie had stated his case. "Street Rat," the older man barked. "Go walk it 
off upstairs for ten minutes." 

"But-." 

"Go," Nikki said softly but in a tone that dared Richie to defy him. 


His husband huffed out a frustrated breath, kissed Jon's hands and left, taking the stairs two at a time. 


Nikki turned to Jon and gave him the hand signal to heel. Moving swiftly, Jon stepped around to the front of 
the couch and started to kneel. 


"Just stand, puppy, this won't take long," Nikki said and Tommy sent him a lopsided, half-grin and a pointed look 
to his groin 


Jon acknowledged Tommy with a quick nod before he looked at Nikki curiously, wondering what the older man 


wanted. 


"Are you comfortable with your husband's request, puppy?” Nikki asked. "Ultimately, its between the two of 
you but | will have words with him if you don't think its something you want to do again" 


‘Master, you and Thomas have opened my eyes and my mind to this lifestyle," Jon said. "I know..! know with 
my life that Richie would rather give up his guitars than cause me any hurt. Thank you for your concern..but 


| realise now that I've been denying Richie this part of him for too long." 


"Then I'll make sure you both have all the support you need," Nikki said. "I will also contact Juliana and make 


sure that she and Ade are available for either of you should you need them when you get back home." 
"Thank you, Master," Jon said with a relieved smile. 


"Now, Thomas has told me that you've borrowed something of ours to try out?" Nikki alluded. "Care to share?" 


he asked with a quirk of his eyebrow. 

"Um..may | ask you both for your permission to do something for Richie when he comes down?" Jon asked, a 
sudden burst of nerves shook his voice. Nikki dipped his head regally in acknowledgement. "May | give him his 
answer by kneeling before him as husband to husband?" Jon requested. "I'll reveal the borrowed item then" 
Both men, strong, dominant men in vastly different ways, gave their permission before Nikki rose from his 
safe haven of Tommy's arms. He cupped Jon's face in his large hands, making sure their eyes held, and said, 
I'm so proud of you, puppy. You've come a long way in such a short time. Now it's up to you to really ive the 
rest of your lives the way it should be." 

Jon released a sigh and smiled. "Thank you, Master." 

"Can | come back down now?" Richie's voice floated down from the floor above. 

"| gather his patience hasn't improved any over the years," Nikki chuckled. 


"Not in the slightest," Jon returned with a slight roll of his eyes. 


"Get down here, Street Rat," Nikki yelled back before kissing Jon quickly and releasing him before slinking back 


into Tommy's embrace. Nikki kissed his lover deeply as Jon shook off some nervous energy. 


Richie shuffled down the stairs, "So what was all that about?" he asked as Jon turned to face him. 


Jon took a quick look over his shoulder at the two dark-haired men on the sofa who outwardly looked as 
though they were totally involved with only each other. Jon had a feeling that both of them were listening 


intently, however. 


"You asked me a question before, Mookie," Jon said, “that | never got to answer." He stepped over to his 
husband and took his hand and placed it over his heart. Richie's eyes went wide when he felt how hard Jon's 
heart was beating in his chest. 


"Are you okay, Cowboy?" 


Ignoring Richie's concern, Jon said, "I want to give you my answer now" He took a step back but still 
maintained eye contact as he reached for the hem of his shirt and pulled it over his head, letting it fall from 
his fingers to the floor. 


Jon let out an unsteady breath as his trembling fingers went to the button on his pants and Richie's eyes 
flicked down and back again. 


"Jonny?" Richie queried softly. 


Making his fingers work, he swiftly popped the brass through the hole and pulled the zipper down quickly. His 
cock was impatiently battering against the plastic confinement as he pushed his jeans to the floor, kicking them 


to one side. 
Jon saw his husband buckle slightly when his surprise was revealed. "What the fuck!" he gasped. 


"You okay there, Street Rat?" Nikki asked from the couch. Jon knew that their hosts would be, at the very 
least, listening to what was happening. Jon sensed movement behind him and he guessed that Nikki was 
concerned enough about Richie to be ready to catch him if he collapsed. 


"Cowboy, I-," his husband stuttered to a stop. When Jon dropped gracefully to his knees in front of him in the 
wait position, head bowed and his palms relaxed on his thighs, Richie groaned, holding his head as though it was 
about to explode. 


Nikki and Tommy both scrambled from the couch to steady him, Nikki wrapping his arm around Richie's waist 
and Tommy, once Nikki nodded his okay, moved swiftly to the wet room, returning with a bottle of water from 
the small fridge. 

Jon was a little concerned about Richie but he trusted Nikki and Tommy to look after him. 


"Drink," Jon heard Tommy say. 


"And breathe, babe," Nikki added. "Do you need to sit d-?" 


"No, | don't need to fuckin’ sit down," Richie growled directly at Nikki. "I want you to explain that!" he said as 
Jon saw him pointing at the plastic. "What'd he do to deserve being caged? When..how?l" 


"Street Rat, actually | don't really..." Nikki started but was interrupted by his lover. 
"Stand down, agóril" Unquestionably, it was Thomas who responded. "You're asking the wrong Dom!" 


Jon heard the soft snarl in Tommy's usually playful voice. Just enough warning to pull Richie back but not 


enough to cause any real confrontation 


It was your husband who requested to try it out," Thomas explained to both men. "We were talking about it 
while we were out earlier today. You know..when you two were busy blowing each other?! Maybe | caged the 


wrong person, huh?!" 
"Wait! What?!" Richie exclaimed. "You caged..?" 


"Yeah," Thomas confirmed. "When | sent you off to shower. | wanted to set up for the movie and my koutavi 
had requested to try a cage..so | chose a suitable one and showed him how it worked." Jon, his head still 
lowered, saw Thomas’ feet turn to face Nikki before he spoke to their Master, "I didn't think that Jaws was a 


wise choice for a first-timer." 


Nikki snorted in amusement. "Good thinking, Thomas. We don't want to scare him off now after all my hard 


work" 

"Exactly," Thomas agreed. "I mean Jaws is great. It's gotta be my favourite but...” 

"Excuse me?!" Richie exclaimed, drawing the attention of the other two men back to him. "Um..we have a 
situation here?!" In his peripheral vision, Jon saw him gesticulate angrily towards the floor where he was still 


kneeling serenely. "I mean..can we get him out of it now?!" 


There was a long silence before Thomas replied. "Well, since my koutavi asked to try the cage.. think he needs 


to be the one who makes the request to be released” 
"I agree," Nikki added. "Puppy, do you have anything to add to this conversation? | know you've been listening." 
Jon smiled to himself knowing that Nikki would have been keenly aware of and monitoring his every move as 


soon as he knelt down. Arranging his face to a more neutral facade, Jon tilted his head up and shivered almost 


violently at the intensity with which the three dark-haired men were watching him. 


"Please, Sir, may | stay in it for a little while longer?" he asked in the correct manner. "It's true that | asked 


for this. | wanted to experience the release afterwards." 

"See?!" Thomas crowed triumphantly. 

"May | also speak with my husband?" Jon asked. 

"Oh! Um..sure," Tommy said, switching easily through his personas, his Dominant one not fully settled enough 
to really cause any issues. "Nik..c'mon, let's give them a bit of privacy," he tugged on Nikki's arm, dragging him 
back towards the couch. 


This left Richie staring down at him, his body clearly giving away the direction of his thoughts to Jon. 


"Mookie..you asked me before if | could give you what you saw on the screen," Jon said. "I want to give that to 


you willingly. Whatever you need, whenever you need it. I'm sorry | denied you this part of you for so long.” 
He held his hands up to his husband, wrists together, and said, "Please, Richie..will you be my Sir?" 


Richie, who had been watching him closely, allowed a smile to slowly grace his lips as he took Jon's hands in his 
own. "Thank you," he mouthed before nodding his acceptance. 


He bent and placed a tender kiss against Jon's knuckles and on the inside of his wrists before rubbing his 
thumb over the small red thread that now adorned his wrist. Jon saw the look that passed over his head at, 
Jon assumed, Nikki. 


"Now what do | do?" Richie huffed in wry amusement. "I mean..| never..this is so surreal," he finished, 


scrubbing a hand over his face. 
Jon smiled at his husband's obvious happy confusion as their hosts started clapping, from their tangled nest of 
limbs, clothes and cushions. Nikki rose once again from the couch and stepped over to hug Richie in 


congratulations. 


"Do whatever you'd do at home, Street Rat," Nikki said to Richie as they hugged. "Mi casa es su casa and all 
that fuckery." 


Tommy joined them, shaking Jon's hand before clapping Richie on the shoulder and saying, "You can be as 
relaxed as you want to start with while you're both finding your feet." 


"Or you can use whatever you like down here," Nikki added, devilishly. "Under supervision, naturally." 


"But right now," Tommy said, scooping his arm around Nikki's waist and, taking his partner by surprise, lifted 
him easily, manhandling him back to the battered couch. 


"Put me down!" Nikki chuckled, holding onto the back of Tommy's pants for balance. "What are you doing, 
babe?!" 


"This show ain't over if | remember correctly" They both tumbled onto the couch, laughing like school kids on 


the last day of the year. Nikki landed with a small oof and Tommy fell on top of him, exaggerating the fall 


Jon watched their antics as Tommy slipped to the floor, somehow pulling Nikki down with him, which only 
increased their raucous laughter. But when he felt Richie's presence beside him, Jon turned his face up to his 
husband's. 


"Are you sure about this, Cowboy?" he asked whilst the other couple wrestled for dominance on the floor. 
"Yes, Sir," Jon replied. "| do have one request, though." He peeked up through his lashes at his husband. 

"Tell me," Richie said, cupping Jon's cheek and rubbing his thumb back and forth. 

"If we're doing this regularly," he said. "lm gonna have to get knee pads or something. My knees are too old for 
this hard floor shit..." he chuckled when his husband's face dropped in concern, his eyes flicking straight down 
to his knees. "But seriously, can we leave Mookie and Cowboy at the door? They're special to me and | don't 


want to..| dunno..sully them, | guess.” 


“Anything! Anything you want, I'll do or get for you," he replied eagerly. "Do you have any preferences for 
names?" 


Jon was about to answer when Nikki said, "You can discuss contract details later." 


"Or go and fuck it out," Tommy added. "Oh! But wait..you still need the key to get out of that," he cackled. "So 


there's no fucking until | say so." 
"Umm." Richie hummed, looking around. "Stand up, babe," he instructed before he scurried off after spying 
the kneeling pads they'd used. Grabbing both, he dropped them down beside the couch and gave Jon the hand 


signal to heel. 

Jon winked at his husband and, after stretching his legs and knees, followed his commana, lowering himself onto 
the mats. Richie resumed his seat and Jon shivered in delight as he felt Richie's hand circle the back of his 
neck in a proprietary way. 
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Richie POV 


Beside them, Tommy had tugged all the cushions to the floor and shoved them beneath Nikki as sat astride 


him. He was leaning forward braced on Nikki's bent knees while the older man splayed his large hands over 


Tommy's glutes, kneading them, unmercifully squeezing them hard and making the younger man's breath catch. 


Nikki tipped his head to look at Richie and said, "I think the remote is up there somewhere. Hit play when you 
find it," before he bit Tommy's butt cheek with a sharp nip. 


"Uh..." Richie said, spying it sticking out from the crack between the back and the seat. Fishing it out without 
breaking contact with Jon's neck, he fumbled with the small device in one hand, finally finding the play button 


He was still slightly frazzled at Jon's declaration. All he wanted to do was to rid his husband of the plastic that 
denied him his touch, drag him to the nearest surface and make love to him rather than sit through any 
more photos..but something kept him there. 


What he wasn't expecting, was to see his back and ass clearly on display on the screen. His ass was red and 
pink, crisscrossed with lighter coloured welts and split by the end of a large black plug. No wonder it stung like 
a bitch to sit for a day afterwards. "Jesus Christ!” he exclaimed. 


‘Isn't it beautiful?" Tommy asked, clearly proud of his handiwork. 


"Puppy, take note," Nikki added, twisting to speak directly to Jon, taking his face out from between Tommy's 


cheeks, "That is what happens when a sub needs further encouragement to reach subspace." 


"Yes, Master," Jon replied as he leaned against Richie's leg, nuzzling his cheek against his thigh as a cat would 
rub itself. Richie smiled as he scratched his nails lightly against Jon's scalp at the vulnerable spot where his 
skull met his spine. 


"What happened?" Richie asked. He could see his face in the mirror but his eyes were unfocused and glassy in 


the next shot. "I don't..remember." 


Tommy said, "Dude, you were so busy watching Jonny, | had to go a little harder on you to get to where 
Master needed you." 


"Which was deep in subspace and out of the way in case things went wrong," Nikki added. 


There was a sudden flicker on the screen and the scene changed again. Gone were the stills of Richie in the 
aftermath of his punishment and in its place was a messy, distorted view of the playroom. However, in this 


video, the lights were dimmed low and music blared from the video. Barely audible above the heavy, erotically- 


throbbing beat, a pitiful moan could be heard. 


"Oh shit!" Tommy exclaimed excitedly, sitting back on his haunches, his ass firmly on Nikki's face. "I remember 


this!" 


As the camera moved around, Richie glanced around the room to verify what he was seeing was actually this 


playroom. Beneath his palm, he also felt Jon doing similar but also the increase of the /ub-dub of his heart 


rate beneath his fingers. 


The camera panned toward the spanking bench, highlighting the writhing body strapped to the top. Waiting on 
the floor beside it lay the large, red, Devil's Horn plug and alongside that the heavy brat paddle. Suddenly, 
Richie knew exactly what this video was about and when it had been taken. Tommy had sent them copies of 


several still shots but nothing was ever mentioned about any kind of home porno of that session 


"Um..Nik," Richie said, tapping the brunette's head with his outstretched bare foot. "You might wanna get your 


face out of Tommy's ass since this video is of you." 


A muffled reply came from Nikki which sounded something like gerroffbay before Tommy yelped, loud and 
indignant, tumbling off his human seat. He rubbed his ass and asked, "Whaddya do that for?!" 


"My mouth and my cock are of no use to you if l'm dead, babe," Nikki grumbled lightly. "Wow, this is old stuff,” 
he continued, turning his attention to the screen. "How old was Sebastian when you brought him here that 


day?" 


"Around two or three," Jon said. "He couldn't stop talking about the painted men for a long while after, could 
he, Sir?" he turned, deferring to Richie. 


"Hmm," Richie replied with a soft smile, remembering that day. "He even took the colouring pens to himself one 


day. 
"He was a cute kid," Nikki shrugged. "But it fuckin’ shook me to the core, | guess.” 
"Shh..'m tryin’ to watch the movie," Tommy groused. 


‘Look at that perfection," Tommy said as the video showed his hand running over Nkkis crisscrossed rump making 
the muscles beneath shiver from the touch. "Richie, your punishment has been meted out. But were only just 
getting warmed up. Arent we, boy?" 


Tommy sent a cracking spank fo one cheek before the camera zoomed into the handprint he'd left behind He 
traced the outline of his hand, redder than the surrounding already-abused skin, bruised and broken by the cat-o- 
nine tails moments before. The muscle beneath the skin shivered violently yet Nikki shifted into the touch 


‘Such a greedy little bitch tonight," Tommy stated as he moved around the bound man 
Nikki was panting hard, nostrils flaring and slick with sweat like a thoroughbred racehorse coming down the last 
straight of the course. Tommy pulled the focus in and out, lke some psychedelic porno movie from the ‘60s, on 


Nikki's straining muscles as he tugged uselessly against the bindings. 


A full circle was done until Tommy had arrived back where he'd started He focused on the dildo and said, "Now its 
time to get that fucker into that," the camera panned to Nikki's gaping hole, heavy sac and rigid cock that was held 


downward by the spanking bench He then turned the camera to himself. "Jon, HI send the photos in a day or so. | 
trust you'll both be happy with the end results." 


The screen went black and there was a moment when everyone was quiet, each lost in their thoughts about 
what they'd just seen. Almost without being aware Richie hit stop on the remote, not ready to see more just 


yet. 


Richie felt Jon tap him lightly on the leg. Richie looked down at his naked husband and Jon said, "Permission to 
speak, Sir?" 


Richie nodded and said, "You may." There was no need for him to deny the request. 


Jon cleared his throat and said, "Nikki..l'm..! was pissed off at you that day. | wanted you to suffer. I'm sorry 
that | chose that as punishment." 


"Enough!" Thomas halted Jon abruptly. "You do not owe my boy any form of apology. Yes, you and Richie chose 
the implements but /was the one who wielded both the flogger and the Devil's Horn" Tommy nodded at Jon's 
questioning look, "Yeah, that's what it's called. Very appropriate too." 


“But, it's huge.." Jon started again. 


"Exactly," Tommy agreed. "And | seem to remember you saying that Nikki deserved to be fucked by a huge 


dick since he'd been acting like one." 
"Well yeah," Jon admitted. "But | never..." 


"What you need to understand is that my boy was not playing that night," Tommy interrupted. "He needed that 


punishment to earn atonement for his behaviour." 


"But that was..simply..brutal." Feeling Jon shudder violently, Richie gently squeezed his shoulder in silent 
support. 


"No, koutavi, it wasn't," Tommy reassured him 

"Daddy," Nikki spoke quietly, looking at Jon. "May | try to explain?" Tommy inclined his head in agreement. 
"Puppy, as | told you once before, every sub is different and they each have different needs." Nikki reached 
out and took Jon's hand, turning it over to show the younger man the almost healed palm. "For you, this was 


more pain than you needed, or | intended to inflict." 


"You didn't..! did," Jon huffed, sheepishly. 


"True," Nikki laughed, before resuming a more serious tone. "I also told you once before that you and | are 
probably bookends on the submissive pain scale. What for you would be unbearable pain would, and does, feel 


pleasurable for me. Remember what Richie looked like after his scene with Thomas?" 
Richie felt Jon stiffen at his feet and turn to look up at him. 
"Yes | remember," he spoke more to Richie than Nikki. 


"At the time, you were horrified,” Nikki continued, "but Richie needed that level of pain to sink fully into 


subspace." 
"Only ‘cos he was resisting,” Jon avered. 
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"Maybe, or maybe not," Nikki stated, looking straight at Richie. "But for me, that would be a mild scene, barely 
scraping the surface." He sighed and looked back at Jon. "I need more, far more pain to find subspace, and even 
more than that when | need punishment. That night, | asked Thomas for the release | find in subspace and the 


pain necessary to achieve it. And that particular dildo works for me when | need it" 


"You'll find your own level that feels good, puppy,” Nikki continued, "in your own time. Who knows..you may only 
ever be a cum-slut," he shrugged. "And there's nothing wrong with that either." 


"And I'd be more than grateful for that," Richie said as he scratched gently against the hollow at the base of 


Jon's skull. 


"I'm sure Juliana will help," Thomas added, "should you decide to try something a little heavier one day. Speaking 
of which..who stopped the projector?! You gotta see how good that horn looked in my boy's ass." 


"Oh! Shit..sorry," Richie said, suddenly remembering the remote in his hand. "I didn't even know I'd done that." He 
pressed the button and the screen came back to life. 


What followed the video were some very artistic stills of Nikki's ass with the base of the Red Devil proudly 


claiming pride of place between the reddened and striped cheeks. 


The man himself groaned in response to seeing himself on screen and reached for his Daddy. Thomas obliged 


Nikki by pushing him back down onto the cushions on the floor. 


"Does Daddy's little boy like seeing himself up there on the screen?" Thomas purred in such a way that it even 
made Richie take notice. 


Straddling Nikki's body once more, the evidence of each mens’ arousal clearly seen between their spread thighs, 
Richie alternated between watching the same two on the floor and up on the screen, while Thomas assaulted 


Nikki's mouth with a bruising kiss. 


Richie couldn't help but feel his own arousal building between his legs. He squeezed his thighs closed and felt 
the familiar throb ripple through his core and he wondered how Jon was coping with his dick being confined. 


The photos moved through to Nikki lying face down on the bed. Richie glanced quickly over to the bed in 
question and back again. Nikki's hips had been elevated by a pillow and his slick and bloodied rump stood in stark 
contrast to the white of the sheets. 


However, it was the word BRAT, appearing several times in larger, paler welts to those around them, that 
caught Richie's eye. His gaze lowered to the dark-haired man on the floor. Comparing the wounds to Nikki's skin 
and the damage he had endured earlier this week, Richie had a new depth of appreciation for the level of pain 


his ex-lover could endure. 


The video shimmered and static filled the screen for a long time. Richie was about to hit the stop button but 
then a younger, blindfolded, Tommy popped up on the screen. 


He could tell it was Tommy by his lithe build and the dark, stylised angel wings tattoo that covered his back. 
His wrists and ankles were bound in black leather and strapped to the extremities of the solid, dark wooden St 
Andrews cross. Like Nikki's ass from the earlier video, Tommy's back was covered in pink and red stripes, some 
oozing small threads of fresh blood. A consistent dribble of precum leaking from his hard cock that was 
nestled in the lower V of the cross pooled onto the floor. 


"Oh, dude," Tommy gasped excitedly once he'd realised that something else had started playing. "Nik, look! This 
was the day after you took these two out to the airport” 


"Yeah, | remember," Nikki nodded, shifting to his knees behind his lover who was still on all fours 
Unconsciously, Richie turned to look at the cross that was now standing in the corner of the room and noticed 
that Jon was openly staring at it in fascination Richie watched a shudder run down Jon's back before being 


distracted by Tommy as Nikki pulled the younger man's pants over his hips. 


The camera must have been on a stand or shelf because Nikki, naked and sweat-slicked, stepped out from 


behind the camera. 

"So." Mikki purred as he stepped closer to the cross. "Has Daddy's little boy leamed his lesson yet?" 

"Huh," Richie muttered out loud. He looked over at his ex and his partner and wondered when they had shifted 
from Daddy and his little boy to Master and kajiri. He made a mental note to ask when he wasn't so 


preoccupied with the constant throbbing between his legs while his naked husband knelt caged at his feet. 


"Yes, Daddy," Tommy groaned as Nikki ran the end of the flogger down his spine before bending and trailing his 
tongue back up the same way, sidetracking to lap at the blood trails 


"Mmmm," Nikki hunmed "You taste of sin and fear, baby boy. They both turn me on, baby, did you know that?" 


‘No, Daddy," Tommy panted 
"To know that | was your first," Nikki crooned as he circled the cross. '! could taste them when I fucked you that 


first night in the city. The fear oozed from you at first but then..oh, but then..mmmm," Nikki poked out his tongue 
and licked the delicate shell of his lover's ear. "The taste of sin permeated from you and it was..delicious." 


'Please..please, Daddy," Tommy whined 

"What do you want, my litte boy?" Daddy Nikki replied 

"You, Daddy," Tommy growled 

Richie could feel the vibes rolling off Jon, who was worrying at the red wristband. He threaded his fingers 
through his husband's hair and closed them into a fist. "Spill it, Jon," Richie said, deferring to his name rather 
than any pet names for the moment. 


"Please, Sir," Jon started nervously. "Please, can..can | try that?" 
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Chapter Seventeen 


Author's Notes: 
Hello everyone. hope your week has been magical or at the very least, a little okay © 


This week's chapter ticks off another day for our kinky foursome which means next week's post will be 
something different while we plan out the final day's activities for the boys..and if it all works out, then this 
book will close out with a BANG. literally©! 

So for those of you who had requested this story, | hope it's lived up to your expectations? For myself and 
my wonderful beta, it took on a life of its own (again) and blew out too way more chapters than we were 
expecting! 

So..for post-Enslaved.would you like to see more within this AU (if so, any preferred family members?) or 
something completely different? Would you like to see F/M rather than M/M? | am very open to suggestions 


as | have options to cover all of the above. | look forward to reading your wish lists © Y 


Sending you all love and hugs.. 
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Chapter [7 
Nikki POV 
"Please, Sir," Jon started nervously. "Please, can |..can | try that?" 


All heads swivelled to face Jon. For a long moment, no one spoke, too astonished to respond. Even Jon seemed 


disconcerted, bowing his head nervously and refusing to meet anyone's eyes. 


Nikki closed his own eyes and deliberately counted to ten. By the time he reopened them he had pulled his 


Master persona close around him. 


"Street Rat, | believe your submissive made a request,’ the Master stated formally, drawing Richie's attention 
away from the point at which his hand still grasped Jon's hair. "It behoves you as his Dominant to answer." 


'|.Jon..what..2" Richie struggled to find the words. He looked helplessly between Jon, who hadn't moved, and 
Nikki, apparently unsure of how to proceed. 


Nikki glanced at Tommy, who was watching the interaction closely, before speaking. "Jon.since you appear to 


have rendered your own Dominant speechless, it falls to me as Master of this playroom to speak. Look at me, 


puppy- 
Slowly Jon raised his head and Nikki saw a mixture of uncertainty and determination in the crystal blue gaze. 


| told you at the start of this week that you would have three experienced switches ready, willing and able to 
satisfy your every desire." Nikki saw Jon glance quickly at the other men before returning his full attention to 
his Master but decided to let the slight slip in protocol go. There were more important things to think about 
at this moment. "But, in order to do that, puppy, | need to know, what exactly is it that you wish to try?" 


Nikki watched Jon lick his lips nervously before he murmured, "The Cross, Master.” 

Richie visibly flinched, whilst Tommy almost bounced up and down in puppy-like excitement. Master Nikki glared 
briefly at his own over-excitable sub, giving his ass a short, sharp spank to settle him, before returning his 
attention to the anxious man kneeling before him. 

"For safety purposes, the St Andrews Cross requires the use of restraints," he commented. "It allows the 
Dominant to work without having the risk of the sub moving unexpectedly. Do you think you would be able to 
manage that, puppy?" 

"Yes, Master," Jon nodded, "especially if | could wear Richie's cuffs." 

"Richie's cuffs wouldn't be suitable for you, puppy," Nikki said. Seeing disappointment flash across Jon's face, he 
took hold of the younger man's hands and turned them over in his own. “But. believe | have something that 
would work if you are certain this is what you want to do." 

"I am, Master," Jon replied. "I may never have another chance." 

"Then we will see that you do today, puppy,” Nikki replied, moving from his kneeling position behind Tommy, 
standing abruptly and walking across to the storage shelves. As he reached for the second black Enslaved gift 
box he shamelessly listened to the other's conversation 

"Jon, are you really sure you wanna try the Cross?" Richie was asking. "It's not exactly made for beginners." 
"Actually it can be," Tommy butted in, excitement lacing his tone. "The restraints are necessary, but the 
intensity of the experience is totally under the control of the Dom. It can be anything from gentle teasing to 


high-intensity impact play." 


"|. just don't want to leave here with any regrets,” Jon spoke firmly, if still rather quietly. 


"Then we'll have to ensure that you don't," Nikki replied as he rejoined the group, walking behind the couch and 
dropping the coil of red rope out of sight at the far end of it before sitting down in the middle seat. He placed 
the box onto his knee and said, "Puppy, heell" 


Richie released Jon's hair and Jon kissed his hand before shuffling quickly to kneel directly in front of Master 
Nikki. 


"Now, puppy, | said that Richie's cuffs were not suitable for you, but these should work." He lifted the lid to 
reveal the matching set of cuffs nestled in their black, silk-covered foam compartments. Taking the first out 
he placed the box beside him on the couch and held the cuff out for Jon's inspection. 


"But..these look like the ones you had made for Richie," Jon said, hesitantly. 


"They are the same, but they were constructed with a slightly smaller hand size in mind." Nikki nodded as Jon 
started in realisation. "Yes, puppy, these cuffs were made specifically for youl" 


Jon reached out one hand, stopping himself just before he touched the leather wristband. He inhaled deeply 
before speaking, "May |, Master?" 


"You may, puppy,” Nikki agreed and watched as Jon reverently slid the tips of his fingers over the leather and 
metal craftsmanship. “Hold out your hands." 


When Jon complied, Nikki placed the cuff into the open palms. "Look at it, puppy,” he instructed. "They are 
beautifully made, but you need to understand something. Unlike the rope, if you need to release yourself, the 
cuff will not fall away as the rope did. It will release the hook from whatever it is attached to but not the 
cuff itself. Do you understand, puppy?" 


"Yes, Master." Jon turned the cuffs in his hands, rubbing the soft inner lining with his thumb, before placing 
his index finger on the release button. "May |, Master?" 


"Of course. Just press." Jon pushed the button down and jumped when the forks of the hook flew open with 


minimal pressure. 

"Oh, wow," he gasped. "That was... 

"Exactly," Master Nikki smiled as Jon ran out of words. "Do you want to try them on?" 

"Yes please, Master," he breathed. 

Nikki took the cuff back and unbuckled it before placing it around Jon's right wrist. "Now puppy, place your 


fingers around the grip and rest your thumb against the quick release. That's it, like that" He swiftly secured 
the buckle and slipped two fingers underneath to check the tightness. "There. Now, how does that feel?" 


Jon ran his left hand over the cuff and up to the hook, pulling gently, testing the fit. "It feels good, Master.” 
"Ready to try the other one?" 
"Yes, Master." 


Nikki fitted the second cuff and then sat back allowing Jon to take in the new sensations. Beside him Richie sat 


forward, his attention focussed on his blonde lover, whilst Tommy moved forward on his knees to look too. 
"They're a good fit," Tommy said, meeting Nikki's gaze. 


"Indeed," Nikki agreed, then indicated the end of the couch and mouthed the word "rope". Tommy nodded his 
understanding and crawled to pick it up while Nikki returned his attention to Jon. 


"Are you ready for more, puppy?" he asked. 
"Yes Master," Jon replied, "but what happens next?" 


"I think it's time to tie those together," Nikki replied. Reaching his hand out, Tommy placed the coil of rope into 


his open palm. 
Richie made a noise beside him but stayed silent, deferring his Dom status over Jon to his Master. 


Nikki took one of the loose ends and threaded it through the closed hooks bringing the end back to make a 
large loop. Standing up, he lifted the loop, raising the cuffs and bringing Jon's hands together in front of his 


face. 


Nikki watched Jon closely; a shimmer of fear passed over his eyes before a steely determination took its place. 
His breathing had kicked up a notch making his chest heave a little harder but it soon evened out again. If 
nothing else, Jon was learning quickly. Nodding, he murmured, "Well done, puppy." 


Waiting until the blue eyes flicked his way, Nikki asked, "Colour?" 
"Green, Master," Jon replied. Nikki noticed the slight waver but Jon seemed coherent enough to satisfy him. 


"Good," Nikki nodded. "Then its time to stand up, puppy, and follow me." He scooped his hand beneath Jon's arm 


to steady the younger man as he rose from his knees. 


When Richie made a move to stand and help, Nikki shook his head at his ex. "Not just yet, Street Rat. Tommy, 
keep this one occupied for now," he added with a twirl of his hand over Richie's head. "The two of you move 


the cross to its fastenings and secure it. I'll need your help with something shortly, Street Rat." 


"Yes, Master," Tommy replied with a grin, scrambling from his lounging position on the floor and tugging on 


Richie's arm, pulling him upright and across the floor. 


Having allowed Jon sufficient time to steady himself, Nikki fed a little more rope out of the coil, just enough to 
put a small distance between himself and his puppy, before tugging on the rope and leading him around the 


couch. 


The closer Nikki got to the cross, the more resistance he could feel in the rope. Stopping in front of the cross 
as Tommy was showing Richie the correct way to fix it to the floor bolts, Nikki gave Jon time to gather 
himself. 


"Don't get too caught up in this tonight, puppy,” Nikki said, tapping Jon's temple with his fingers. "This is only a 
trial run. | just want you to get a feel for it. To satisfy your curiosity." He noticed the exhale of breath from 
the blonde and continued, "However, if you do feel yourself dropping into subspace, don't resist it. The usual 


rules will apply. Green to continue, red to stop, yellow to pause. Understood?" 

"Yes, Master," Jon replied, eyeing the cross with a mixture of curiosity and a hefty amount of caution 
Nikki watched him carefully as the others finished with the tie-downs. A small movement below Jon's waist 
drew Nikki's gaze to the younger man's caged member, straining for release. Nikki nodded in satisfaction, 
comforted by the sight that Jon was in a good frame of mind and not panicked at all 

Tommy and Richie stood and waited for instruction. "Anything else, Master?" Thomas asked. 

"Not at the moment, thank you," Nikki said. He wasn't in full Master mode, and neither was Tommy for that 
fact, but the formalities kept everything calm and steadying for Jon's sake. "Street Rat, Thomas will answer 
any questions you have and, if need be, keep you under control. Do you understand me?" 


"Yes, Sir," Richie nodded. 


"Good, because | want to show you something shortly," Nikki said, "but | need you to be calm and thinking 
straight. Start learning to gather your Dom around you when playing a scene. Some days will be harder than 
others. It's partly natural instincts, partly conscious effort" 


"So kinda like going on stage," Richie replied. "Sexy rock and roll star as opposed to husband, father and business 


owner.” 


"Jesus Christ," Nikki muttered with a wry grin. "Yeah, | guess..if you have to put it that way. Thomas, keep a 


close eye on this sexy rock star , will ya?" 


Thomas acknowledged his Master's request and tugged Richie out of the way, sitting him on the arm of the 
couch and planting himself in Richie's lap to ensure that he stayed put. 


Nikki then turned to Jon. Holding eye contact, Nikki said, "Pick up the rope, puppy." He waited until Jon was 
bending to carry out his instructions when Nikki added, "With your teeth." Jon's pause was almost non-existent 


but he fluidly moved to his knees and collected the rope delicately between his teeth. 


Jon settled back on his heels, the rope was a vivid slash of red across his face as he waited for further 


instructions. 


Nikki smiled and took the rope and ruffled the blonde hair, saying, "Nicely done, puppy." Nikki gathered the rope 


back into a loose coil, drawing out the anticipation. "Stand." 


Jon rose gracefully, standing at his full height, proud and tall, his wrists still drawn together by the rope. Nikki 
gave it a quick yank, pulling Jon slightly off centre and causing him to stumble. "Stand at the cross, puppy.” 


Jon eyed the apparatus apprehensively, swallowing heavily, as he got closer but resolutely pressed his front 
against the wood, spreading his legs to match the lower half. 


Richie inhaled sharply drawing Nikki's gaze but he was too intent on his husband to notice. 
"No," Nikki said. 
"But.t-l thought-," Jon stuttered, peering over his shoulder. 


"You thought wrong," Nikki said. "Facing the cross is best for impact play, puppy, as | was doing to my boy in 
that video. This is a demonstration and, for now, it is all about sensation and pleasure so | want you with your 


back to the wood this time." 


Jon quickly spun around and waited uncertainly. Behind him, Nikki could hear Thomas whispering to Richie, 
obviously explaining the intricacies of the cross as he adusted Jon's feet into the correct position. Nikki pulled 
the rope free of the cuffs and lifted Jon's arms to rest against the upper limbs of the cross. He affixed the 
cuffs securely to the inlaid hooks, one with each end of the rope. Feeding the loose length of rope behind and 
around the bottom of the cross, Nikki formed two loose loops. 


"Lift, puppy," he ordered, tapping Jon's right foot and slipping the loop around Jon's ankle as he complied 
"Again," he repeated the process on the other ankle. Carefully Nikki gathered the rope, tightening the loops until 


the tension prevented Jon from closing his legs. 


"Thomas, come here! | require your assistance. Street Rat, wait where you are," he ordered, without looking 
round. When the younger man appeared beside him Nikki instructed, "Hold the rope." 


"Yes Master," Thomas replied, settling onto his knees behind the cross, taking the lengths of rope in hand and 
pulling gently to maintain the required tension 


Standing up Nikki walked to stand in front of Jon, assessing his physical and emotional state. A slight sheen of 
perspiration had bloomed over the blonde's body, no doubt brought on by nerves, but his eyes were stil 


clear. 


Nikki glanced down at the plastic binding the man's cock within its rigid walls. It had yet to decide whether or 
not to participate in this activity it seemed, with the inconsistent movement. With a silent chuckle, Nikki knew 
that participation wasn't a matter of if, but when. If Jon wanted the whole experience, then he'd give him the 
whole motherfucking thing. 


"Relax, puppy," he intoned quietly. "Don't fight against the bindings or you will simply tire your muscles. Hold 
the grips and let the cuffs help support your weight. If you need to free yourself, push the quick release and 
they will drop free of the rope.” 


"Yes, Master." 
"What colour, puppy?" 
"Green, Master," Jon replied, still a little shaky. Nikki noticed that he wriggled his feet testing the rope tethers. 


"Your feet are not tied, puppy. Move your foot outwards and you will be able to step free of your bindings 
but you will not be able to close your legs. Which leaves easy access for me to do this." He scooped the man's 
balls into his palm and squeezed, just a little tighter than comfortable. 


The blue eyes went wide and Jon's mouth popped open in a silent Oh! He saw Tommy have to put a little 
strain on the ropes as Jon tried to pull his legs closed. Nikki smirked as the two globes tried to retreat out of 
his grasp. 


Stepping away from Jon, leaving the man whimpering when he withdrew his hand, Nikki stepped over to the 
shelving again and retrieved the bespoke rope toy, tucking it into the waistband of his pants, the long tendrils 
of it brushing against his pubes and crease of his thigh. He was very happy he was going to get to use it 
again before their guests left in a couple of days’ time. 


Nikki glanced over to Richie, who was watching everything closely and thought it was about time to teach him 
a few things. He strolled back, stopping briefly to reward Thomas with a kiss for his assistance. "You know 


what to do, Thomas," Nikki said quietly, "should you need to tie these off?" 
"Yes, Master," his lover replied. "Just enough so that he can still self-release, if necessary." 
"Perfect," he replied. "| love you, baby. And I'll show you how much, later." The heat in Tommy's eyes flared at 


his promise and Nikki grinned before dropping another kiss on his mouth before standing and moving back in 
front of his puppy. 


"Street Rat," Nikki said, calling Richie over with a crook of his fingers. "We're just going to do a light sensation 
play tonight. It's a good way to ease into longer, harder sessions further on down the track," Nikki explained 
once Richie had joined him. "Setting and understanding limits with sensation play first will stand you both in 
good stead should you decide to explore harder kinks." 


"Okay," Richie nodded. "That makes sense. l'm going to assume that whatever the implement, it's wielded 
gently?" 


"Usually, but not necessarily so if you have an experienced sub and you're using, say..a violet wand or a 
Wartenburg wheel,” Nikki nodded and pulled the rope from his pants, watching Jon's eyes go wide at the sight 
as he pulled the strands through his hands; back and forth, deliberately, as he spoke to Richie. 


He knew his puppy was eager for it when Nikki noticed how he swallowed heavily and chewed on his bottom lip. 
"The item you choose doesn't have to be soft like this rope. Nor does sensation play necessarily mean tickles 
and caresses. There's temperature play like using hot wax or ice cubes, food play or even just sensory 


deprivation" 


‘Sensory deprivation, huh?" Richie smirked. "We've kinda used scarves and whatnot as blindfolds before..with 


great, um, success." 


"Is that so?" Nikki replied, eyeing the bound man speculatively. "If you, as his Dominant, think that would be 
feasible here and now," Nikki indicated the shelving, whilst still toying with the rope, "then, please..be my guest." 


"Jon? If you're comfortable with that, | need a colour," Richie said, testing out his new control over his 


husband. 


Nikki flashed a look of surprise and approval to Tommy who nodded in acknowledgement. It was a softer style 
of dominance than they would normally use but whatever Richie and Jon were comfortable with would work 


just fine. Nikki gripped Richie's shoulder in silent approval. 
"Green!" Jon breathed. "Definitely green, Sir." 
Nikki swept his hand toward their stocked shelves and Richie stepped between him and the bound man. 


As the brunette searched through their stash of blindfolds for a suitable one, Nikki kept an eye on Jon He was 


straining to hear what Richie was doing since he couldn't see behind him, which only seemed to agitate him. 


"Easy now, puppy," Nikki crooned. He stepped closer and said, "Look at me while you're waiting.” Nikki waited until 
Jon's eyes met his again "Good," Nikki said, reaching up to check on the cuffs to ensure the fit and comfort 
before running his hands down Jon's arms. He noticed the way the man's muscles twitched under his touch so 
he continued to soothe the younger man in a similar way. This was going to be so much easier than Jon's 


previous scene now that he had opened his mind to the world of kink. 


"Thomas, how is the tension on the rope?" 
"Hasn't changed, Master," he replied 

"And you, Thomas? Are you still comfortable?" 

"Yes, Master," Thomas replied. "Though, | could do with a smoke," he added a little huffily. 


Nikki smiled at his lover. It was one vice that Tommy refused to kick, albeit he had cut down significantly. "I'll 
give you something else to suck on later to make up for it, shall 1?" he said, smiling when his lover nodded 


eagerly in return 


"You're issuing all these promises," Thomas softly growled, "that you better deliver on We only got a few 


more days before Storm is home." 


Richie returned to his side, distracting him from answering. It was a weird place to be in at the moment; he 
wanted his daughter home desperately but he was enjoying the freedom that her temporary absence was 


giving them. 

"Blindfold your new sub, Sir," Nikki said, stepping aside, "when you are both ready." 
we 

Richie POV 


He'd taken his time finding a suitable blindfold for Jon for two reasons; knowing Jon's past issues with being 
blindfolded and to calm himself enough so that he didn't appear to be as eager as a teenage boy on his first 
date. His dick didn't know whether to be as hard as a rock and ready to spill at the first touch or hide away in 


nervousness considering he had both Nikki and Tommy watching him closely. 


He stepped in front of Jon and his husband watched him with the most trusting eyes that told him that 
everything was going to be okay. 


"Whatever happens, Sir," Jon murmured as Richie placed the black velvet band of material over his eyes, tying 


the wide strip into a quick-release knot at the side of Jon's head as was their norm at home. 
"Whatever happens, angel," Richie returned softly, dropping a tender kiss on the blindfolded man 


He heard Nikki's hum of approval to his side but he chose to ignore the man for the moment, instead putting 
his whole concentration on his husband's well-being. He brushed his thumb across Jon's bottom lip, not to wipe 
away but more to imprint his kiss. His husband made a move to capture the digit but Richie anticipated that 
and moved his hand causing Jon to pout briefly at the loss and tossing his head like a thoroughbred, trying to 
locate the lost touch. 


"Nicely done, Street Rat," Nikki said and Richie turned toward the familiar voice. Nikki was standing, watching, 
arms crossed and the red threads of the rope hung over the crease of his right elbow. His left leg was cocked 
out with his heavy sac and dick clearly outlined against the soft fabric of his sweats. "There's not going to be 
anything to teach you per se in this session. You should know what your husband likes and doesn't like when it 


comes to touch and sensations." 
Richie huffed out an amused breath and nodded. 


‘| will, however," he continued, stepping closer to Jon and slowly trailing the shorter end of the toy over Jon's 
jaw and down the column of his neck, "show you how to correctly and safely wield a flogger or similar. In this 


case, this rope Toy." 


"Well," Richie said after Nikki had finished speaking, "Jonny does like to be faked into it. Mind if |..set the mood?" 


He twirled his hand around the room. 


"Be my guest," Nikki said with a nod of his head and a smirk as he stepped behind Jon to squat down beside 


Tommy. 


Richie exhaled a breath and rubbed his hands together as he contemplated the playroom. Walking over to the 
light switch he dimmed all the lights down low except for the one above the cross, even though Jon wouldn't 
see it until after the blindfold came off. Nikki and Tommy had taken everything into careful consideration when 


designing this room. 


"Perfect," he said as his husband was illuminated from above as though he was some divine chosen one from a 
more erotically-minded higher being. His perverse angel spread naked for his pleasure and probably Nikki and 
Tommy's too, if this week was anything to go by. 


He knew Jon would be trying to figure out what he was doing and he deliberately kept as quiet as possible as 
he made his way over to the sound system. There was a stack of CDs beside the player, which Richie 


assumed was their preferred listening pleasure prior to an electronic playlist. 
"Rich?!" Jon called 


Richie felt the curiosity rolling off their friends at how he was going to deal with Jon's lapse in protocol. "In 
this room, | do not answer to that name, my kinky angel," he replied without turning from his task. "Try again 


or otherwise | will have Thomas release you and I'll send you to bed without any pleasure." 


His shoulders twitched with the urge to turn and by the knowledge that two trained Dominants were watching 

him very closely. He found an appropriate CD and pressed the plastic release in the centre to free it from the 
jewel case. Richie slipped the CD into the player and hit the start button, filling the room with some dirty, sexy 
tunes and the bassline of the first song hitting him low in the belly. He slid his hand over that spot, just south 
of his little pooch-belly that he and Jon both had these days. 


‘lm sorry, Sir," Jon replied. "I-it was a momentary lapse." 


"Hmm," Richie hummed as he let the music soothe his jangly nerves. He turned, scanning the room. Tommy and 
Nikki were just on the edge of the pool of light, shadows of their usual bodily personas. "Momentary lapses 
don't get you the pleasure you're going to be craving shortly, angel." 


"l-Im sorry, Sir," Jon repeated as Richie strolled closer, silent on his bare feet. 


"You want the pleasure, don't you, angel?" he purred as close as he could get without touching his husband, 


stepping away when Jon followed his voice. "You want me to touch you. You want my hands on you..my mouth." 


Jon's breathing had become heavier and his plastic-bound cock bounced eagerly. Richie smiled as he reached up 
and touched the exposed skin of his husband's palm between the leather cuff and the handgrip, a swirling, 
feather's touch that made him flinch and tug on the rope that held him. Richie heard Tommy's soft grunt and 
a shuffle as he adjusted his grip and body weight. He glanced down and saw that Nikki had shifted to sit curled 
around his lover. He gave Richie a nod of approval and encouragement, understanding that he wanted them to 


stay quiet for now. 

"| need an answer, angel," Richie said. He quite liked referring to Jon as his angel in this scenario. 
"Y-yes, Sir," Jon huffed. "l.l crave your touch, Sir." 

"Even if it is not pleasurable, angel?" he asked, genuinely curious about Jon's reply. 


"Er..that would depend, S-Sir," Jon replied. 


"No need to fear, angel," Richie replied calmly. "| have no intention of ever causing you more pain than you can 


bear." He ran a knuckle down Jon's arm, making him twitch and pull again 


| was very surprised, actually..." he continued, "that you were willing to offer your back to your Master and 
Sirs for possible punishment, regardless of the severity, considering your past" Richie scratched his nails 
lightly through the greying sparse hair in Jon's armpit and the sensitive spot at the top of his rib cage, just 
below his pit. 


"It-ahh.. nghh..," Jon panted, his torso heaving, as Richie continued his slow torture, bumping down over his 
ribs. His husband whined softly when he withdrew his fingers and Jon's stomach pitched and heaved with the 
effort of holding himself in check. 


"Speak up, angel," Richie coved. "| didn't quite understand you." He licked both of his thumbs and brushed them 
over his husband's ripples, back and forth until they were tight little nubs. 


‘Mmm..," Jon moaned. "It, ah, it took me by surprise too, Sir." Jon's back arched into his touch and his feet 
shuffled but his wrists held firm in the cuffs. Richie knew that they would after experiencing them himself. It 


was the resolve not to hit the release trigger that wavered but Jon seemed to be holding strong so far. 


Behind Jon, Nikki rose from behind Tommy and stepped up quietly beside Richie. Nikki tugged him back away 
from Jon. He reached for the hem of Richie's shirt and tugged it up over his head, tossing the shirt toward 


the couch. 


Nikki stepped close, his warm hand splayed out over Richie's belly, and whispered in his ear, "You're doing well, 
Street Rat. | want to introduce the rope into play but | want you to do it. However, | want you to feel how 
hard the strikes should be..here." He circled his hand upward and over Richie's chest. 


Richie nodded his consent and Nikki stepped back but not before dropping a kiss on his cheek. He positioned 
Richie's hands behind his back and showed him the rope toy. 


"Sir?" Jon called out. 
Nikki put a finger over his lips and then pointed to Jon. 


"Patience, angel," Richie said, understanding Nikki's silent instructions. "I'll return to you shortly." Nikki pulled his 
hand back and sent the tendrils of the rope flying against Richie's clean pectoral muscle. 


There was a very slight sting but it dissipated before he felt the need to rub at it. Nikki lashed him another 
three times in quick succession before stopping. Nikki ran his hand over the reddened chest muscles and 
nodded in satisfaction. He quirked his eyebrow at Richie in a silent question 


Richie nodded, indicating that he understood before Nikki handed him the rope toy. He moved it silently within 
Richie's hand until it was in position before placing his hand over Richie's and showing him the movement. 


Tapping Richie's forearm to indicate the target, Nikki nodded to Richie to test the toy. 


Richie tried his first swing against the exposed flesh of his forearm. It hit clean, but the force was not quite 
what Nikki had used and there was no sting. 


"The movement was correct, but just a little harder," Nikki whispered against his ear. 


Swinging a second time Richie felt the anticipated brief sting. Looking up, he saw Nikki give him a silent 
thumbs-up before he moved back to stand beside the cross. Taking a deep breath to centre himself once 
more, Richie stepped back to his waiting sub. 


Moving silently, Richie leaned into Jon and close to his ear, said, "I'm right here, my angel" He nipped gently at 
Jon's ear, sucking the lobe between his lips and tugging at it. "You call that fucking colour, angel, if I'm hurting 


you," Richie whispered desperately into Jon's ear. "Understand me?!" 


The noise that came from his husband hit him deep in the gut, heating and thickening his blood. Richie pressed 
his hand that held the rope against Jon's belly as he continued his exploration of his neck, allowing him to feel 
it before he actually wielded it. His free hand slid down his husband's torso, searching out the familiar, 
forgetting that his favourite play toy was still locked in its unyielding plastic wrap. 


Richie wrenched himself back from Jon, remembering that he was there to learn, not to fuck.not yet, anyway. 
He glanced Nikki's way and found him watching him idly, his indolent green eyes taking every nuance in 
"Please, Sir," Jon whimpered again, softer than his previous plea but still audible. 


"Don't you fuckin’ puss out now," Thomas growled softly from his position on the floor. "You wanted this! He 


wants it too and you accepted his submission. You are his Sir now." 


"Thomas is right," Nikki purred softly beside him. "Whatever mental block you've encountered, and | know that 
you have, work your way through it otherwise all of this will go to waste." 


Nikki stepped between Richie and Jon, cutting his line of sight before he continued with, "You've felt the rope. 
Its for sensation only, not for punishment,” he soothed, taking Richie's hands in his to establish the connection. 
| know exactly what you're thinking, Street Rat. You won't hurt him and you're sure as fuck not gonna be 


like them ." 


Richie, who had only been half-listening to what Nikki was saying, startled when his ex touched on the subject 
that was lurking, wraith-like, in the back of his mind. Nikki was right, he was holding back because of that very 


reason. 


Looking down at his hands in Nikki's, Richie remembered the first night he saw Jon's scars and the vow that 
he'd made to himself that night, in the hopes that they'd get together one day. He'd promised himself that he'd 
never raise his hands to Jon in anger..and he never had. His hands had only ever given Jon pleasure..and this 


would, ultimately, be pleasurable for him. He released a heavy sigh with that realisation 


"Thank you, Nik," Richie said with a nod. Nikki acknowledged his thanks with a gentle squeeze of Richie's hands 
before releasing him. Once Nikki had moved to the side, Richie twirled the rope around in the air as he'd been 


shown 
But instead of a striking lash, he decided to run the tendrils over his husband's restrained body first. 


"Fuck," Jon swore softly, twitching violently when Richie swept the strands over the top of his feet, knowing 


how sensitive they were. 


Dropping to his haunches, Richie made his way up Jon's legs with his free hand; alternating that with the 
touch of the rope, both sweet caresses and, with a quick flick of his wrist, they became tiny, sharp little 
stinging swats. 


When he reached Jon's groin, Tommy chuckled and challenged with; "Now what are you gonna do? You still need 


the key to get to your angel" 


Richie peeked through Jon's legs at the younger man and winked, grinning like the Cheshire Cat at Tommy's 

pickup of the name he'd unconsciously given Jon. Nikki moved to stand behind his lover, threading his fingers 
through Tommy's hair, looking as though he could swallow him whole as Richie replied, "Who says | want his 
dick just yet?" causing Jon to shift and whimper in frustration at the information 


“Sir..please," his angel whined, the muscles in his glutes tightening and releasing as his hips started to rock of 


their own accord. 


"Hush now, angel. Show your Master and your Sir just how much you can take," Richie murmured, resting his 
cheek deliberately on Jon's upper thigh. Using the rope, Richie caressed the sensitive flesh around Jon's hip 
bones causing his husband to inhale shakily. The caged cock bounced merrily in front of his face. 


Normally, it would be standing, thick and proud, from his body, weeping for Richie's touch, just as he was 
beneath his sweats. And it was weeping, copious dribbles of slippery tears through the slit in the plastic, but 
to see it less than it was, was disconcerting and Jon was already at the smaller end of the scale amongst the 


four friends. 


He tapped on the plastic, the vibrations causing a new eruption of silvery ooze, and said, "Hang in there, little 
buddy, I'll free you shortly," which drew snorts of amusement from the others watching distractedly from 


behind the cross. 


Bending his head, Richie mouthed at the loose skin of the sac, nibbling and sucking, twirling his tongue around 
and under, chasing the familiar, tangy musk his husband's body was giving off. As his mouth tested Jon's 
control, the hand holding the rope snaked up his body, dragging the tendrils through the mat of hair on his 


torso. 
Pleasure before the pain. 


Jon bucked hard, emitting a strangled Ahhh when Richie pinched his nipple hard, giving it a good twist to drive 
it home. He repeated the action on the other nipple, this time accompanying it with a sharp nip to the soft 
flesh on the inside of his husband's thigh that twitched ominously beneath his mouth. 


Pulling off with a loud suckling noise, Richie rested back on his haunches and looked up at his husband. Jon's 
precum had dribbled over his cheek and down his neck when he had been between his legs. He swiped his finger 


through it and brought them to his mouth to taste. 


"My dirty little angel," Richie purred as he stood upright, wiping his face with his palm before placing it lightly 
over Jon's mouth. "Clean your mess up, angel," he said and immediately felt Jon's hot breath against his skin as 


his tongue slid out from between his lips to lap at his palm and fingers. It was about then that Richie realised 


that his compliant husband had dropped into a light subspace, ready and willing to do whatever was asked of 


him. 


A rough groan filled the air but it didn't come from Jon, who was occupied with suckling on his fingers. Richie 
let his gaze slide over Jon and to the other couple. Tommy was spread on the floor with Nikki's dark head 
between his legs. 


Richie grinned. He must be doing okay if they'd let their guard down enough to tie off the ropes while he had 


been busy between his angel's legs and start messing around themselves. 


Returning his attention back to Jon, he slid his hand behind his husband's neck and held him firmly as he kissed 
him hard, his tongue delving into the moist cavity, chasing the flavour that Jon had just devoured with gusto. 
He wrenched himself free before he pressed those release buttons on Jon's cuffs himself and replicated 


Tommy and Nikki's activities. 


He stood to one side and repositioned the rope toys in his hand. Centering himself with a deep breath and a 
silent, unfounded prayer for forgiveness, he sent the tendril flying against Jon's belly, the least hairy place on 


his torso. 


Jon hissed loudly and his belly contracted on itself before Richie gave another couple of strikes of the toy. 
There was a lovely pinking where the tendrils of the rope had skimmed the unfurred flesh to the side, above 
his hip bones. 


"Colour, my angel?" he asked before continuing even though he could tell that Jon was fine, the lip bite was a 
dead giveaway; Richie needed to hear it from his husband's lips for him to be at peace with his actions. And 


Richie knew that he'd never be able to do this if Jon were facing forward against the cross. 


"Hmm," Jon hummed, squirming against the wood at his back as though it would be able to help. "Green..green, 


Sir." 


"Nicely done, Street Rat," Nikki commented from the darkness of the shadows and from beneath Tommy. The 


couple seemed to be a conglomerate of partially dressed limbs, somehow slowly moving closer to the bed. 


"Thank you! But before you two start fucking around," Richie chuckled, "can you tell me where the key is to 


this contraption? We've only used quick-release rings before." 
"Tommy," Nikki said, giving his partner a shake. "Where's the key, babe?" 


A muffled hmmph came from the man before he surfaced from Nikki's neck, blindly moving to Nikki's mouth, 


almost eating his face for a long while before Nikki could wrest himself free again. 


While he waited, Richie kept Jon guessing with the flicks of the rope over different areas of his body. But 
Richie was reaching the end of his control and if he didn't get the key now he'd start tearing this room apart 


to start finding it. 
"Key, babe," Nikki mumbled against Tommy's insistent mouth. 


"IFs in my ass, Sixx," Tommy groaned. "You gotta go find it," he said as he placed his hand on the top of Nikki's 
head and pushed down. 


"Jesus fucking Christ," Richie muttered as Jon whimpered beside him, obviously aware enough that it wasn't 
the answer that was sought. 


"Sir," Jon panted. "Rocky." 

"What are you saying, angel?" 

"The key..sir," Jon groaned, shifting uncomfortably. "Its..in the..DVD box." 

Richie hurried over to where the plastic case lay open beside the projector that was still flickering uselessly 
now. Feeling around in the semi-darkness, Richie almost missed the small, flat key that lay in the spine of the 
case. Picking it up with the help of his nails, Richie huffed out a relieved breath. 

Stalking over to where his friend and his partner were now basically fucking, Richie, putting the key in the 
corner of his mouth like a guitar pick, dropped to his haunches and gripped both men by the hair, tugging 
them apart. 

"The fuck, dude!" Tommy complained as Nikki growled at him. 

‘Ive got the key and I'm taking Jonny upstairs," Richie said, ignoring their snaps and snarls as they tried to 
release themselves. "We love you both but I'm gonna go make love to my husband now. We'll see you sometime 
tomorrow." Once he'd said that, Richie let go and eased the sting with his fingers, rubbing little circles on their 


scalp. 


"Gol Get! Have fun!" Nikki said, impatiently. "Just be careful getting that cage off. You don't wanna snap that 


key coz we don't have a spare," he chuckled. 

"Wait up!" Tommy panted from beneath Nikki. "Koutavil” 

"Yes, Sir?" Jon answered, dutifully, pitifully. 

"Do you wish your Sir to release you?" Tommy asked and Richie looked over his shoulder toward his husband. 


"Oh, yes! Yes, please, Sir." 


"It shall be done," Tommy replied and pulled Nikki back down to him, shutting Richie and the rest of the 


playroom out as the couple rolled over and away from the crouching man. 


Richie stood and quickly made his way back to where Jon was waiting. "Hey, angel-baby," he murmured as he 
pulled the blindfold away from Jon's eyes slowly to spare his eyes. "Take it slowly, babe." 


"Yes, Sir," Jon mumbled as Richie reached for the rope. With one good tug, everything loosened and he had to 
catch Jon before he tumbled to the ground. 


"Can you stand for a minute, Jonny?" Richie asked, stroking Jon's hair as he held him close. 

"Uh-huh," he mumbled and gathered his feet beneath him after shaking free of the rope around his ankles. 
"Can you..?" Jon held his wrists out and Richie quickly released the buckles, tossing them to the couch. He'd 
deal with Nikki's wrath, if there was any, over the mistreatment tomorrow. 

Looping his arm around Jon's waist, he guided him to the stairs. "Okay, we're gettin’ outta your hair now," 
Richie called back over his shoulder. The only response was muffled grunts and moans as he and Jon stepped 
out of the playroom. 


"Can you make it up the stairs, Cowboy?" Richie asked, reverting back to their normal nicknames. 


"lm fine, Mookie," he said. "Can we grab some water or a soda though? I'm parched. And | wanna get this cage 


off" 
"| got the key," he said, showing it to Jon. "I can grab the drinks if you wanna go lie down?" 
"No, not yet," Jon said. "I need you, Mookie” 

"You got me, Cowboy. Always and forever," he replied as they broached the top step. 


Richie detoured through the kitchen and propped Jon against the counter while he rummaged around in the 
fridge for cold drinks, a couple of yoghurts and some spoons. 


He passed off the drinks to Jon, guiding him back to their room. "I'm gonna run a shower," he said, closing the 
door and locking it before relieving Jon of the drinks. "| wanna make sure you're okay and get that torture 


chamber off while you're nice and wet." 


"Mookie," Jon said, grasping Richie by the elbow as he fussed around him. "I'm okay. | don't think | dropped 
completely." He barked out a quick laugh. "Listen to me! | sound like | know what I'm talking about" 


"You do," Richie grinned, tucking a strand of grey-blond hair behind Jon's ear. 


"What l'm trying to say, Mookie, is that I'm not gonna fall into a faint nor is my dick gonna fall off. Yes, it's 


getting a little uncomfortable now but..all | want is you, Mookie." 


Richie blew out a breath and with a wry smile, said, "I'm going overboard, aren't |?" Jon nodded and caressed 


his cheek. "l'm sorry, Jonny," he said, drawing Jon into his arms. "l'm kinda messed up tonight," he chuckled 
| threw you for a loop, didn't |?" 
"You can fuckin’ say that again," he replied. "But..can | just fuss a little longer? At least, until Lil Jonny's free?" 


Jon poked him in the ribs and pulled a face. "That's the second time tonight you've called him little. He's got 


size too!" 


"| know he does! He's perfect. just like his owner," Richie said, bending to touch his lips to Jon's. He sighed into 
their kiss as Jon's hands scooped down his back and settled underneath the waistband of his sweats. 


"One of us is overdressed," Jon mumbled against his mouth. "How about that shower, Mookie?" 


Richie felt his pants being pushed down, falling to pool around his feet. Stepping free of the soft material, he 
grinned and grabbed Jon's hand, tugging him toward the ensuite. 


"Don't forget the key," Jon giggled. 


"Even if | did forget it, Cowboy," he growled, holding it aloft, "I'd find a way to get you out of that damned 


contraption" 
"Then you'd better get that shower running quickly, Mookie," he replied, giving him a little shove. 


Within moments the warm water was cascading down over them and Richie dropped to his knees, carefully 


sliding the key into the lock to release his lover. 


Jon growled low in his throat as Richie peeled the top of the cage off before gently holding the ring wide 
enough for Jon to work himself back through. 


"Jesus Christ," Jon breathed as he gave his dick and balls a bit of a rub, "that was both harrowing and 


amazing. They're tingling like pins and needles!" 


"If you're doing this again, Cowboy," he said, still kneeling on the floor of the shower, "then we'll look at getting 
an easier access one." He watched in fascination as Jon's dick filled quickly, tossing the plastic cage with the key 
still in the lock on the outside of the shower, sending it skittering across the tiled floor. "Well, well, well..look 
who's joined the party?!" He wrapped his hand around Jon's quickly filling girth and gently stroked it. "Welcome 
back, big boy," he crooned. "I missed you tonight," he said, placing a kiss on the tip. 


Jon breathed heavily, threading his fingers through Richie's damp hair. "Mookie..." he sighed and Richie knew 


instantly what Jon was wanting. 


He opened his mouth and let Jon dictate the speed and depth, all he had to do was provide the friction needed. 
Gripping Jon tightly at the base with one hand, Richie suckled him hard, swirling his tongue over the heated 
skin, whilst the other hand explored his balls and beyond. 


"Fuck..'m not gonna... nguh ," Jon groaned, falling back against the wall as he emptied himself, long and hard, onto 
Richie's tongue unexpectedly. He was interested to find out if it was similar to a prostate orgasm, though it 
seemed stronger, it was of equal length and quantity. 


Richie swallowed it all, softening his mouth as Jon shuddered through the throes of his sudden orgasm. He 
didn't blame him actually and was surprised he lasted as long as he did. 


He licked his lips after lapping at any spillage causing his Cowboy to gasp and shudder when he found a 


particularly sensitive spot. 

But for now, Richie was going to pamper his husband. Making sure Jon was securely upright, Richie stood with 
a small groan His knees were feeling a little wobbly but unlike Jon's erection, his was still unwavering and 
getting more and more impatient. He couldn't wait to sink himself into his husband and feel his body close 


around him. 


As much fun as a little kink was; the moments he cherished the most were lying in their bed together and 
making slow, sweet love to each other. 


And that's what he wanted now. 


With a snap of his wrist, he shut off the water and almost dragged Jon from the shower, cursorily throwing 
a towel at him, making Jon chuckle. 


‘In a hurry, Mookie?" he asked as he started to towel himself down. 


"Yes!" Richie growled and scooped him up, depositing him none too gently onto the bed. Jon's laughter filled the 
room as he looked up at him and Richie felt it like a kick to the stomach. 


He felt so blessed to have Jon in his life; their life! He was Richie's rock even when Jon needed him to be the 
stronger one. Even when it was their time to depart their mortal bodies, Richie had no doubt that they'd find 
each other in whatever realm existed beyond the here and now. 


"Mookie?" Jon queried, collapsing back into the pillows after tossing the used towel to the floor. 


Richie shook himself and smiled as he crawled onto the bed. "Roll over, Cowboy," he said, lying down behind Jon, 
holding him close and breathing in his familiar scent. He sighed happily, shifting only to turn off the bedside 


light and leaving them both in a puddle of moonlight coming in from over the canyon 


Pressing Jon into the pillows, Richie traced his face with a featherlight touch. "I love you, Jonny. | don't know 
how to thank you for everything you do for me." 


"You don't have to thank me, my love," Jon replied, turning in Richie's embrace to face him. "We were meant to 


be. From before our conception, we were us. Forever and always. Two hearts as one." 
Jon pushed Richie to his back, lowering his head for a kiss and sliding his leg over to straddle him. "Now that 
we've established, yet again," he grinned, "how much we love each other in the abstract, why don't you show 


me in practice?" 


~ Ke 


Chapter Eighteen 


Author's Notes: 
Final ly! 


Honestly, between real-life males and this lot that live inside my head.l've had enough of the male species this 


week They're always leaving stuff until the last moment to complete! 


Anyhoo..we made it! This is the first chapter that signals the upcoming ending of this book. | hope you're as 
hungry for this ending as these boys are IC) 


Hope everyone is holding on to a little bit of happiness in their lives. For me, it was seeing the Crue boys back 
on stage again even if Tommy didn't last the whole of their time on stage..boys!! 


Love and hugs to you all.. 


J 


Final Day/Night 
Playroom 
Nikki's Reward 
Tommy POV 


Consciousness pricked at Tommy's sleeping brain. He shifted a little, trying desperately to slip back into oblivion 
but something wasn't quite right and it was making him uneasy. 


He cracked an eye open expecting to see the calming blue-grey of their bedroom walls and that they'd left the 
curtains open again. The culprit to his wakeful moment should have been the morning sun creeping over their 


bed, illuminating Nikki's tattoos, who would be sleeping to his left. 


Instead, the stark white sheets against the dark blood-red walls was a reminder that they'd stayed down in 
the playroom for the night. Not to play a scene; the previous evening had been for Jon's benefit after asking 
Richie to be his Sir, but because he and Nikki had ended up fucking well into the early morning. 


This room was made for fucking; noisy, hot, sweaty, baseless fucking. Their calming and peaceful bedroom 


upstairs was their sanctuary for making love. 


Tommy restlessly punched at the familiar, yet unfamiliar pillow in a desperate attempt to fall back asleep. 
Realising he couldn't feel Nikki's warmth behind him, Tommy rolled his head to confirm that his lover was still 
beside him. He peeked out from between his eyelids to see Nikki sprawled on his stomach, deeply asleep, and 
Tommy sighed happily. 


But he wasn't getting back to sleep in a hurry. 


Especially when he could hear Mother Nature whispering in his ear. Nikki gave a little mew! of disappointment, 
his mouth pursing into a pout as if he could hear what Tommy was thinking. Tommy smiled at that and took a 


moment to appreciate his lover in one of his most vulnerable moments. 


Bed rumbled hair was a stark blue-black against the white linen, a tiny spot of drool had leaked and dried in 
the corner of his mouth and the most disgusting morning breath puffed from between his lips but Tommy 
wouldn't have Nikki any other way, dragon-breath and all. 


Tommy rolled to his back and stared at the ceiling as he reviewed the past week. It had been an interesting 
week, to say the least. Nikki's plan had worked even more successfully than he'd expected. 


Jonny asking Richie to be his Sir last night was certainly a good indication that whatever fears he'd had before 
they arrived, Nikki had all but obliterated them with his carefully calculated plan. With both Jon and Richie 


both now open to a little kinky fuckery, their sex life would never be the same. 
Glancing over at his lover, Tommy smiled. 
Which is why FrankNSixxer deserves a litte reward for all his..hard..work. 


With Mother Nature battering down his bladder with hobnailed jackboots, Tommy slipped from the bed, causing 
Nikki to shift and mumble in his sleep. 


Tommy took a moment to pull the covers up over Nikki's back and whisper, "Go back to sleep, babe," kissing 
the top of his head before padding into the wet room to relieve himself. When he'd finished and flushed, 
Tommy snuck through the playroom, grabbing his pants from last night on the way through, pulling them up 
his legs before taking the stairs to the main level. 


Deliberately ignoring the clock in the kitchen as he found his cigarettes and lighter, Tommy lit one and 
breathed deeply, cocking his hip against the counter and letting the nicotine fill his lungs and fire up his brain. 


As he stood there smoking, he pondered more on the idea of giving Nikki a night of pleasure of the kinky 
variety. Tommy knew that the spanking bench would be the perfect apparatus, allowing him access to almost 
every part of Nikki's body and, at the same time, would provide another kinky eye-opener for their guests. A 
smirk pulled at Tommy's mouth as he pictured his lover spread open, ready to be used by his Daddy. He gave 
a soft hum of appreciation as the visions filled his head. 


His stomach grumbled suddenly, pulling him out of his daydream and spurring him into moving. Putting on a pot 
of coffee, Tommy then opened the fridge to see what was suitable to cook for..he checked the time and saw 


that it was heading close to Il am..so brunch it would be. 

Their supplies were starting to get low but grocery shopping was the least sexy thing on his to-do list, though 
he and Nikki would have to restock before Storm came home. That was a chore that could be accomplished 
after taking Jon and Richie to the airport tomorrow, he figured. 

Storm. He had a sudden pang of longing for their daughter and he rubbed at his heart as though the pain had 
manifested itself behind his ribcage. Regardless of the fact that she'd kept her promise of checking in daily, 
Tommy wouldn't be satisfied until he could hold her in his arms again 

He knew their time as living as a three-person family was quickly drawing to a close as college loomed on the 
horizon, possibly taking their Stormy Skies to places unknown. Tommy just hoped that Storm would take pity on 


her dads and choose somewhere that was relatively close rather than, say, the opposite side of the country. 


Squatting in front of the fridge, Tommy was digging through the vegetable drawer for ingredients to make 


some scrambled eggs or omelettes when he heard the guest bedroom door open. 

"Coffee...," a croaky voice called. 

"Gotcha covered, dude," Tommy said, standing, kicking the drawer into place as his hands were full of tomatoes, 
onion and peppers. He toed the fridge door closed and saw a very dishevelled Jon standing behind. Tommy 


startled slightly, not expecting the blonde to be just standing there, zombie-like. "Fuck, dude, you scared me!" 


"Sorry, man," Jon said, scrubbing a hand over his face. "I didn't want to push you into the fridge," he said with 


a chuckle. 


Tommy dumped the vegetables onto the counter next to the eggs. "Appreciate that!" he grinned as Jon 


bypassed him, zeroing in on the coffee machine. 

Jon retrieved three mugs before asking, "Do | pour Nikki one?" 

"Nah, he's still sleeping," Tommy said. "We stayed up pretty late so he can sleep a bit longer. Is Richie awake?" 
"Yeah," Jon smirked, sliding a full cup toward Tommy. "He's grabbing a shower." 


"Judging by that look, I'm guessing you've been up for a little while," Tommy chuckled, taking into account Jon's 
flushed face, slightly damp hair and the newly-blooming lovebites ringing his neck. 


Jon sighed happily, his smirk covered quickly by his mug. "You could say that," he mumbled. 


"Last day today, huh?" 

"Yeah," Jon nodded. "I'm sure you'll be glad to get your house back." 

"Its been a fun week," Tommy said, avoiding directly answering the question so it didn't come across as rude. 
"Did you have any plans for today?" He started chopping the peppers and onion, deftly and quickly converting 
them into small cubes. 

"We haven't done any gift shopping," Jon said. "And we thought we'd do that to give you both some time alone." 
Jon moved to the other side of the counter that Tommy was working at and reached for the bowl, cracking 
eggs into it. 


Tommy thought about his plan for the night and nodded. It would still work. "You can take my car," he said. 


"Thanks, man," Jon said, cracking the final egg. He grunted when a piece of shell dropped into the mix. "Typical," 
he muttered to himself and Tommy chuckled softly. 


‘Its always the last one that does that," he said. "I got a plan for tonight but I'll wait until Richie's out of the 


shower." 
"Oh?!" Jon questioned as he pointed to the whisk that lay on the counter, too far away for him to grab. 


"Do you remember the other day when we were talking about rewarding Nik for his hard work?" Tommy 


asked, passing Jon the utensil 
"Yeah..2" Jon looked up from the eggs just as the guest suite door opened. "Coffee is here, Mookie." 


"Ahh..what a great start to the day," Richie sighed happily, picking up the mug and taking a deep swallow of the 
cooled liquid. 


"Want some cum..| mean, cream in that coffee?" Tommy asked, trying to keep a straight face and failing 


miserably when Richie almost spat his coffee everywhere. 
"Jesus Christ, man," Richie spluttered, wiping his chin. "At least, wait until I've swallowed" 


“That's what Jonny said" Tommy threw down, making them all crack up before shhhing them, pointing down and 
they immediately lowered the volume. 


‘Ooh..he's on fire this morning," Jon laughed, sliding the bowl of eggs closer to Tommy. 
"So before Nikki wakes up-," Tommy started. 


"His lazy ass is still sleeping?" Richie exclaimed. "I can fix that," he said with a gleam in his eye. 


"Sure," Tommy said, multitasking by placing a pan on the hob to start to warm up. "But before you do, | want 
to run something by you both. Jon said you're going to do some shopping today?" 


"We'll be sent back here if we don't take something home for Lia," Richie scoffed, draping his arm over Jon's 
shoulder, pulling him close. 


"Tommy said we can use his car," Jon added. 


"That's great, man, thanks," Richie said, saluting him with his mug. "What's this thing you want to talk about 
though." 


"Well. Nikki's worked so hard for this week," he said, pouring the egg mixture into the heated pan. "I figure he 


deserves a reward tonight, don't you?!" 


"Well, we had discussed taking you guys out for dinner tonight,” Richie said and Jon nodded. "To say thank you 
for putting up with us." 


"We can still do that," Tommy nodded, thinking for a minute whilst tending to the eggs. "Actually, it might work 


in our favour...” 
"Wanna fill us in a little more, T," Jon said, making Tommy turn and grin at the endearment. 


‘| like that!" he exclaimed and watched Jon wink at him. "Right! Well, when Nikki's worked particularly hard he 


likes to decompress downstairs." 

"What do you have in mind?" Richie questioned, leaning forward onto the counter. 

"I think that Daddy's boy needs to be rewarded. So..feel up to a little three-on-one spit roast tonight, boys?" 
we 

After Dinner 

Tommy POV 

After taking a cab to where Jon and Richie had suggested they meet for an early casual dinner so that there 
would only be one car to bring home, Nikki was now at the wheel. He didn't know that he was heading home to 


a night filled with pleasure..if Tommy had organised things right. 


‘I'm assuming you're having an early night?" Nikki asked their passengers. 


"We'll see," Richie replied noncommittally. "I think there's a couple of things that still need finishing before we 


leave." 


"Remember, Nik?!" Tommy jumped in on Richie's lead. "They offered to clean the playroom after yesterday's 


entertainment?!" 


"Hmm," Nikki grumbled. "| hope you realise how much that grated on me today, knowing that | had to leave it 
messy and dirty." 


"Developing OCD in your old age, Nik?!" Richie chuckled. 


"Asshole," Nikki returned, the epithet had little heat behind it and his smirk gave it away that he had taken the 


comment in good humour. 
"We're happy to do it, Nikki," Jon added. "It's the least we can do after all you've done for us this week" 


The ride home was swift as Nikki weaved his way through the early evening traffic, pulling into their garage 
within the hour. 


Tommy had given Jon and Richie instructions earlier before they left the house about how to set up the 
playroom and how the rest of the night would proceed whilst Thomas dealt with his boy. 


Nikki killed the engine and that was the cue for their passengers to start collecting their purchases and exit 


the car. 


Jon left first with a quick "Remind me to pay the driver later," clapping Nikki on the shoulder before shutting 
the door firmly and disappearing into the house. 


"We'll see you soon," Richie said as he stepped out of the car swiftly and closed the door. 
Tommy unbuckled his seat belt and waited until the others left. 


Nikki had his hand on the door handle when Tommy deliberately reached over him to stop the door from 
opening. "Just wait a minute, babe," he said, moving his hand between Nikki's legs to the seat release 
mechanism, sending his lover's seat sliding backward which allowed him enough room to clamber past the 


steering wheel onto the older man's lap. 


Tommy looked at Nikki's surprised face and said, "I just wanted to do this." He touched his lips to Nikki's softly 
at first, gently easing into the kiss. Nikki grunted in surprise when Tommy also made the seat recline with a 
flick of his wrist to the lever between the door and the seat. Tommy growled lightly in the back of his throat 
as he felt Nikki submit to his kiss, willingly opening his mouth wider to the questing tongue. 


When Nikki broke away, nipping on Tommy's lower lip before saying, "Not that I'm complaining but it's been a 
couple of decades since we've made out in the car like this, babe." 


"I know," Tommy smirked, undulating his ass against the insistent growth beneath him. "We also have beds 
inside-." 


"So why aren't we using one,” the older man growled, his large hands holding Tommy down over his cloth- 


covered erection, his fingers digging in painfully into Tommy's hips. 


Tommy felt the warmth and the heavy throb just below his balls, separated by only a couple of layers of 
fabric. 


"Coz I'm buying time," he breathed against Nikki's ear and was rewarded with a shuddery sigh. 


"Fuck, baby," Nikki moaned softly. Tommy waited and recognised the moment his words registered with his 
lover. Clearing his throat, Nikki asked, "Buying time for what?" 


"The boys are getting ready," Tommy replied, finding Nikki's nipples through his shirt and scratching his nails 


over them. The older man's eyes fluttered in response. 

"Ge-ungh," Nikki groaned as Tommy teased the nubs until they were hard and standing erect. "Mrnm..getting 
ready for what? Bed? Fuck, | hope so. | want you, Tommy," he growled, suddenly having a spur of energy, 
gripping Tommy's wrists and squeezing with sustained pressure. 

Tommy gave a little wriggle, lulling Nikki into a false sense of security, watching the play of victory pass 
through his eyes. But being on top of Nikki gave him the advantage and, with a flick of his wrists, freed 
himself, capturing his lover's wrists easily, pinning them above his head against the headrest. 


Nikki arched his brow at Tommy but stayed silent, biting down on his bottom lip seductively. 


Tommy held both wrists with one hand with little effort, the other wrapping around Nikki's neck and pressing 
on his carotid artery gently. The thub-dub of Nikki's life-giving pulse beat strongly against his thumb. 


It was the thing he needed to complete his transition from loving, sunny Tommy to Thomas, his submissive's 


Daddy, who wasn't afraid to push his boy hard until he achieved the release needed if required. 
But tonight was all about his boy's pleasure. 


"Boy! You ask too many questions of your Daddy tonight," Thomas said calmly, intensifying the squeeze just a 
little. 


Nikki's eyes flashed in recognition. He swallowed heavily, shifting, unsettled, so that Thomas could feel Nikki's 
hardness beneath his balls. "My apologies, Daddy," Nikki replied meekly. 


"How should | deal with this cheekiness?” Thomas pondered out loud 


"However you wish, Daddy," Nikki gasped. The sea-green eyes all but glowed in the darkened cavern of Tommy's 


car. 


"However," Thomas turned Nikki's head to one side and licked the side of his face with the broad of his tongue, 
"| wish." He drew out the last of the word making the shhh noise over the older man's ear. Nikki's stomach 
contracted sharply and his hips bucked again beneath Thomas as his breath shot out of his parted lips. 


Thomas chuckled darkly at the response, still leaning over his lover. He released Nikki's throat and dragged his 
hand slowly down his torso so that it disappeared between their bodies, to grip the hardened cock beneath him. 
Nikki's eyes lost focus but snapped back to Thomas when he suddenly shifted off him. 

"I want my boy to go upstairs and prepare himself," Thomas said, sitting back in the passenger seat, his 
erection bound against his stomach by his pants. "You are not to touch yourself other than as I've instructed. 


| will be waiting for you at the stairs to the playroom in thirty minutes. Do not keep me waiting!” 


"Yes, Daddy," Nikki said tightly, his jaw clenched making the muscles in his cheek jump and pop. "May | ask a 
question, Daddy?" 


"Of course," Thomas nodded. 

"m slightly confused. What did | do to earn your punishment, Daddy?" 

Tommy took Nikki's closest hand in his, turning it over and kissing the palm before running the tip of his 
tongue between the first and middle fingers and taking the longer digit in his mouth. He swirled his tongue 
around and suckled on it, savouring Nikki's familiar flavour. 

Nikki, sounding like one of the coyotes that roamed the valley at night, growled lightly in the back of his throat. 
Releasing the finger with a pop, Thomas said, "You haven't done anything to earn punishment, my sweet boy, 
quite the opposite. Master has worked hard this week and tonight is all about pleasure. No more questions. | 
need to ensure our guests have followed through on their promise." 

"Thank you, Daddy!" 


"Now go. You're wasting valuable prep time," Thomas said, waving his hand in a shooing motion. 


Nikki didn't answer but gave Thomas a happy smile and hurried from the car. 


Tommy gave him a couple of minutes before leaving the car, using the keys that Nikki had left in the ignition 
to lock it and secure the garage. 


Tossing his keys into the bowl inside the house that was the collection point for loose change, keys, pens and 
other detritus of their lives that was pulled out of pockets and bags, Thomas stopped in the kitchen to 
retrieve bottles of water, some soda for Nikki and a few of the snack bars he enjoyed after a scene. 


Juggling them in his arms, he trotted down the stairs and found the others sharing a moment together along 
the back of the couch. Jon was already stripped of his shirt and Richie had him pinned beneath him. 


"Don't make me turn this into a punishment for you both," Thomas growled lightly as Richie quickly released 
Jon and sent him to fetch the items from Thomas’ arms. After handing all the supplies off to Jon, he walked 
to the bench that had replaced the cross as pride of place. 


"Our apologies, Sir," Richie said. "We weren't sure how long you were going to be..| guess we got carried away 


remembering last night." 


"And how were those memories?" Thomas asked. "Actually, no need to answer that..your actions speak louder 
than words." 


He quickly surveyed the room, straightening the bench slightly and checking that Nikki would have a clear view 
of the mirrored wall. It was one of the crucial things Nikki required for him to feel safe. He needed to be 


certain that no one was able to sneak up on him in such a vulnerable position as had happened when he was a 
child 

"So koutavi..you enjoyed the cross, | take it?" Thomas asked. "My agori..fetch me the suede flogger; purple, lots 
of tails, soft as silk and the blue handled riding crop from the display. Should you see a plug or something that 
takes your fancy, you may add it." 

"Yes, Sir," Richie nodded and turned toward the display cabinets as Thomas returned his attention back to Jon 
"Now, as | was saying..your experiment was to your liking, koutavi?" 

"Yes, Sir," the blonde grinned. "Do | admit that | kinda tried it for size, the day | was cleaning the toys? | also 
tried to figure out the bench, remembering the pictures of Nikki you'd sent us," he pointed to the apparatus, 
"but decided it wasn't for me. It seemed a liHle..um..terrifying?!" 


"You did?" Thomas asked, stopping and considering the man for a moment. "You made the right choice, koutavi. 


There is no way you're ready for the bench just yet, little one. Maybe one day, who knows.” 


"Maybe, Sir," Jon gave him a little unsteady smile. "It doesn't look easy to get out of” 


"That's kind of the whole idea," Thomas grinned. "It engenders a feeling of helplessness..but these are all quick 
release restraints," he demonstrated the buckles. "And the body restraint is dual purpose; as well as holding 
the submissive still, it's heavily padded to protect the kidneys when the Dominant is using a harder implement.’ 


Jon nodded as Richie returned with the requested tools, including his chosen item. 


"| got a question for you," he said as he handed the items to Thomas. "When we first visited with Seb, you 
were Daddy and Nikki was your boy." 


"Still is," Thomas nodded, placing everything within easy reach after checking each one carefully for any breaks 


or tears. 


"But, in that old video of you on the cross, Nikki was Daddy and you were his baby boy. So..," Richie continued, 


"where did Master and kajiri come from?" 


"Oh, that's easy to explain," Thomas replied. "You are correct. When we started playing with BDSM, Nikki was 
my Daddy and that's how things stayed for a while. But, when we started trying to switch things up, we hit a 
problem." Tommy gave a half smile as he remembered their early attempts. "I found it difficult to successfully 
dominate Nikki. Rather like you, agori, a few days ago, he didn't seem to be able to make the last drop into 
deep subspace. At first we thought it was because he was still subconsciously teaching me but we soon 


realised there was more to it." 
"In what way?" Richie asked, clearly interested in the dynamics. 


"Put simply, Nikki needs a harder level of BDSM than | was able to give him. At that stage | was too 


inexperienced and scared of hurting him to be able to provide the level of pain he needed." 

"So what did you do?" Jon spoke up. 

"Something we probably should've done much sooner," Thomas shrugged, "We asked for help. Nikki phoned 
Mistress J for advice. Before | knew it we were in a four way conversation with her and Adrian about our sex 
life" 

"Fuck," Jon mumbled as Richie grinned broadly. "That had to be..awkward." 

"| bet," Richie agreed "As | remember Mistress J is somewhat intimidating." 

"Totally awkward and very intimidating," Thomas laughed, although he couldn't stop the embarrassed blush 
from flushing his face. "I was almost too frightened to speak.but it was worth it. Not only did Mistress J 


identify our issues, but she was also able to introduce us to someone who could help us to resolve them." 


"0h?!" Richie queried. 


"She was the one who introduced us to Master Jason, who lived nearby and was a good friend of hers, and 
coincidentally, through him, to Enslaved Even if they hadn't been able to help us, that membership alone 
would've been worth the embarrassment factor." 


"It wasn't until we went to our first appointment at Enslaved that | understood just how well trained Nikki 
actually was. He'd never told me that he was already a Master himself. Master Jason helped us define how we 
would identify each other in each of our roles. It was he who persuaded Nikki that it was time to adopt his full 
Title, thus leaving Daddy/ boy for our switch dynamic. He also helped us decide on Thomas and kajiri as my 


names." 


‘Master Jason was the one who devised the strategy of playing a scene first with Master Nikki and kajiri, then 
repeating the same scene under instruction with the roles reversed. The first time | tried | couldn't bring 
myself to work my boy hard enough and Master Jason had to step in. | was horrified by the level of damage 
he inflicted." Thomas looked directly at Jon as he continued, "Much like you were, koutavi, when you first saw 


my agori's back. However he did succeed in successfully dropping my boy." 


Jon winced at the memory and Richie pulled him into his arms, whispering reassurances to him until he visibly 


relaxed. 
"What happened?" Jon queried, "You know..after?" 


"Afterwards the three of us sat down to debrief. We talked for a long time. Apparently Master Jason had 
spoken in depth to Mistress J during his preparations for our training. She'd guessed where our, well, more 
like my problem lay. She'd told him that even as a teenager Nikki had an unholy tolerance for pain and that this 
threshold had only gotten higher under her training. They were both right. Once | saw and understood what 
Nikki not only could take but needed, then | was able to learn the skills required to be a successful Dom to my 


boy." 
‘lm not sure | could do that," Richie murmured, glancing at the blonde man he still held in his arms. 


| doubt you'll ever need to, agori," Thomas reassured with a smile. "It's highly unlikely that your angel will 
suddenly develop a deeply masochistic streak. Though, if you ever decide to try switching the dynamic, you 


may encounter similar issues." 
"What do you mean?" Jon asked, stepping away from Richie so he was able to see both men's faces. 


"Master Nikki and | discussed many possible eventualities for this week before you arrived. Not only did he 
think that your lover might resist the drop into subspace," Thomas deliberately spoke directly to Jon, "but he 
also warned me that he probably had a pain threshold similar to or possibly even higher than my own. | wasn't 
entirely surprised that | needed to step things up a gear to keep his mind on me where it was supposed to be. 
Perhaps a little..disappointed,” Thomas winked at Richie to soften the slight criticism, "but not surprised." 


"Huh, what did you expect?" Richie grumbled. "But | guess its not that unusual in a sub." 


"| wouldn't know," Thomas shrugged. 
"But surely you played with other subs when you were training?" 

"Nope," Thomas shook his head. ‘Id only ever Dommed Nikki before the start of this week You were my first" 
"Ooh, nearly a virgin lm honoured," Richie grinned. "Though Im not sure my ass agreed the day after: 


"And we already discussed whose fault that was. Okay, | only gave my boy half an hour..rather less than that 


now," Thomas said, "so we don't have much time and we still have things to discuss." 
"What do you need us to do?" Richie asked. 


"Initially I'm going to work with my boy alone and the two of you will wait for my instructions. When | do call 
you over there are a few rules | need you to bear in mind" Thomas shucked out of his shirt and folded it 
neatly. Next to go were his shoes and socks and placed them, along with the shirt, in an empty storage space 


near the doorway into the playroom. 


"My boy absolutely can not tolerate being held face down when bent over, especially if there is weight on his 
upper back or neck or his hands are held behind his back You need to understand..this is as much of a trigger 
for him as ropes and chains were for you." Thomas paused and met both Jon and Richie's gaze, needing to 


reinforce this warning. Both men nodded in understanding. 


"My boy has to settle himself on the bench and once in position he needs to be able to see his hands and 
exactly who is behind him. That's why we positioned the bench near the mirrors. He may choose to close his 


eyes, but he can never be blindfolded when restrained on the bench." 


Thomas stopped as he heard music kick in through the hidden sound system. "That's it, showtime!" he said. 
"Remember, this is not punishment and my boy will enjoy everything we do. It will probably look like | am 
hurting him at times, but this is about his needs not ours. That said, usual playroom rules apply. That includes 
safe words, not only for my boy but for the two of you if you start to feel uncomfortable.” Thomas waited 


until each of the other men nodded their understanding before continuing. 


"Now take your angel and await my instructions," he said to Richie as he moved to the stairs. "We have a Nikki 


spit-roast on the menu tonight, gentlemen" 


Before Thomas took the steps upward, he took a moment to centre himself, breathing deeply and shaking his 
limbs to release the energy build-up. He could hear the soft footfalls coming down from the bedroom level. 
Thomas took the stairs two at a time, easily, up to the main floor to meet his boy, beating him by mere 
moments but enough to pull himself up to full height and crossing his arms over his chest. 


Nikki hit the last of the steps and stopped suddenly, seeing Thomas standing there, waiting for him. "Shit!" he 
swore softly then dropped to his knees before the younger man. "My apologies for my language, Daddy...you 


startled me." 


"You're forgiven this time, my boy," Thomas reached down, threading his fingers through the dark hair. His 


lover was stunning and Thomas would never get tired or blasé about having this man in his life. 


Nikki had refused to allow the grey hair to take over too much, preferring to keep a more youthful 
appearance. He said it made him feel more or less equal in age with Tommy, even though it didn't matter one 
jot to Tommy, who had allowed the first strands of silver to appear naturally. "Have you readied yourself for 
your night of pleasure?" 


| have, Daddy," Nikki replied. "I've showered, cleaned and opened myself." 


"Very good, my boy," Thomas nodded. Withdrawing his fingers from Nikki's hair, he unbuckled his belt and pulled 
it slowly from the loops, making it hiss as it slithered out. Nikki's eyes focussed hungrily on it as Thomas 
looped it around Nikki's neck, fashioning a loose leash. "Lets go then," he said, giving the belt a little tug and 
Nikki moved to his hands and knees. 


Thomas walked slowly down the stairs, allowing for Nikki's awkward descent, something they had done numerous 
times before. Nikki's playlist was still playing softly throughout the house and when they reached the final 
step, Thomas noticed that the others had lowered the lights in the playroom, setting the mood. He led Nikki 
inside the door and dropped the leash, a signal for Nikki to rest momentarily after the precarious trip down 
the stairs. 


As Nikki settled on his knees, the sheen of light sweat covering his naked body gleamed in the low lights, 
Thomas moved to the battered couch. He glanced around the room, looking for the other men and seeing them 
waiting in a darkened corner. Clever , Thomas thought. He noticed that Jon was also naked and kneeling beside 


Richie, who was standing in a similar authoritative stance as he had been moments before. 


With a curt nod of acknowledgement to the other couple, Thomas sat, getting himself comfortable. "Come to 
Daddy, boy," he said, patting his lap. "Let's get that delicious ass of yours nicely warmed up." 


Thomas watched Nikki and noticed the brief lowering of his feline-green eyes and the long exhale as he allowed 


his dominant persona to retreat behind his submissive side. 


Thomas thought it was the most erotic thing he could witness and he was lucky to do so every time he 


Dommed his boy. 


"That's it, my boy," Thomas crooned as Nikki crawled to him, waiting for his invitation to submit himself across 
Thomas' lap. Slipping the belt from around Nikki's neck, he splayed his hand around it as he'd done in the car. 
Their eyes met and held; brown to green, heart to heart. "Come," Thomas said, releasing his grip and holding 


his hand out to his boy. 


Nikki, ever cat-like in his movements, gracefully moved to lay his body over Thomas’ legs. His weight was a 


welcome one to Thomas' comforting, grounding. 


Thomas’ palms itched with the need to touch his lover, so, giving in to that need, he trailed his finger down the 
bumps of Nikki's spine, traversing the North to South route. Not only were the muscles jumping and playing 
against his fingertip at the touch, but Nikki's chest and stomach bellowed against his legs. 


‘| remember when you got this tattoo," he murmured, slowly tracing the points of the sun as spoke. "It was 
shocking, imposing in its size at first. Storm was a little frightened of it too. But what | remember the most 
was the way you had to let me care for you. Do you remember the little ditty I'd made up?" 


"Yes, Daddy," Nikki responded a little breathlessly. "It was for Storm at first..out | loved it most when you said 
it” 


"You did?!" Thomas asked. "Would you like me to recite it now?" 
"Yes, please, Daddy." 


Thomas sifted his fingers beneath Nikki's hair at his nape and felt the shiver run through him before 


retracing the lines as he said softly, "North, south, east, west..you'll always know who loves you best." 


It seemed a little corny now but it brought back fond memories as he allowed his hands to roam freely over 
his submissive, seeking out and invading every crevice, reminding Nikki exactly who owned his body. Beneath his 
hair, in his armpits, between his buttocks and below his balls; every nook and every cranny was to know his 


touch. 


Nikki was virtually humming, vibrating beneath his hands as a cat would purr at its owner's affection. It wasn't 
to last, however, as Thomas sent a resounding crack of his palm against the older man's ass, causing all in the 


room to jump at the sound. 


"That is one, boy. How many more should | give you to make your bottom as pink as a woman's pussy?" 
Thomas paused as he willed himself to slow his racing body down. It was akin to the first snort of blow and 


the euphoria that crashed through you as the chemical hit. 


"Will another five get you hard? Or will it be ten, or even twenty, that will make your cock dribble and cream 
like a pussy would?" 


"Fuck," Nikki breathed and Thomas could hear movement behind him from the other couple, all but forgotten in 
the shadows of the room. "Tw-twenty, please, Daddy." 


"Twenty?!" Thomas sounded surprised even though he wasn't. "If twenty is what my boy wants..then that's 


what he's going to get. You will count each one starting with the one you've already received. 


"Yes, Daddy," Nikki answered as he shifted back into a more comfortable position to receive more. "One." 


"Good boy," Thomas said as he set his arm into action. Nikki dutifully counted the strikes while the burn in 
Tommy's arm and the sting in his palm was equally erotic as getting his dick sucked by some random stranger 
at work. However, his greatest desire was to mark his lover with his hand print, making his boy's ass pink and 


hot to the touch as his cock tapped against Thomas’ thigh. 


"Spread those legs for me, boy," Thomas said breathlessly and Nikki did as instructed even though his thighs 
quivered from the strain of the unusual position. Thomas gripped each of the reddened cheeks in his hands and 


squeezed hard. Nikki grunted with the pain but said nothing. 


Separating the fleshy globes, Thomas exposed his lover's most vulnerable entrance to the room. It begged for 
Thomas’ touch, clenching open and closed like a child's greedy hand in a bowl of candies. 


"Look at that," Thomas moaned. "So beautiful. So needy." He bent and kissed the cleft at the top of Nikki's ass, 
breathing deeply of his lover's scent. 


"Please." Nikki shivered at the touch, the feel of Thomas' warm breath on his hole, pushing his hips up, seeking 
more. "More..please, Daddy." 


Thomas dug his fingers into the abused flesh once more and dipped his tongue lower, circling the puckered 
rose, wetting it with as much of his saliva as possible. Inching his middle finger forward, he pushed against the 
aperture with steady pressure, knowing exactly how much it would take for Nikki to open to him. "That's it, my 
baby boy. Open that ass for your Daddy." 


Letting a dribble of spit trickle from his mouth to the older man's ass, Thomas worked his finger in, finally 
feeling the tight ring give way. He worked diligently until he had Nikki open enough for Richie's chosen toy. 


"Agóri?!" Thomas called out. 

"Yes, Sir?" 

"Bring me your choice for my boy's pleasure tonight," Thomas instructed. 

"Yes, Sir." Richie stepped out from the shadows and over to where Thomas had laid all the implements earlier. 
The silver glinted in the downlights and it caught Nikki's attention, as his boy emitted a hoarse groan. Thomas 
knew it was in pleasure rather than fear due to the increase in tapping against his leg by Nikki's cock, his 


pants were becoming damp at the spot where it touched 


Richie stepped beside Thomas and held out the large silver J-shaped hook, the end covered in a series of solid 
balls that would rub against his prostate and a chain and collar affixed to the shank 


"Thank you, agóri," Thomas said, dismissing the man. Richie nodded and melted into the shadows again, taking up 
his position beside the kneeling Jon, placing a hand on his angel's head. 


"Do you see what your friend has chosen for your pleasure tonight, my boy?" Thomas asked, turning the 


metal hook this way and that to catch the light. "Mistress J's gift to you. Very appropriate, don't you think?!" 
Nikki licked his lips, looking at the hook hungrily in the mirrors. "Yesss," he hissed, forgetting his manners. 


Thomas, ignoring the misdemeanour, caught Nikki's eyes in the mirror and held them as he sucked the metal 
balls into his mouth. He made sure they were wet and completely covered before removing them from his 


mouth with a slight pop. 


‘Open for me, boy," Thomas said and placed the first ball against Nikki's hole. He rubbed around the opening 
with his fingers to relieve any residual tension as he pressed the smallest ball through the ring of muscle, 
eliciting a long moan from Nikki. "Shhh," Tommy soothed, as the second one followed almost immediately. 
"Almost there." He pressed the final, largest ball in and felt the quake run through the man on his lap as he 
seated the large hook correctly. 


"Donel" he exclaimed triumphantly. 


"Kneel, boy," Thomas instructed and waited for Nikki to slowly slide from his lap whilst he still held the collar 


and chain in his hand. 
He tugged none too gently on the chain, giving it a short, sharp yank. Nikki's eyes rolled back in his head and his 
mouth slackened allowing Thomas to surprise him with a bruising kiss, feeling Nikki surrender to the oral 


assault. 


Without warning, Thomas drew away roughly, leaving Nikki reeling on his knees. Quickly, he fastened the thick 
leather collar around his lover's neck whilst his boy was still fighting against the drugging kiss. 


"Alright," Thomas said, standing upright, leaving Nikki kneeling at his feet. "Now that our meal is prepped, we 


can move on to the cooking process." 


~ Ke 
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"Alright," Thomas said, standing upright, leaving Nikki kneeling at his feet. "Now that our meal is prepped, we 


can move on to the cooking process." He snorted in amusement at his own joke, ruffling Nikki's hair. 


Thomas gave Nikki's head a little push before stepping away to stand beside the bench that loomed ominously 
to one side of the room. Thomas stood at the end closest to the mirrors and cocked his hip against it. "Come 


to Daddy, boy," he purred, curling his finger toward Nikki. 


The older man had turned his head toward Thomas, his eyes flicked hungrily over him before sliding over to 
the bench. Thomas noticed the twitch of a smirk pull at his boy's lips before he moved to his hands and 


knees. 


There was still a good amount of willfulness in his submissive's movements as he made his way across the 
floor; his hips and shoulder blades popping and rolling with each cat-like tread, the collar and chain only adding 
to the illusion. Thomas allowed himself a smirk of his own, careful not to show the recognition on his face. His 


boy would not be so cocky by the end of the night. 


Nikki planted himself at Thomas’ feet, head bowed, but the clench of his biceps belied his relaxed exterior. 
Thomas waited a long moment, drawing out the anticipation before he reached for Nikki's face, cupping his 
cheek in a loving caress, scratching lightly behind Nikki's ear..moments before pinching his lobe hard between 
his fingers. 


Thomas bent toward his submissive and whispered in his ear, "I see you, Master." Thomas felt rather than 
heard Nikki's gasp before it morphed into a soft snarl. "But this will be the only time | acknowledge you this 


evening. Let go and give yourself over to absolute pleasure. | will have my submissive..and soon 


He took the older man's head in both hands and ground his crotch into Nikki's face to make his point before 
turning away, barking, "Get up, boy." 


Nikki shifted to his haunches, the chain down his spine chinking softly as gravity pulled it down to the top of 
the silver shank that protruded between his buttock cheeks. Shimmying his way onto the bench, Nikki settled 


himself comfortably, eyeing off the room warily in the mirror now that he was elevated somewhat. 


Knowing Nikki's routine and waiting until the fidgeting and twitching had eased, Thomas circled around the bench 
slowly. When he deemed his submissive to be where he needed to be, shoulders more relaxed and his breathing 


steady, Thomas stopped in front of Nikki. "You are here of your own free will?" 
"Yes, Daddy," Nikki answered. 


"Then give me your colour, boy, so that we can continue," Thomas said, placing his finger under Nikki's chin and 
lifting it to look into his eyes. Thomas wouldn't normally ask but his lover seemed unsettled. He assumed it was 
having the others in the room that Nikki was picking up on, with anticipation and excitement being added to the 


mix. 
"Green, Daddy," he replied. 


Thomas nodded and kissed the top of Nikki's head. Stepping to the side of the bench, he ran his hands over 
Nikki, following the plains of his muscles, feeling the dampness of the sweat that had broken out over him 
from the spanking. 


"Right then," Thomas said, "let's see what we can do with you.” 
Giving the shank of the hook a firm tug and eliciting a moan from the still-unbound man, before laying the flat 
of his palms against Nikki's ass. The warmth that was emanating from the large muscles was satisfying. He 


was pleased that they were still flushed with his handprints. 


Curling his fingers into the muscles, Thomas felt the slight tension before Nikki obviously gave over to the 
release. "That's it, boy," he murmured, praising his lover. "I'll take care of you, my love." 


Putting all the pressure into his thumbs, Thomas followed the hamstrings down the back of Nikki's thighs, only 
softening when he reached the curve behind his knees. Continuing over the calves, Nikki's Achilles and into the 
tender flesh of the arch of his foot making his toes flex and curl. 


Thomas dropped to his haunches between Nikki's spread legs and nipped at the instep on each foot, distracting 
his boy as he affixed the buckles of the thick leather straps around his ankles and upper calves. When he was 
satisfied that they were secure but easily released if need be, Thomas pointed his tongue and licked up the 
inside of one thigh to where Nikki's legs met. 


Nikki preferred to have his dick pressed down against the side of the bench rather than beneath his stomach, 
which suited Thomas as it gave him complete access to his deliciously heavy balls and meaty cock. Spreading 
the thick cheeks, Thomas buried his face between them, tonguing around the metal that invaded Nikki's 


puckered hole, sliding lower to the sensitive perineum before mouthing at his balls. 


‘Mmm..yes," Nikki moaned, shifting back restlessly when Thomas sucked one into his mouth, swirling his tongue 
hungrily around and around until his saliva was dribbling down his chin and onto Nikki's dick. 


Without proceeding any further, knowing that Nikki wanted more, Thomas gave one final swipe of his tongue 
through the cleft and stood. He gripped Nikki's hips and ground his still-clothed cock against his submissive's 
ass before moving away. 


“Should you," Thomas said, addressing the others still lurking in the shadows, "ever choose to be in this 
situation,” he motioned to Nikki's prone body, scooping up the loose chain and making it jiggle, "then never affix 
the chain beneath the torso strapping." 


He demonstrated by overlapping the thick, padded leather strap without fastening it. "It could get caught and 
become a choking hazard. Always slide the strap underneath," he held the chain in one hand and fed the leather 
through the gap, "before securing it” Thomas then said, "It also frees the chain up to do this," he gave the 
chain a swift tug and Nikki's moan filled the room. Thomas chuckled and moved to where he'd placed the 
flogger and crop alongside a couple of bottles of water. 


"Noted, Sir," Richie said from the shadows. 

Opening the drink bottle, Thomas took a long swallow before offering it to Nikki. "Hydrate, boy. Its going to be a 
long night," he said, offering the bottle to the older man. Nikki took the offering with one hand and gulped down 
a couple of mouthfuls whilst Thomas fastened the straps on the other. Nikki handed the bottle back when he'd 
taken his fill before that arm was also strapped into place by the thick, yet pliable leather. 

"You both need to stay hydrated also," Thomas said as he collected the flogger from where it lay. 


"Thank you, Sir, it's already taken care of," Richie replied, pointing to two water bottles at his feet. 


"Excellent. A good Dom will always forward-plan' 


Thomas paced around his bound subject, setting the flogger swirling, getting a feel for the weight distribution 
and getting his mindset right before even touching his lover's skin with it. This was one of their softer 
floggers, with no added beading designed to bruise harshly or break the skin. It would still sting enough to 
deliver the desired result for tonight, however, especially when Thomas knew exactly what he needed to do to 


drop his submissive into subspace. 
He rolled his shoulders and neck, stretching and warming muscles as any good athlete would do before a 


marathon. Meeting Nikki's attentive gaze in the mirror, Thomas calmly stared him down until the older man's 


green eyes lowered in deference. He took that as his cue. 

He started by gently swishing the tails of suede over the tattooed skin, from shoulders to toes, allowing Nikki 
to get accustomed to the feel. He followed the brush of the flogger with his hand, lightly slapping here and 
there. 

"Always start out at a gentle pace and touch," Thomas said out loud, continuing to instruct the incipient Dom 
watching from the shadows. "Work your way up into the harder strikes, giving your submissive time to enter 
into subspace at a healthy rate. Otherwise, you'll damage the skin too quickly and all they'll feel is pain 

"Yes, Sir," Richie acknowledged. 

Swish-thwack. 

Thomas sent the first of his slightly harder strikes to Nikki's ass. The man clenched his buttocks in reply to 
that first strike, the metal shank and chain jingling from the sudden movement and Thomas' body responded in 
kind, as though his dick was squeezed within that contraction 

"Mmm," Thomas hummed. "That's it, isn't it, boy?" Swish-thwack. "This is what you've been needing?" 

"Yes, Daddy," Nikki moaned. Swish-thwack. "I-l.oh god..." 

"Do you want more, my little one?" Swish-thwack. Swish-thwack. Swish-thwack 


"Fuck..yes!" he gasped, uselessly tugging at his secure restraints in frustration. "Please..please, Daddy." 


"Then more you shall have," Thomas said, setting the purple strands swirling, finding his rhythm after a short 


while and losing himself in the repetitiveness, yet still hyper-aware of his submissive's wellbeing. 


Nikki's heavy breathing filled the air, broken only by his occasional taunts, which earned him a pause in 
Thomas’ attention, or pleas for more. Thomas knew he was right on the money with intensity as the intricate 


filigree of redness became more apparent, shining brighter than the heavy colours of his tattoos. 


By the time Thomas paused, standing back from the bench to appraise his handiwork, Nikki was calmer in his 
restraints and a light sheen of sweat had broken out over his reddened body. 


Thomas thought back to the beginning of the week when he was lashing Richie. If he'd pushed him this far with 
the flogger then the new Dom would have been in deep subspace by this stage, even without the switch of 
implements. As it was, Nikki was still barely bordering on the edge. 


"Stunning," Thomas murmured. "Have you had enough, boy?" 
Nikki shook his head furiously, dark, sweaty hair flying. "No!" he exclaimed. "Please, Daddy..| want more." 


"More?" Thomas asked, hanging the flogger from a small hook on the side of the bench for just the purpose of 
temporary storage. "More what, boy?" 


He retrieved the water bottle and opened the straw, holding it at Nikki's lips. "More water? It's there, boy. Take 


some!" 
Nikki took a small, shaky sip. "Not..water," he said, turning his head away, indicating that he'd had enough. 


"You will hydrate!" Thomas barked and Nikki obediently turned back, taking another sip. "What else could you 
possibly want, boy? Hold still" Lifting the dark hair from Nikki's neck, Thomas trickled some of the cool water 
across his boy's neck and down his spine only to lap at the liquid that pooled in the small of his back, mingling 
with the salty tang of Nikki's copious sweat. 


"Cock, Daddy," Nikki breathed as Thomas allowed the water to dribble down between the cleft of the bound 
man's cheeks. Nikki flinched at the shock of the coolness on his heated skin. "I want your cock! Please, Daddy?" 
he whined. 


"You want..hal" Thomas scoffed, stalking to stand in front of Nikki. "Boy..you don't get my cock yet! You haven't 
earned it. You gotta work for this dick," he said, gripping himself through his pants, taunting the older man 
with its girth and length. He was already hard and aching, made even worse by Nikki's plea to be allowed to 
have it. 


"What d'ya wanna do with it?" he asked as he slowly unfastened the buttons and allowed the bulbous head of 


his cock to make an appearance as he watched Nikki lick his lips, straining in his bonds toward it. 


"Nooo!" Thomas took a step back and his lover let out a whine of disappointment, his green eyes flashing up at 
him. "Please..please, Daddy. | need it! | want it!" 


"That may be so, little one," Thomas said, pushing the denim down his legs to pool at his feet. Stepping out of 
them, he turned so that his back was near Nikki's head and bent forward to retrieve his pants from the floor, 


deliberately pushing his ass into his lover's face. "But you can kiss my ass in the meantime." 


Thomas braced his hands on his knees as Nikki buried his face into his Daddy's ass with undisquised glee. 
Thomas sighed softly, taking a long moment to revel in his lover's mouth skills before calling aloud, "I trust 


your engines are running hard over there? Koutavi! Front and centre!" 


Tommy disengaged himself from Nikki's mouth reluctantly, causing a small howl of disappointment from the 
bound man. "No! I'm not..! want..." 


He turned and bent down to Nikki's level. Threading his fingers through the dark hair, he observed silently as 
Nikki's wild green eyes searched his face. "Don't worry, boy," Thomas murmured. "I'll be back soon enough but 
in the meantime," Thomas glanced up as Jon appeared at his side, naked and clearly very aroused, "my koutavi 


will help your mouth stay occupied." 


Claiming Nikki's lips, Thomas kissed him deeply, chasing the slight tang of himself over the older man's tongue 
while his fingers scratched gently at the man's nape. Reluctantly breaking free, Thomas whispered, "My boy,’ 
against Nikki's ear moments before he stood upright. 


Turning to Jon, but addressing Nikki, Thomas said, "Boy! Listen well. You are to eat my koutavi's ass just as you 
ate mine. He will be allowed to fuck your mouth and kiss you. But neither of you are permitted to cum. Do | 
make myself clear?" He pinned both submissives with a stern glare. 


"Yes, Sir," Jon replied as Nikki mumbled his acknowledgement. 


"Good," Thomas nodded before manhandling a compliant Jon into the best position, leaving him with a searing 


kiss and an “Enjoy little one." He then took a few steps to where the crop lay waiting. 


"Oh, koutavi..," a small shiver of anticipation ran through him as his fingers wrapped around the smaller handle, 
"| wouldn't stick your cock in his mouth for a little while just yet." Thomas held the crop out to allow his 


koutavi to see it. 
"Yes, Sir," Jon replied, his eyes widening in understanding. 
"Don't worry, agori," Thomas said to the man still standing in the corner. "Your turn will come soon enough.” 


"l'm a patient man, Sir," Richie responded with a slight nod of his head. "But, | feel a little overdressed now... 
mind if | balance things up?" 


"You may," Thomas acquiesced watching the swift movements in the semi-light, as a change of plan sprang 
into his mind. "Then come over here, out of the shadows. | want to show you something." While waiting, Thomas 


inspected the crop again, tapping the end against his palm, feeling the slight sting associated with it. 


The naked man appeared beside him and Thomas briefly looked him over. "| thought you might like to 
experience what it's like to work with a sub with a high pain tolerance?" He handed the crop to a stunned 


Richie as Nikki let out a soft whine from between Jon's cheeks. Jon swore softly and huffed out a breath. 


Thomas wasn't sure if Nikki's whine was because of his words or just from his boy enjoying himself. 
"l.um.im not sure." Richie started. 


"That you can take the crop to him as hard as he needs?" Thomas offered. "You can and you will. You can't 
hesitate as a Dom; if you hesitate, you could hurt or maim your sub. You need to think quickly, on your feet 
if you don't have the time to plan ahead, and you need to make clear decisions. But you do not hesitate." 


Thomas curled Richie's fingers around the crop handle before moving behind him. He pointed out how and 
where to use the crop, including the no-go areas, before fitting his body up close to Richie's now-naked form, 
guiding his arm through the air demonstrating the required movement. The man's unconscious slight push-back 


against Thomas’ hip did not go unnoticed either. 


Once Thomas was confident with Richie's newly acquired skill, he murmured softly, "Let him know you're about 
to start with a touch or by talking to him." Stepping back but not before dropping a kiss on the older man's 
shoulder, he added, "And remember..it's for his pleasure." 


Richie gave him a nod and Thomas wandered to where Jon was bent in front of his counterpart. Thomas made 
sure to keep out of Nikki's line of sight until Richie started, which, at this point in time, wasn't difficult 


considering how deeply his face was buried into Jon's ass. 


"Oh, fuck..." Richie murmured from behind him and Thomas glanced over his shoulder. The man, his lover's ex, 
was running his hands, unfettered, over Nikki's heated skin. He couldn't blame him. Nikki, bound, immobile and 


needy, was a sight to be revered. 


Thomas caught Richie's gaze and raised an eyebrow in question, receiving a nod in return. Richie stepped back 
and readied himself. Swish-thwack. The crop landed true against Nikki's ass and the man yelped. Thomas grinned 


at the new Dom, receiving a somewhat shaky but satisfied one in return. 


Now that Richie had his first-day nerves out of the way, Thomas resumed his stroll to the younger sub, 


though keeping a close eye on the crop-wielding man at the same time. 


At the next strike, Thomas hooked his fingers beneath Jon's chin, bringing his head up so that he could look 
into the baby blues, checking the mental state of this newest submissive. "He eats good ass, doesn't he?" 
Thomas asked. 


‘Mmm..yes, Sir," Jon moaned, his eyes rolling slightly, which coincided with Richie's next strike and Nikki's 


involuntary response. 


Thomas swiped his thumb across Jon's bottom lip, slowly, roughly, and the blonde's tongue chased it. Thomas 
felt a swoop deep in his belly. Pure lust. Similar but still different to his desire for his life partner. 


Jon's face softened as Nikki's tongue resumed its diligent work. Thomas chose that moment to dip his head and 
take the blonde's mouth with his own, swallowing the soft noise of surprise that came from the other man. 
Swiftly scooping the shorter man's face into both hands, Thomas ruthlessly deepened the kiss. Caught between 
the two lovers' miristrations, Jon's hands clutched desperately at his arms, unconsciously widening his stance 
at the same time. 


Thomas shifted one hand, trailing it down Jon's throat, pressing his thumb against the man's heavy pulse at 
the base of his throat. It spiked now and again, obviously when something pleased his senses. Continuing down, 
Jon's mouth still willingly pressing against his, Thomas sifted through the thick, greying hair and found one of 
the man’s nipples. He pinched it hard before soothing it with a gentle rub, feeling it harden beneath the circular 


motion. 
Swish-thwack 


Richie's slow but steady hits drew a long groan from his dark-haired lover. Nikki had finally wrenched his 
mouth from Jon's ass, his head starting to droop. Thomas disengaged himself from Jon's sweet lips and held 
the blonde close to his chest as he straightened. 


"Boy?!" He waited until Nikki looked at him, the confusion in his eyes once it registered that Thomas was in 
front of him and not the one leaving stripes over his ass and legs. Thomas smirked and said, "That's right, boy. 
Its your Street Rat marking your ass." 


Nikki's eyes widened in surprise. "Street Rat?" he breathed. 


"That's me," Richie replied, joining them at Nikki's head, swirling his wrist that loosely gripped the handle of the 


crop. 
"Huh," Nikki's soft reply was barely audible, trying to find the energy to keep his head up. 

"He did well, did he not, boy?" Thomas asked. 

"Yes, Sir," he breathed. "Thank you, Sir," Nikki said, turning his unfocused green eyes to Richie. 

Richie bent and kissed Nikki hungrily, obviously tasting his husband on his ex-lover's mouth and tongue. He 
straightened, facing his husband and Thomas, holding the crop out on his open palm and said, "I thank you for 
the opportunity, Sir, but | feel | must defer to your experience from here on. Your boy will benefit most under 


your firm hands." He winked and sent Thomas a smirk. 


Thomas appreciated Richie's candour and show of respect. "I'm guessing you'd like your angel back, in that 
case?" he asked. 


"l'm sure | speak for him when | say," Richie responded with a regal incline of his head, "that we willingly 


submit to your bidding, Sir." 


"Perfect," Thomas breathed, accepting the proffered instrument and pushing Jon toward Richie. "Find something 
to keep these two busy up here. I'll continue where you left off at the fun end" 


Leaving Richie talking softly to his angel, Thomas flicked the flat end-piece of the crop sharply onto Nikki's 
shoulders, making the older man flinch in surprise. It had been a place that he'd denied Richie, as a beginner, 
from marking. "That's right, boy. Daddy's back in charge now" Thomas chuckled evilly when Nikki emitted a 
happy little noise. 


Inspecting Richie's work, and finding it more than satisfactory, Thomas tucked the crop beneath his arm and 
swept his hands over Nikki's flanks. The reddened glutes were hot to the touch as his boy wriggled restlessly 
beneath his palms. The stripes Richie had left with the crop were a deeper red, bordering on purple in some 


places. 
His boy was going to have trouble sitting for the next day or so. 


Dragging his nails over the impact-sensitive skin, Thomas noticed the dribble of thickish, silvery fluid from the 
tip of Nikki's cock, following gravity to the floor. He felt the small splash on his toes as it hit the ground. 


"You like that, boy?" Thomas said over the moans and slurping coming from the other end of the bench. 


"Yesss!" Nikki hissed. "Thank you, Da-bbeh..ogh ogh ogh," he added, as his mouth was stuffed, without 
preamble, by Richie's cock. 


The fledgling Dom had his angel kneeling close to the bench, his blonde head next to his boy's, and was fucking 
both mouths with great gusto. Thomas had to give it to the man; he had jumped into his new role with both 
feet. 


Dropping to his haunches between his lover's spread thighs, Thomas watched in fascination as another bubble 
of precum was forming. Taking the keeper, the flat leather of the crop, Thomas held it underneath to catch 
the droplet before bringing it to his tongue. He swiped the very tip through the droplet. He let it melt onto the 


rest of his tongue and Thomas closed his eyes and sighed at his lover's familiar taste. 


"So sweet," he murmured. Leaning forward, and spreading Nikki's thighs wider with his hands, Thomas licked a 
broad stripe up and down his boy's length, eliciting a loud groan from Nikki, milking another globule of fluid 


from him to consume. With a small growl, Thomas stood again to resume his duties. 


Casting a critical eye over the other two as he stepped around them, he snapped his fingers to get their 
attention and asked, "Colours?" He waited until all activity had ceased and three sets of eyes turned his way, 
each showing varying degrees of lust-filled focus. 


Receiving a chorus of " Green, Sir" from both the guests, Thomas nodded. Threading his fingers through 
Nikki's dark hair and scratching his nails against the man's scalp, he repeated the same question 


‘Mmm..g-green..," Nikki replied shakily. 
"Are you sure?" 
"Y-yes, Daddy," Nikki whimpered. "Need to..need to cum..," he added desperately, "please?!" 


"I know, baby," Thomas said. "But we're not finished yet" He kissed Nikki, awkwardly but as deeply as he could 
to assuage his lover's distress. "We're gonna make you feel so good, my little boy," Thomas murmured before 


standing straight again. 


He walked around the bench and tapped Nikki in various places with the crop, including the soles of his feet, 
varying the intensity and speed, making the older man yelp in perceived pain and squirm violently in his 


restraints. 
"Oh-ho," Thomas crowed. "Finally! That's the reaction | was waiting for, boy!" 


A gurgled response was his only answer. Thomas snapped the crop across Nikki's feet a few more times, 


listening to his increasingly desperate moans, his toes stretching and curling to dissipate the sting. 


Carefully, nimbly, he threw his leg over the bench and straddled his lover, gingerly standing over the man, 
using the base of the bench to give him a little more height. From his position over top of Nikki, Thomas could 


look down between those delicious cheeks and also have the man's balls and cock within easy reach. 


Reaching around behind him, Thomas flicked the quick release on the chain that attached to the collar and 
pulled it through his legs, wrapping it loosely around his fist. 


Taking advantage of his position, Thomas, using his dominant hand, struck Nikki's ass with the crop as he 
tugged on the chain with the other. The bellowing of Nikki's chest against the insides of Thomas’ thighs was a 


good indication of how he was affected since his boy's mouth was full of dick. 


"You like this, boy?!" Thomas asked, tugging on the chain sharply. Looking down, Nikki's flesh now had a 
crosshatch of welts up and down his legs. His ass was deepening into a stunning darkish purple. The sight kicked 
Tommy in the gut and he took a moment to savour the slow, hot curl of desire's flames that licked at his 


innards. 

Hs! 

It was the baseness, the rawness, the depravity of his and Nikki's mutually agreed on activities down in the 
playroom that fed that flame as equally as their softness and tenderness, their deep and abiding love for each 


other and their daughter that sustained his soul. 


"Oh god..yes, Daddy!" 


Letting the chain loose, it slithered through the cleft between Nikki's cheeks. Thomas then reached between the 
spread legs, skillfully wrapping the chain around the heavy balls that hung down before taking the chain and 
Nikki's cock in one hand, slowly stroking him. He wasn't sure what was harder, the man's dick or the chain. The 


only difference was that the links in the chain made it the more pliable of the two. 


"Ohh... fuck ...." Nikki gasped at the touch and his hips started rolling against the padded wood beneath him. 
'Mmm..pl-please..need to..chhhh," his boy moaned, barely able to fully form any type of word, let alone 


sentences at this stage. 


"You keep that fuckin’ ass still, boy!" Thomas sent a reminder of what was expected with a flick of his wrist. 
The crop landed true, anointing the already tender flesh with a resounding snap. Nikki cried out but stilled his 


subconscious movements. 
"l-Im sorry, Daddy," Nikki pleaded breathlessly. "lm sorry..sorry..pl-please.’ 


"Silence him," Thomas said over his shoulder as he manoeuvred off the bench. "One of you keep him busy while 


| remove this hook." 


Richie murmured something to Jon, setting him to work by distracting Nikki with deep kisses before saying, 
"Sir? May | suggest something before you remove it?" 


"Of course," Thomas said, appraising the dark-haired man. "Speak up." 
"May | choose a vibrator?" Richie asked. "A little..payback..if you will?" 


"Excellent ideal" Thomas nodded. "If you wish to use the plug-in one, it's in the lower cabinet to the left," he 
said, pointing to the door in question. Richie nodded to him before turning toward the storage shelves. 


"You hear that, boy?" Thomas asked, laying himself lightly over Nikki's back to reach his ear, bracing himself 
with his arms to hold his weight off his boy's back, deliberately sliding his cock through the channel between 
his cheeks. "Your Street Rat wants a little retribution," he said. Nikki tried to wrest away from Jon's mouth 
but Thomas muttered a quick, "Uh-ahh," before he straightened up. 


While he waited for Richie to make his choice, Thomas curled his fingers around Nikki's hips, digging them into 
the soft flesh and ground himself against the shank of the hook, making it shift within his lover. Nikki groaned 
and whimpered pitifully against Jon's mouth but his koutavi swallowed the sounds, feasting hungrily on them as 
though they were his lifeblood. 


Richie returned, petting his angel's head on his way past, and presented Thomas with one of their more basic 
vibrators. Thomas knew it well. It didn't have all the bells and whistles of some of the ones they had but it had 
a strong vibration function and was similar in size to both he and Richie, sitting somewhere in between in 


length and girth. 


"You chose well, agóri," Thomas praised, taking a step back from the deliciousness that was Nikki's ass to focus 
his attention. Thomas took it from his hand, giving it a once-over visually and turned it on to check it before 


handing it back. 
Richie arched his brow in question. 


"Do as you wish, agori," Thomas said, granting him permission. "Tonight is all about pleasure, so why should you 


not have similar pleasure." 


"Thank you, Sir," Richie smirked before lowering himself to his knees beside Nikki's spread thighs. The musician 
started the vibe buzzing, touching it to Nikki's welts and bruises and his lover shuddered violently, crying out 
into Jon's waiting lips. 


Judging by his boy's responses, Nikki was teetering on the edge of his complete surrender to subspace. It was 


not going to take much to swipe that delicate balance out from underneath him. 


"On the metal, agóri," Thomas suggested and Richie touched the tip of the vibe to the loose chain that was still 


partially wrapped around his cock. 


Nikki stiffened, wrenching his mouth free of Jon's and letting go of a guttural cry as though he'd been 


electrocuted. Thomas glanced at Richie who was grinning widely. "Well, well, well," the kneeling man said. 


"Koutavil" Thomas called to the younger man. "He still breathing?" he asked with a chuckle as Richie touched 
the vibe again to the chain. 


"Yes, Sir," Jon replied. "He's drooling a little but he's okay. I'm taking good care of your boy, Sir." 


"Good to hear! And you?" Thomas asked. He was holding Nikki's cheeks wide as Richie laid the vibrator firmly 
against the shank of the hook causing tremors to jolt through his boy's hips. 


"Ready to bust a nut, Sir," Jon replied, his voice slightly strangled but relatively calm. "But my colour is green, 
Sir." 


"Well done, koutavi," he said, giving the hook a slow, steady tug upward. Nikki's hips came up with the hook, 
raising off the platform barely an inch in total but the groan that emanated from him was worth it. Thomas 


lowered his lover again, rubbing soothing hands over the area. 
"Almost done, baby boy," Thomas crooned. Looking over at Richie, he said, "Ready to do this, man?" 


Richie blinked at the informality but gathered himself and nodded once, "Let's bring it home, Sir. I'm a starving 


man. 


The three worked in unison to edge the bound man over and over again, making him scream and shake until 
Thomas deemed it enough. He reached for the water bottle close by but found it empty. He didn't recall 
finishing it. 


"Koutavi, get him some cool water then make sure you get some yourself," Thomas said. "You too, agori." Both 
men wearily rose from their positions and, with Richie's arm slung over Jon's shoulder, made for the wet 


room where the small fridge was. 


All of the friends were hot, sweaty and as hard as they'd ever been in their lives. The playroom stank of 
sweat and heady male musk Thomas was jonesing for a cigarette too but he wouldn't have one until the scene 
played itself out this time. There was too much at stake. 


He lowered himself to the ground in front of his lover and brushed the sweat-slick hair from Nikki's flushed 
face. "I'm going to take the hook out next, baby boy," Thomas whispered and received a hum of 


acknowledgement. Nikki's eyes were glazed and unfocused, staring unseeing at the floor. 


"| love you so much, Nik-Nak," he continued as his eyes prickled with hot tears suddenly. He knew it was just 
his own Dom headspace, the build-up from the scene, that was the rational reason behind the tears, but it 
was also his love for the older man that was battering at his Dominant side. He cupped Nikki's cheek lovingly 
and brought it up so that their mouths could meet and Thomas kissed his boy hoping that the promise of his 
love would be on Nikki's lips through the rest of the scene. 


He felt a tap on his shoulder and a fresh sipper water bottle being held out to him. "Sir," Richie said. 
"Thank you agóri," Thomas said, taking the bottle and holding the sipper to Nikki's lips. "Drink, boy." 


Nikki blindly took the plastic between his lips and drew the liquid into his mouth as Thomas continued to brush 
away his hair. Thomas drank from the same bottle once Nikki had finished and rose to his full height. He 
trickled the water down Nikki's spine as he had done earlier, watching some of it fall to the floor to mingle with 
the sweat and precum that had already fallen before he tossed Richie the water bottle. The other Dom caught 
it without fumbling even though he had Jon curled against him limply. 


Running his hand down Nikki's spine, Thomas stepped between his lover's thighs once more. With the gentlest of 
touches, Thomas swirled his fingers around Nikki's hole that was pierced with the metal hook. He continued 
that until his lover started to respond to it, the rosy pucker reaching, grasping, seeking his fingers out for 


deeper contact. 


Thomas bent over his lover and anointed his entrance with his kisses, swirling his tongue around the metal 
until it was damp enough to extract without pain. Glancing up to the other couple, he nodded, indicating that he 
was about to remove the hook. Richie shuffled Jon a little closer. 


"Ready, baby boy?" Thomas said, not expecting anything but was pleasantly surprised when he received a 
hoarse," Yes." 


Forgiving the lapse, Thomas gasped the metal shank firmly and slowly started to withdraw it from Nikki's body, 
murmuring sweet words of encouragement the closer the thick balls were to pulling free. Thomas adjusted his 


grip around the warm metal before making the final pull. 


With a strangled cry from Nikki, the largest of the silver balls popped free and the smaller ones followed 
easily. Thomas let the instrument drop to the floor, the chain tinkling as it fell on itself before he soothed the 
aperture with tender kisses and licks. After a few moments, he sat back on his haunches to make a visual 
check on his lover. Once completed, he stood, collecting the hook from the floor and hanging it on the side of 
the bench with the used flogger and crop for cleaning later. 


Thomas strode purposefully around the bench, pleased to note that without instruction Richie tugged Jon back 
a little, allowing the Dominant full access to his sub. His agóri was clearly taking to his new role with ease, 
whilst remaining attentive and deferential to the senior Dominant present. That thought brought a small smile 


to his mouth as he considered the most senior Dominant in the room, both in age and experience. 


The Master of this playroom lay limp and pliant on the bench. His head was dropped low and his chest heaved 
with every breath. The only thing preventing him from dropping to the floor were the thick leather bindings 
securing him in place. In contrast, his cock was rigid where it lay forced down by the wood of the bench. 
Precum pooled on the floor and his balls were drawn up tight against his body ready to spill their load. It was 
a testament to his boy's willpower that he had not allowed himself to cum, a lesser sub would have been 


hard-pressed to resist without the aid of a cock-ring. 


Stopping at the front of the bench and dropping to his haunches, Thomas lifted his sub's head and his brown 


eyes met the glazed green orbs. 


"Colour, boy?" he murmured, more for the benefit of their guests than for himself. He knew his lover and, 


without a doubt, his boy had successfully made the drop into his deep subspace. 
"Green, Daddy" the bound man rasped, his voice barely a whisper. "Please..Daddy. |. need." he trailed off. 


Thomas stroked his fingers over his boy's face before leaning forward and whispering directly into his ear, "I 
know, boy. Soon, very soon" Sitting back and without looking around, he spoke to the other men, "What colour?" 


"Green, Sir," they replied immediately. 
"Good! Now, it would appear that our dinner is cooked to perfection," Thomas said, releasing Nikki's head, which 
dropped back down. Bouncing up, he returned to stand behind the bench. Rubbing his hands over Nikki's ass and 


thighs, he enjoyed the feel of the heat emanating from the red and purple skin. Looking up at the two other 


men, he grinned and added, "It's certainly hot enough! Agori, koutavi, the time has come for us to feast!" 


~ Ke 
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"Good! Now, it would appear that our dinner is cooked to perfection," Thomas said, releasing Nikki's head, which 


dropped back down in exhaustion. 


Richie watched Thomas as he bounced up from his haunches and returned to stand behind the bench. He could 


feel Jon's energy vibrating against him, a mix of excitement and curiosity at what Thomas had planned. 


Rubbing his hands over Nikki's ass and thighs, looking as though he was warming his hands in front of the heat 
emanating from the red and purple skin, Thomas pinned them both in his gaze, grinned and added, "It's certainly 
hot enough! Agóri, koutavi, the time has come for us to feast!" 


Richie looked at Jon in surprise when he made a little noise in the back of his throat. He kissed his angel's 


temple and murmured softly, "Breathe, Angel.” He couldn't really blame Jon. 


Seeing Nikki, who usually gave off an air of vibrancy and authority, even if it was with the devil riding his 
shoulder, limp and now almost lifeless, his cock being the only part of him showing signs of life, was unnerving 
to start with. If it weren't for the shallow, harsh breathing and occasional moans coming from the older man, 


he would've appeared gone from this world. 
"Koutavi," Thomas barked, snapping Richie from his musings. "Care to sample the first tasty morsel?" 


'Sir..wh-why me first?" Jon asked. He stepped from Richie's side and padded over to Thomas. He was about to 
kneel before the Dom in charge when Thomas stopped him with a single shake of his head. 


"You are the smallest," Thomas said, running a slender finger up Jon's shaft. "So consider yourself the starter 
plug, if you will. You will fuck my boy until you cum after which your Sir will add his generous load. Then, as 
the next most senior Dom in the room, I'm gonna fill him to overflowing.’ Thomas chuckled darkly when Nikki 


whimpered. 


Briefly turning his attention from Jon, he gave Nikki's ass a series of short, sharp spanks with his hand, making 
Nikki yelp in pain, and said, "Hush, boy, otherwise you won't get anything." The bound man shifted restlessly 
before stilling. 


| hope you both have a couple of rounds in the chamber ready to shoot. The plan will be to fill this greedy 
ass and then his mouth," Thomas continued before sucking his first two fingers into his mouth to wet them. 
He then slid them into Nikki's ass, pumping them in and out slowly as he continued, "Afterwards, he'll have to 
hold it all until | can plug him." 


"Sir," Richie said through gritted teeth. He was trying desperately not to touch himself as his gaze zeroed in 
on Thomas' fingers. If he blew too soon he didn't know if he'd be able to muster enough energy to go for 
seconds, especially if Thomas was truly intent on following that path. His recovery time wasn't what it used to 
be, especially with all the work his balls had been putting out this week. "Will the plug | chose earlier be 
suitable?" 


"More than suitable, agéri," Thomas said, withdrawing his fingers finally. "You chose well, Now," Thomas turned 
to Jon, "fetch the lube, koutavi, then you can proceed when you're ready. Your Sir and | will keep ourselves 


occupied for the moment" 


The way Thomas’ eyes slid over Richie had him shivering with anticipation as Jon dashed to the closest bottle 
of lube. Thomas circled Nikki while he waited, stroking and caressing the sweat-dampened skin. Richie could hear 
the low hum as Thomas spoke to his lover and Nikki's return whimpers of acknowledgement, his head bouncing 


a little as he nodded, but he chose not to try to decipher the words, whatever was being said was obviously 


meant for just the two of them. 


Jon returned, brandishing the lube. He pumped out a generous amount into his hand, placing the bottle on the 
floor. The look on Jon's face as he finally touched himself to spread the gel over his cock, was one of relief 
mixed with concentration. Richie had seen that look many times on his husband's face. It usually meant that he 


wasn't going to last long. 


Thomas beckoned Jon closer, trailing his fingers, the same ones that had been in Nikki's ass, down his cheek. A 
ghost of a smile played on Thomas’ lips when Jon turned into the touch. The long fingers swooped down Jon's 
neck to his chest, making little furrows through the hair to the closest nipple. Richie watched his husband 


swoon a little as Thomas swirled a digit over the hypersensitive nub. 


Thomas gave Jon a swift kiss and then a little push toward the intended target before stepping back. It was 
still strange, and also erotic, to watch his husband's cock sink into another man. he fixated on the sight as Jon, 
once fully seated within the bound man, dropped his head back and exhaled, steadying himself. Jon's fingers 
curled into Nikki's hips and Richie was sure he could feel his husband's touch on his skin. He rubbed absently at 
the spot. 


"Don't be shy, agóri," Thomas' words shook him from his concentration. "This is a ‘help yourself kind of feast 
now.’ The Dom was standing on the other side of the bench, his arms spread wide to indicate the naked man 


as though he was a suckling pig roast, fresh from the oven to the table. 


Breathing deeply, the smell of lube and male musk assaulted his olfactory senses, Richie exhaled and rolled his 
shoulders to release any pent-up energy. He swallowed heavily as carnal desire started to fill him, the darkness 


of it pooled deep within his gut, swirling slowly through him. 


Licking his lips, hungry now, he stepped closer. Looking at Jon, Richie knew that his husband was now lost in his 
body's building need for release by the way his lips curled back on his teeth, almost snarling, and his blue eyes 
had deepened into a dark sapphire, glinting in the low lights overhead. 


Jon may be the smallest endowed out of the friends but Richie could attest that his husband knew exactly 
how to wield his sword for maximum results, and, by the way Nikki had started to vocalise, he was doing just 


that. 


Richie was aware of Thomas’ neutrally curious gaze as they both circled their joined lovers as though 
preparing to fight over them but more, in truth, it was building the tension in a highly erotic dance between 


them. 


He paused beside Jon's shoulder, and while holding Thomas’ eyes, he brushed aside the damp hair at his 
husband's neck. Jon exhaled heavily and naturally dropped his head to one side at his touch. Richie opened his 
mouth and lightly grazed his teeth over the taut flesh of Jon's neck. 


"Fuck..." Jon breathed. "Harder," he whined and Richie obliged, sinking his teeth in and suckling back, knowing that 
he would be leaving a massive hickey. The intensity of Jon's thrusts into Nikki increased even though his pace 


slowed slightly and he sighed shakily. 


Hearing his groan, Thomas’ eyes flicked over Jon as he sank his fingers into Nikki's dark hair, tugging his head 
up. Nikki's jaw dropped open with a soft plea to his Daddy, begging for his cock. "P-please..Daddy..need...” 


Richie smirked at the younger Dom, poked his tongue from his mouth and dragged the tip over Jon's shoulder, 
from the point across to his neck. He nipped lightly on the delicate shell of his ear and his husband shuddered 
against him causing his hips to falter a little. Not to mention the breathy little moan that unconsciously 
escaped his lips that was everything to Richie. 


As though some silent, but friendly challenge had been thrown down, Thomas winked, sliding his dick between 
Nikki's lips. Richie noticed that the younger man's eyes fluttered as he slowly worked his way into his lover's 


mouth. 


Jon must have seen it too or, more likely, Nikki had reacted to the cock in his mouth by constricting the one 


in his ass, as his husband emitted a small groan. 


"You look so hot fucking Nikki, angel," Richie whispered into Jon's ear, scraping his fingernail down his spine to 
the cleft between his cheeks. "Open for me," he continued, quickly wetting his middle finger, "and I'll make you 


feel so good as you cum into our Master." 


"Sir..." Jon moaned, he shifted his stance wider. He rolled his hips deeply and Richie knew that he'd found the 


bound man's prostate just by the tremors that shook the man on the receiving end. 
"Ohhh...fuck, yeah," Thomas swore as the ramifications were felt through his cock from his partner. 


"Please, Sir..so close," Jon begged him. Richie noticed the staccato rhythm that Jon's hips had fallen into. He 


was indeed close. 


"| gotcha, angel," Richie purred. He placed one hand on Jon's lower belly, sliding his finger down through the soft 
nest of curls, spreading his index and middle fingers on either side of Jon's dick where it disappeared into 
Nikki's ass. With his other hand, the one with the wet fingers pushed through into Jon's ass. Finding Jon's 
swollen, spongy patch of nerves easily, Richie knew exactly what to do to bring his husband off quickly. Angling 
himself for the best position, Richie nuzzled at Jon's neck again and bit down suddenly. 


Jon's body shuddered and he bucked into Nikki's body and his ass clamped down around Richie's finger as he 


continued to brush over his sensitive trigger. Richie squeezed his other fingers together as his husband's life 


force pulsed hotly through his cock and into the tattooed Master's ass. 


Jon collapsed against Richie, who withdrew his hand from between the joined bodies, his fingers partially coated 
in Jon's cum. Richie held his fingers up to the light, marvelling at the slippery fluid on them. 


"Yes, koutavil" Tommy exclaimed as Richie wiped his fingers over Jon's face. 


"Go," Richie said to his angel. "Go share that with your Sir." Without preamble, Richie pulled Jon from Nikki's 


warm body and gave him a little shove toward Thomas. 


As Jon tottered off on wobbly legs, Richie bent carefully over Nikki, the same way he'd watched Thomas do 
earlier and growled into his ex-lover's ear, "It's my turn now, baby," and Nikki whined in response, his mouth 
still full of Tommy's dick. Richie glanced up to see Thomas almost eating Jon's face, chasing the taste of Nikki's 
musk and Jon's cum that he'd spread across Jon's face. He chuckled; almost a purr when a shiver of delight 
shook the man beneath him. 


Straightening up again, Richie looked down between the man's spread thighs, a small dribble of cum was oozing 
out of his hole. Apart from this week, it had been quite some time since he'd had sloppy seconds. He ran the 
tip of his cock through Jon's cum before lining himself up to the stretched pucker. 


Taking a moment to savour the sensations around him, Richie pushed into Nikki's molten heat. "Jesus Christ," 
Richie hissed. It felt so good and all he wanted to do was to slam himself into his ex-lover. But this was all for 
Nikki's enjoyment and he had to remind himself forcefully of that as he rocked his hips in slow rolls, inching 
himself painfully slowly inside the older man's body. 


"Boy," Thomas said. Richie glanced up to see that the young Dom had extricated himself from Nikki's mouth, 
his hand beneath Nikki's chin, holding the man's head up since he was too out of it to do so himself, "I want 
you to clean my koutavi's dick" Thomas reached for Jon, hauling him into place. "He's filled your ass and by the 
looks on his Sir's face, he's done a good job of it. But he got himself all messy." Thomas looked up at Jon and 
said, "Hands behind your back, koutavi. Let Daddy play with his toys." 


Richie smiled at the bliss on his husband's face as Thomas, who was on his haunches next to the two men, did 
indeed play with Jon's cock and balls before feeding them none too gently into Nikki's mouth for cleaning. 


Meanwhile, as Nikki's precum splashed against his foot, Richie buried himself deeply, forcefully, into his ex. He 
closed his eyes in concentration, not wanting to waste one moment. Flashbacks of their many times together 
flitted across his mind's eye before muscle memory took over, drawing long moans from him with a targeted 


assault on the bundle of already sensitive nerves. 


His eyes opened when he felt a large hand between his shoulder blades give him a steady push forward. "Don't 
stop, agori,’ Thomas’ voice ghosted over his ear as he felt the man's body warmth cover his back then his 
cock, red hot yet cool and slick at the same time, slide up and down his crease. "I want to feel you cum one 
last time." 


"Yes, Sir," Richie replied, willing his body to loosen against the tidal wave that was building within him, tightening 
his gut in readiness for the impending orgasm. He felt his tip, buried deeply, nestle into the spongy softness as 
Thomas’ thickness penetrated him with skill. Richie couldn't help the groan that matched Nikki's, rumbling from 
his chest. 


"My agri!" Thomas growled against his back. 


Richie felt the cool of the gel around Thomas’ cock and his ass and the slow but insistent pressure as he 
pressed himself into him. He shifted once Thomas had bottomed out, needing to stand. He sighed happily, his 
mouth dropping open in a silent Oh as he rested his head back on Thomas’ shoulder. 


"Don't stop on my account, baby." 


It had only been a temporary halt in his movements while the younger man penetrated him. But the need to 
move, the need to cum had taken hold of him, battering at him, urging him on. He couldn't decide which felt 
the best, fucking a totally compliant Nikki or being fucked by the irresistible force that was Thomas. 


Surrendering completely, he let his conscious self go, leaving his body to chase down that need. 


"That's it, agori," Thomas purred behind him. "Give it up, baby. Fill my boy's ass with that load, | know you 
want to. | can feel it," Thomas groaned, thrusting up into Richie, targeting that spot deep within him, "right 
there! Give. It. Up." 


Tommy punctuated each word with a well-aimed shot with the tip of his cock and Richie's control didn't stand 
a chance. With a hefty groan, one that he felt came from deep within, he let go, releasing his seed to join with 
his husband's. 


"Yeah, baby," Thomas breathed, digging his fingers into Richie's hip, holding onto him through his orgasm. 
Thomas moved Richie's head so that he could kiss him, his tongue delving deep into his mouth. The younger 


man was all limbs and a body that could contort into the most relatively awkward positions. 


The kiss broke. It had done what it was intended to do, to relax him and Thomas withdrew, taking a half-step 
backward to allow Richie to extricate himself from Nikki's slick body. "Fuck..." he breathed, a little unsteady on 


his feet as his head spun from the sudden rush of adrenaline. 


"Koutavil" Thomas barked, holding Richie upright while Jon hurried to their side. "Take your Sir," Thomas looped 
Richie's arm over Jon's shoulders. "Make sure he's cleaned up by my boy. Then come back here..but only if 
your Sir is steady on his feet. | need you under my boy. Hope you're hungry, little one. You're going to take 
care of cleaning my boy and swallowing every drop when he cums. Do you understand me? Otherwise, you'll be 


the one licking the floor clean" 


"Yes, Sir," Jon replied and helped Richie toward Nikki's head after being dismissed with a wave of Thomas’ hand, 
the Dom apparently already distracted by his lover's ass, sliding his heavy cock into the cum-filled cavern, 


"Are you okay, Sir?" Jon murmured to his husband. 


"lm fine, Angel,” Richie replied, kissing Jon's temple. "Just a little light-headed after shooting that load." The 
small creases in Jon's brow did not go unnoticed and Richie knew that his husband would not let it go until he 
promised to see a doctor if it happened again. He kissed Jon properly this time and said, "I love you. l'm fine. 
Now, go do what your Sir has asked," he prompted. 


"| love you, too, Sir," Jon said and scurried back to Thomas. He watched his husband contort himself into 
position beneath the bench, his head disappearing between two sets of powerful thighs. 


Richie's cock stirred, showing a vague, if rather weary, interest in what he imagined his husband to be doing. 


He heard a whimper below him, his attention shifting to his ex-lover and he lowered himself to his haunches. 


Cupping Nikki's face he turned it to him. Nikki's green eyes, glassy and unfocused, flicked over him and Richie 
grazed his thumb over the bound man's lips which desperately tried to grasp at the digit. Richie allowed the 
needy man to take it into his mouth and felt the wetness of his tongue curl around it, suckling hard. 


"You really wanna suck dick, don't you, baby," Richie murmured and Nikki mewled, sucking a little harder. "You 
want my dick to suck on?" he asked, receiving a nod from the older man. "My dick that's coated with my cum, 
that mixed with Jon's while your Daddy fucked my ass? You want that dick?!" The tongue around his thumb 
pulsed, throbbing with each suck. Suddenly, Nikki gasped, releasing Richie's thumb and within moments, the 
sound became a low keening noise. Richie had a feeling that Nikki wasn't going to last much longer so he stood, 


gripped himself and said, "Open up and say aah, boy." 
"Gimme..." the delirious man groaned moments before Richie pushed his cock-head against his lips. 
"Ahh..shitl" Richie breathed, twitching as the roughened tongue hit over-sensitised nerve endings on his cock. 


Richie met Thomas' eyes over their respective partners, both of whom had their mouths full of cocks, happily 
slurping away, making pretty little mewls and moans of delight. Richie found himself getting hard again, which 
surprised him somewhat but, considering that Nikki was sucking him with such expertise even though he was 
deep down in his subspace, it probably shouldn't have. He felt another orgasm bubbling up, ready to spill over 


the man's tongue. 


Thomas' face was contorted in effort and Richie assumed that the younger man was holding out until the last 


possible moment. He arched his eyebrow at Richie in a silent question and he nodded in response. 


Richie threaded his fingers through Nikki's hair so that he could hold him in place when Thomas gave his 
approval. The Dom reached down between their rutting bodies, presumably to warn Jon of the impending flood 
of spunk. 


"The time has come, my baby boy," Thomas said, loud enough for Nikki to hear it and Richie felt the slight 
pause on his cock. "It's time to claim your reward, my love. Cum for me." The last of Thomas' words rumbled 
over them all and the room filled with Nikki's strangled cry of release, matched and harmonised by his own and 
Thomas. 


Richie was pretty sure he blacked out momentarily as he pumped yet more thick, creamy pearly ropes down 
Nikki's throat, over his throat and his face. When he cracked his eyes open again, Thomas was drawing deep 
shuddering breaths into his lungs, his face and body covered in a sheen of sweat but he was focused on 


releasing his lover from the bindings. 


"You hang onto that assful of cum, boy," Thomas growled, working quickly, "until | say so or I'll plug you for 
the next week. Understand me?!" Nikki was barely able to make a noise of understanding. 


"Release him quickly, babe," Thomas said to Richie as Jon crawled out from beneath the bench. "Koutavi..start 
rubbing his legs to get the circulation back," he added once all the straps were undone. Grabbing the waiting 
plug, Thomas swiftly lubed and gently inserted it, before carefully hauling the limp, pliable man from the bench 
and holding him securely against his body. "Agori, help me get him into bed" 

we 

Three Days Later 

Rosie's Bar 

Late Afternoon 

Sebastian POV 


Sebastian looked up as the front door of Rosie's swung open. It was in between the busy periods of lunch and 
the after-work crowds so the bar was reasonably empty. He was just helping to tidy up and restock while his 
Pop was in the office with his senior duty manager, Kyle, going over the rosters for this week. The light from 
behind the newcomer made it hard to see but considering the person was carrying a largish box, Seb figured it 


was most likely a delivery driver. 


He frowned, trying to think if anything was said about a stock delivery but came up blank. "Hey, man," Seb said, 


schooling his face into a friendly greeting. "Business or pleasure?" He placed a glass on the bar in readiness. 


‘Business, unfortunately," the older man sighed. "Got a package for..." he looked down and checked the label, "a 


Mr Bongiovi-Sambora? First name, Jon" The man peered at Sebastian over his glasses, waiting for a response. 


"I can take it, that's my Dad," Sebastian replied. The delivery guy got Sebastian to sign for the parcel and 
handed it over before bidding him goodbye and leaving. 


Seb picked the box from the bar and looked at the label. It was white on black with no indication of the sender 
other than a handwritten circle with an N on the outside to the left of it and an S in the middle. A series of 
numbers, presumably a delivery tracking number, below the initials were the only other markings on the box. 
He shrugged and placed it on the counter behind him so that he could take it to his Pop, once he'd finished his 


meeting, to take home. 


He didn't think much about it, assuming that it must be something they'd bought whilst out in California 
visiting Batman and Mighty Mouse. Seb grinned to himself at the childhood names he'd given his dads’ friends 
after being reminded that as a small child, that's what he'd called Nikki and Tommy on their first meeting. He 
was still waiting for Nikki to produce the said Batman costume from the cleaners. Seb couldn't help the bubble 


of laughter coming out at the mental image of the older, now heavily tattooed man wearing a cape and cowl. 


"You won't be laughing when you see the shifts your dad gave you," Kyle said, stepping back behind the bar 
with a sheet of paper. Kyle handed him the roster and Seb glanced over it, grimacing at the back-to-back 
closes on Friday and Saturday nights. 


"Goddamn it, Pops," he muttered. He was supposed to be meeting up with a sweet little thing he met at school. 
Since Jordan had found himself a mysterious new girl, Seb had found ways to amuse himself. He sighed and 
handed it back to Kyle. "There goes my love life this weekend," he grumbled, picking up the package. He knew he 
had to work his way up from the bottom of the chain, that was what both of his fathers insisted on, and 
normally he didn't mind but after the promise of some sweet lovin’, he was disappointed that his Pop had put 
him on both of those shifts. 


"Ooh, you got a surprise package?" Kyle asked, plucking the box from his hands and giving it a shake. "Who 
from?" 


"Hey, hey, hey," Seb groused, taking the package back. "It's probably breakable, asshole." He and Kyle were 
friendly even though there was a five-year age gap. It was only Kyle's past experience that gave him seniority 
over Seb. "It's for Dad, not me," he said, stepping out from behind the bar. "I'll be back in a couple of minutes." 


"Kay," Kyle said off-handedly, his head buried in the roster. 


Sebastian walked the short distance to the office, passing the kitchen that was buzzing with pre-dinner service 
preparations. As he got closer to the office, he heard his Pop on the phone. Seb waited respecttully in the 
doorway until he'd hung up. 


‘Sorry, Seb," Richie said. "That was Simon. He's got a few offers coming up for me." 
"That's cool, Pop," Seb said. "Anything interesting?" He placed the box on the desk in front of him. 
"Well, the new album, of course," Richie replied. His father had been working slowly on this record. He wanted it 


to be absolutely perfect, hoping to bridge a couple of generations with some new sounds. But he hadn't been 
completely happy with it, hence it was still on the studio floor rather than out in the stores. "But there's a 


couple of songs that they want me to play on..and you know your old man," he said, opening his arms wide, "| 


can't say no to that!" 


Sebastian chuckled and shook his head, "No, you can't. Hope your funeral plan is a big one, Pops, coz Lia and | 


will have to bury you with your guitars, an amp and fucking electrical cord." 
His father blinked at him before his smile widened with a chuckle. "Yeah, well..good thing that ain't happening 
for a long while then, isn't it?!" He then eyed the box and said, "Whatcha got there? Why is Lia getting 


deliveries sent here?" 


Its not Li-Li's," Seb replied, pushing the offending item toward his father. "It's addressed to Dad actually. Oh, 
and if anything's broken, blame the delivery guy..or Kyle. He was the one that shook it" 


"Dad's, huh?" His father lifted the box over his paperwork and gave it a gentle shake, frowning when the 
contents shifted and softly clinked. 


"There's no return address either," Seb added, pointing to the initials. "Only this." 

His pop shifted his attention to where he was pointing and Seb noticed the slight surprise on his father's face 
which soon turned into a look that Seb had seen on both his fathers’ faces, usually just before they made 
some lame excuses and disappeared. "Sooo..what is it?" 

"Hmm?" Richie looked up at him blankly for a moment, obviously lost somewhere in his head. 

Sebastian chuckled. "Do you need your hearing checking, old man?" 

"Brat!" His father pulled a face at him. "You're not too old to be grounded, you know?!" 

"And if you did that," Seb countered, "it would negate what you're planning for Dad in your head right now. And 
don't try to deny it, Pops. We've seen that look before. Our fathers; the horndogs!" Seb held his hands up as 


though reading a large headline. 


"Don't you have work to do?!" Richie pinned him with an arched eyebrow but Seb could see the amusement 


just below the surface. 


"Yeah but that reminds me," Sebastian said. “Friday and Saturday close? | was supposed to be going on a date 


on those days." 


‘lm sure whoever the young lady is," Richie said, distractedly rubbing his hand over the mysterious box, giving 


no clue as to its sender or contents, "can either wait until Sunday or." 


"Aww but Pops..you don't get it!" 


"Oh, I'm pretty sure | do, kiddo," his father looked at him over his glasses. "But you do have two good hands in 


the meantime." 
"Pops, c'mon," he pleaded. "This one is..is-." 
"Special?! Or just willing?" Richie arched his eyebrow at him. 


"Ugh," Seb grunted. "Fine!" he huffed. "But if | find someone willing to swap with me, can |? Then I'll do the close 
shifts for the whole week." 


His father sat back in his chair, regarding him, before saying, "One night, Sebastian, and only one! Just because 
you're the bosses’ kid, doesn't get you any special privileges, you understand me?!" 


"Yess!" Seb exclaimed with a small fist pump. "Thanks, Pops. My love life and | appreciate it. And | promise," he 


continued, darting around the desk to give his old man a hug, "Ill keep my word" 


"You better, Monkey," Richie replied affectionately. "Otherwise, your Dad will roster you into the kitchen for 
the whole month." 


Sebastian shuddered dramatically. "No thanks!" he said, edging toward the door. "I'd come home for dinner one 
night but..guess I'm closing for the week, huh?" 


"Get outta here, brat!" Richie chuckled at his son. "Love you, Monkey!" 

"Love you too, Pops," Seb replied, sending his father a soft smile then closed the door behind him. 

we 

Richie POV 

Richie sat looking at the office door that his son just disappeared behind and smiled. He hated to admit it but 
Seb had definitely inherited his smooth-talking ways. He shook his head and sighed before his mind came back 
to the box in front of him. He looked at the handwriting on the address label. 

NS. 

That could only be Nikki. He did have to wonder about the circle around the S. Something scratched at his mind 
as he thought back to last week. His dick and balls had yet to recover fully, both had been used and drained 


until they were shrivelled, especially during that last night. 


~ ew 


After Thomas had allowed Nikki to come, the remainder of their final night in California had been spent in the large 
bed in the playroom. Thomas had tended to Nkkis aftercare whist Richie kept a close eye on Jon Even though it 
hadnt been a full scene for them, Thomas still schooled him on the importance of aftercare for a sub 

‘Did you have fun, baby?" Tommy murmured against Nikki's damp hair as he held him tight. Thomas had seen his 
boy through to the other side of his subspace, making the transition into full consciousness as smooth and loving as 
possible. Now that Nikki was back with them, Tommy allowed his Dom to relax and stand down also. 

Nikki sighed happily and made a weirdly high-pitched noise in the affirmative. 

Richie snorted, looking over his shoulder at his ex-lover. "What the fuck was that?" he exclaimed 


"I think we must have worn his throat out," Jon offered "Well, you two, anyway." 


‘Don't sell yourself short, Jonny," Nikki croaked, his voice brittle and harsh from overuse. "No pun intended," he 
added after the two brunettes started sniggering like children. "You gave as good as you got, babe." 


‘No more talking, Sixx," Tommy growled softly, turning his lover's face to his and taking his lps softly with his own 


Before too long, Tommy was making sweet, fender love to Nikki while he and Jon, enticed by the copulating pair 
beside them, only just had enough spare energy for a satisfying sixty-nine beside them. 


~ ev 
Richie glanced down at his crotch in surprise. It was showing the first signs of life since coming back home. 
Not that either of them was complaining; both he and Jon had needed the time to recover. They usually had a 
pretty healthy sex life, though the past week had been off the charts in comparison. But he hadn't had so 
much fun like that in such a long time! From the shopping trip at Enslaved. 


Wait up! he thought to himself, Thats what the circle around the 5 means..you dumbass! 


Richie huffed out a wry, amused breath at himself and tapped the box with his finger again. It was probably 


Nikki's version of a subtle warning about the box's contents. 
He picked up his mobile phone and shot off a message to his husband who was currently visiting Flo and Eddie. 
Babe, you got a box here. Expecting any deliveries? 


He waited for a moment, watching the three little dots pulse on the screen, indicating that Jon was replying. 
The phone pinged as the reply came back. 


Nope, none. Box from Enslaved arrived yesterday. Who's it from?? 


Nikki, | think, he typed. No name but the initials NS and a circle around the S on the label 


Richie sent his message and waited again. His mind's eye drifted back again to the last night out in California.. 
that debauched, erotic, deeply sexual night when the three of them had Nikki bound, sucked and fucked until he 


was a wanton, greedy, cum-filled and cum-covered whimpering mess. 


Richie groaned, pushing the heel of his hand down hard to discourage the erection that was pulsing against his 
hip after the flood of memories had flickered into nothingness. 


Naki?! WTF?! Open it! Send me a photo. Gotta go, Mookie. Mom and Dad say hi Love you 


Richie snorted at his husband's eagerness toward the parcel. He got up, adjusted himself and stepped out from 
behind his desk to flick the lock on the door. He didn't want any of the staff or Sebastian walking in while he 


opened Pandora's Box. 


Oh, Lia's staying at Neve's tonight after practice. Some big assignment due on Friday or something Mom is sending 
food home. Its just us tonight, Mookie xXx 


Of course, the fates had to align just so, for them to be alone tonight..as though Nikki had had a hand in that 
as well. t wouldn't surprise him if Nikki did indeed have a direct line to the powers that be. 


He snorted at the image in his head; Nikki sitting side-by-side with some all-powerful being who was shifting 
pieces around on something similar to a chess board only to be consulted in the final placement of the human- 


form chess pieces. 


Richie reached for the box cutter and sliced the tape open, retracting the blade before tossing it back onto 
the desk He opened the flaps and, absently noting the neat packaging, gasped a soft wow at the contents. He 
was very glad he'd figured out Nikki's cryptic warning and thought to lock the door just in case. 


The first items that caught his eye were the Enslaved boxes. They were obviously Nikki's gifts that they 
hadn't wanted to take home with them on the flight. just in case. He removed the boxes, his and Jon's, and 
opened the top one. Richie felt the flutter of interest in his gut again and the corresponding shift in his pants 
at the sight of the handmade bonds. He took one out and gripped the dark wood handle. This set must be Jon's 


as it was slightly too small for his longer hand. 

Whether or not he and Jon ever used them again would be the burning question He'd like to think so, as it 
would be a waste of Nikki's time and effort, but they'd have to have a discussion about where and when they 
could be used safely. 


He placed the cuff back in the box and set them aside before delving back into the larger box. 


Richie rummaged around in the packaging a little further, laying his hand on two items that had him snorting 
with amusement. Picking them up to bring them into the light, he opened his fingers to see a heavy silver butt 


plug similar to the one he had worn and the plastic cock cage. It had a gift tag attached to the small key. 


"It fits better on my koutavi than it ever did on me. Love T-Bone xx," Richie read out loud with a chuckle. 
"Jonny's gonna love that," he said to himself, placing them back in the box. 


He peered into the box again and could see a coil of red rope, still with its packaging around the middle, a fresh 
DVD of The Rocky Horror Picture Show and another disc. Richie picked it up and found the marker notes on 
the DVD. It was simply marked with three large X's, nothing else. Richie hazarded a guess that it was all the 
photos and videos from the past week. 

Spying a slip of note paper in amongst the items, Richie pulled it free, recognising Nikki's handwriting instantly. 
Puppy and my litte Street Rat 

Thank you both for the week. Fuck..that sounds lame-assed (and not quite right)..but its heartfelt. 


Tommy and | were happy to have you both in our home. It reminded us of our wilder days..even though it will take 


my ass a whole week to recover! 

Pup..As your Master, | am honoured to have helped you work through your fears and popped your kink cherry 
with other stuff! It will be a treasured memory. | hope it was all that you imagined and more. Both Tommy and | 
have added a little something as a gift for you 

Street Rat../ have taken the step to reach out to Juliana for you. She or Adrian will be in touch in regards to 
furthering your training, or even just giving you and your Angel someplace sate to play. She knows about your 
cuffs and is eager to see them in action | think she may even place an order once she's given them the critical 
Metress J seal of approval 

But most of all..call me. Anytime. | mean tt... 

Love Nkki xx 

Richie smiled fondly and added the note to the pile on the desk and stopped for a moment. 


This was his home, his safety net and where his career germinated and grew. 


It was thrilling, naughty.a little dirty even, to have all of this openly on display in the normalcy of his everyday 
life. 


The curl of heat deep in his belly suddenly amplified as he cast his gaze over all the erotica on his desk. He 
placed his palm on his lower belly as though trying to hold back the swoop of lust. 


Ignoring Jon's earlier request for a photo, Richie dialled his husband's phone and waited for him to pick up. 


"Mookie?" Jon answered. "What was in the box? I'm just leaving Mom and Dad's now." 
"Good," Richie growled into the device. "I'm coming home..now... Angel " 


"Ang..." Jon paused and Richie heard him take a slow breath in and out before he spoke again. "I'll be waiting, 


Sir." 


Richie hung up without saying another word and quickly packed everything back into the box, using some of the 
tape he kept in the office to reseal it for the walk to the car. He didn't want their secrets to spill onto the 
floor, should someone knock it from his hands. He scribbled a few notes and buzzed the bar to let Sebastian 


and Kyle know he was leaving. 


Grabbing his keys, phone and wallet, he shrugged into his jacket before picking up the box and leaving the office 


for the car. 
He was going home to his Angel. 


THE END 


Beta Notes 


One line, just one offhand line, that Tommy dropped the morning after Jon and Richie's wedding in ITEO4. "Next 
time you're out our way, we'll take you to Enslaved." 


If only we'd known the trouble that comment would get us into, | think it might have been deleted. 


Enslaved rapidly became the most requested, and probably anticipated, ‘drop-in chapter’ for the Saturday 
Nights Gave Me Sunday Mornings AU. 


After much discussion, it was decided to post Enslaved as a separate story for two reasons. Firstly the 
subject matter was something that some readers might prefer to avoid but mostly because Tommy wouldn't 
stop talking and our original plan was expanding exponentially. What was supposed to be a quick shopping trip 
and maybe a bit of fun later that evening turned into..well, as you can see a 20-chapter epic that has pretty 


much taken over both of our lives for the more than six months it has taken us to plan and write. 


So this is the end of the journey..at least for now. Suffice to say both Tommy and another semi-regular 
character are still talking..so there may yet be another epilogue. Anyone for Juxtaposition?! 
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